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LIFE  OF  SHAKSPEARE, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


William  Shakspbabb  was  born  at  Stratford-opon-Avoo,  m  Wamrickshire,  on  the 
23d  day  of  April,  1564.    Of  the  rank  of  his  family  it  .b  not  easy  to  form  an  opinion. 
Mr.  Rowe  says,  that  by  the  register  and  certahi  public  writings  relating  to  Stratford,  it 
appears  that  his  ancestors  were  *'  of  good  figure  and  fashion''  in  that  town,  and  are 
nientioiied  as  **  gentlemen,"  an  epithet  which  was  certainly  more  determinate  then  than 
at  preseot,  when  it  has  become  an  unlimited  jArase  of  courtesy.    His  father,  John 
Shak^ieare,  was  a  considerable  dealer  in  wool,  and  had  been  an  officer  and  bailiff  (pro- 
bably high4NdlifFor  mayor)  of  the  body  corporate  of  Stratford.    ,He  held  also  the  office 
of  justice  of  the  peace,  and  at  one  time,  it  is  said,  possessed  lands  and  tenements  to  the 
aauHmt  of  fiver  hundred  pounds,  the  reward  of  his  grandfather's  faithful  and  approved 
senrices  to  king  Henry  the  Seventh.    This,  however,  has  been  asserted  upon  very  doubt* 
ful  authority.     Mr.  Malone  thinks  ^'  it  is  highly  probable  that  he  distinguished  hunself 
in  Bosworth  Field  on  tiie  side  of  kipg  Heniy,  and  that  he  was  rewarded  for  his  military 
services  by  the'  bounty  of  that  parsimonious  prince,  though  not  with  a  grant  of  lands. 
No  such  grant  appears  in  the  chapel  of  the  Rolls,  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of 
Henry's  reign.*    But  whatever  may  have  been  his  former  wealth,  it  appears  to  have 
been  greatly  reduced  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  as  we  find,  from  the  books  of  the 
corporation,  that  in  1579  he  was  excused  the  trifling  weekly  tax  of  four-pence  levied  on 
sQ  tbe  aldermen ;  and  that  in  1586  another  alderman  was  appointed  in  his  room,  in 
coDseqoence  of  his  declming  to  attend  on  the  business  of  that  office.    It  is  even  said  by 
Aubrey',  a  man  sufficiently  accurate  m  facts,  although  credulous  in  superstitious  nar- 
ratives and  traditions,  that  he  followed  for  some  time  the  occupation  of  a  butcl^r,  which 
I    Mr.  Malone  tiiinks  not  inconsistent  with  probability.    It  must  have  been,  however,  at 
this  time,  no  inconsiderable  addition  to  his  difficulties  that  he  had  a  family  often  chil- 
dreiL  ^is  wife  was  the  daughter  and  heiress  of  Robert  Arden  of  Wellingcote,  in  tbe 
county  of  Warwkk,  who  is  styled,  "  a  gentleman  of  worship.'*    The  family  of  Ardeo  is 
v^andent;  Robert  Arden  of  Bromich^  esq.  being  in  the  list  of  the  gentfy  of  this  county,  . 

*  MSS.  Aubrey,  Mob.  AiKmol.  Oion.  eximiiied  by  Mr.  Malooe. 
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retained  by  the  commissioners  in  the  twelfth  year  of  king  Henry  the  Sixth,  anno  Domini 
1433.  Edward  Arden  was  sheriff  of  ^tbe  county  in  1568.  The  Woodland  part  of  this 
county  was  anciently  called  Ardem^  afterwanls  softened  to  Ardtn:  and -hence  the 
name. 

Our  illustrious  poet  was  the  eldest  son,  and  received  his  early  education,  whether 
narrow  or  liberal,  at  a  free-school,  probably  that  founded  at  Stratford ;  but  from  this 
he  appears  to  have  been  soon  removed,  and  placed,  according  to  Mr.  Malone's  opinion, 
in  the  office  of  some  country  attorney,  or  the  seneschal  of  some  manor  court,  where  it  is 
highly  probable  he  picked  up  those  technical  law  phrases  that  so  frequently  occur  in  his 
plays,  and  could  not  have  been  in  common  use  unless  among  professional  men.  Mr. 
Capell  conjectures  that  his  early  marriage  prevented  his  being  sent  to  some  university. 
It  appears,  however,  as  Dr.  Farmer  observes,  that  his  early  life  was  incompatible  with 
a  course  of  education,  and  it  is  certain  that  *'  his  contemporaries,  friends  and  foes,  nay, 
and  himself  likewise,  agree  in  his  want  of  what  is  usually  termed  literature.**  It  is, 
indeed,  a  strong  argument  in  favour  of  Shakspeare's  illittrature,  that  it  was  maintained 
by  all  his  contemporaries,  many  of  whom  have  left  upon  record  every  merit  they 
could  bestow  on  him  ;  and  by  his  succ^sors,  who  lived  nearest  to  his  time,  when  *'  bis 
memory  was  green ;"  and  that  it  has  been  denied  only  by  Gildon,  Sewell,  and  others, 
down  to  Upton,  who  could  have  no  means  of  ascertaining  the  truth. 

In  his  eighteenth  year,  or  perhaps  a  little  sponer,  he  married  Anne  Hathaway,  who 
was  eight  years  older  than  hipself,  tlie  daughter  of  oue  Hathaway^  who  is  said  to  have 
been  a  substantial  yeoman  in  tlie  neighbourhood  of  StratforoS  Of  his  domestic  economy, 
or  professional  occupation,  at  this  time,  we  have  no  information,  but  it  would  appear 
that  both  were  in  a  considerable  degree  neglected  by  his  associating  with  a  gang  of  deer- 
stealers.    Being  detected  w  ith  ihem  in  robbing  the  park  of  sir  Thomas  Lucy  of  Charle- 

'  cote,  near  Strdtford,  he  was  so  rigorously  prosecuted  by  that  gejitleman  as  to  be  obliged 
to  leave  his  family  and  business,  and  take  shelter  in  London.  Sir  Thomas,  on  this  oc- 
casion, is  said  to  have  been  exasperated  by  a  ballad  Shakspeare  wrot«^,  probably  bis 
first  essay  in  poetry,  of  which  the  following  jstanza  was  communicated  to  Mr.  Oldys  ; 

"  A  parliemenie  member,  a  justice  of  peace. 
At  home  a  poor  scrire-crowe,  at  London  an  asw. 
If  lowsie  is  Lucy,  as  some  volke  miscalle  it. 
Then  Lucy  is  lowsie  whatever  befall  it  t 

He  thinks  himself  greate, 

Yet  an  asse  in  his  state    . 
We  allo^e  by  his  ears  but  with  assei  to  mate. 
If  Lucy  is  lowsie,  as  some  volke  miscalle  it. 
Sing  lowsie  Lucy,  whatever  befall  iL*' 

These  lines,  it  must  be  confessed,  do  no  great  honour  to  our  poet,  and  probably 
were  unjust,  for  although  some  of  his  admirers  have  recorded  sir  Thomas  as  a ''  vain, 
•  weak,  and  vindictive  magistrate,"  he  was  certainly  exerting  no  very  violent  act  of  opprtB- 
sion,  in  protecting  his  property  against  a  man  who  was  degrading  the  commo^l  rank 
of  life,  and  had  at  this  time  bespoke  no  indulgence  by  superior  talents.  Tm  ballad, 
however,  must  have  made  some  noise  at  sir  Thomas's  expense,  as  the  author  took  caits 
It  should  be  affixed  to  his  park-gates,  and  liberally  drculated  among  his  neighbours. 

On  his  arrival  in  London,  which  was  probably  in  1586,  when  he  was  twenty-two 
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yean  old,  he  is  nid  to  have  made  his  first  acqoaiotance  in  the  phy-houw,  to  which. 
idleness  or  taste  may  have  directed  him,  and  where  his  necessities,  if  tradition  may  be 
credited,  obliged  him  to  accept  the^  office  of  call-boy,  or  prompter's  attendant.    This 
is  a  menial  whose  employment  it  is  to  give  the  performers  notice  to  be  ready  to  euter, 
as  often  as  the  business  of  the  play  requires  tlidr  appearance  on  the  stage.    Pope, 
however,  relates  a  stoiy,  communicated  to  him  by  Rowe,  but  which  Rowe  did  not  think 
deserving  of  a  place  in  the  life  he  wrote,  that  must  a  httle  retard  the  advancement  of 
our  poet  to  the  ofiice  just  mentioned.    According  to  this  story,  Shakspeare's  first  em- 
ployment was  to  wait  at  the  door  of  the  play-house,  and  hold  the  horses  of  those  who 
had  no  servants,  that  they  might  be  ready  after  the  performance.    But,  *'  I  cannot," 
says  his  acnte  commentator,  Mr.  Steevens,  **  discuss  this  anecdote  without  observing 
that  it  seems  to  want  every  puurk  of  probability.    Though  Shakspeare  quitted  Stratford 
on  account  of  a  juvenile  irregularity,  we  have  no  reason  to  suppose  that  he  had  for- 
feited the  protection  of  his  father,  who  was  engaged  in  a  lucrative  business,  or  the  love 
of  his  wife,  who  had  already  brought  him  two  children,  and  was  herself  the  daughter 
of  a  substantial  yeoman.    It  is  unlikely,  therefore,  when  he  was  beyond  the  reach  of 
his  prosecutor,  that  he  ^ould  conceal  bis  plan  of  life,  or  place  of  residence,  from  those 
who,  if  he  found  himself  distressed,  could  not  ftiil  to  afford  him  such  supplies  as  would 
have  set  him  above  the  necessity  of  holding  horses  for  subsistence.    Mr.  Malone  has 
remarked  in  his  ''  Attempt  to  ascertain  the  Order  in  whkh  the  Plays  of  Shakspeare  were 
written,"  that  he  might  have  found  an  easy  introduction  to  the  stage ;  for  Thomas  Green, 
a  celebrated  comedian  of  that  period,  was  his  townsman,  and  perhaps  his  relation. 
The  genius  of  our  author  prompted  him  to  write  poetry ;  his  connection  with  a  player 
oug^t  have  given  his  productions  a  dramatic  turn ;  or  his  own  sagacity  might  have  taught 
him  that  ftmie  was  not  incompatible  with  profit,  and  that  ihe  theatre  was  an  avenue  to 
both.    That  it  was  once  the  general  custom  to  ride  on  horse-back  to  the  play,  I  am 
likewise  yet  to  learn.    The  most  popular  of  the  theatres  were  on  the  Bank  Side ;  and 
we  are  told  by  the  satirical  pamphleteers  of  that  time,  that  the  usual  mode  of  convey- 
ance to  these  places  of  amusement  was  by  water,  but  not  a  single  writer  so  much  as 
hints  ar  the  custom  of  riding  to  them,  or  at  the  practice  of  having  horses  held  during 
the  hours  of  exhibition.    Some  allusion  to  this  usage,  (if  it  had  existed)  must,  I  think, 
have  been  discovered  in  the  course  of  our  researches  after  contemporary  fashions.    Let 
it  be  remembered  too,  tliat  we  receive  this  tale  on  no  higher  authority  than  that  of 
Gibber's  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  i.  p.  130.    Shr  William  Davenant  told  it  to  Mr..  Better- 
too,  who  communicated  it  to  Mr.  Rowe,  who,  according  to  Dr.  Johnson,  related  it  to 
Mr.  Pope.*'    Mr.  Malone  concurs  m  opinion  that  this  story  stands  on  a  very,  slender 
foQodatioo,  while  he  difiers  from  Mr.  Steevens  as  to  the  fact  of  gentlemen  going  to 
the  theatrt  on  horseback.    With  respect  likewise  to  Shakspeare's  father  being  '*  en« 
gaged  in  a  lucrative  business,"  we  may  remark  that  this  could  not  have  been  the  case 
St  the  time  our  author  came  to  London,  if  the  preceding  dates  be  correct.    He  is  said 
to  have  arrived  in  London  m  1586,  the  year  in  which  his  father  resigned  the  office  of 
ildeiman,  unless  indeed  we^ire  permitted  to  conjecture  that  his  resignation  was  not  the 
consequence  of  Ills  necessities.  ,     , 

l|t  in  whatever  situation  he  was  first  employed  at  the  theatre,  he  appears  to  have 
>o<Nrascovered  those  talents  which  afterwards  made  him 

**  Th'  applause !  delight !  tbe  wonder  of  our  stasc" 
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Some  'distioctioii  he  probably  first  acquired  as  an  actor,  akhougfa  Mr.  ftoire  IM 
not  been  able  to  discover  any  character  in  which  he  appeared  to  more  advantage  than 
that  of  the  ghost  in  Hamlet.  The  ioBtnictions  given  to  the  player  in  that  tragedy, 
and  other  passages  of  his  woHls,  show  an  mtimate  acquamtance  with  die  skill  of  atting, 
and  such  as  is  scarcely  surpassed  m  oor  own  days.  He  appears  to  have  studied  na- 
ture in  acting  as  much  as  m  wrkmg.  But  all  this  might  have  been  mere  theory.  Mr. 
Malone  is  of  opinion  he  was  no  great  Mtor.  The  distinction^  however,  which  he  ob- 
tained as  an  actor  could  only  be  in  his  own  phiys^  in  which  he  would  be  assisted  by 
the  novel  appearance  of  author  and  actor  combmed.  Before  his  tirni*,  it  does  not  ap- 
pear that  any  actor  of  genius  could  appear  to  advantage  in  the  wretched  pieces  repre- 
sented on  the  stage. 

Mr.  Rowe  regrets  that  he  cannot  inform  us  which  was  the  first  play  he  vrrote. 
More^  skilful,  research  has  since  found  that  Romeo  and  Juliet,  and  Richard  H.  and  HI^ 
were  printed  in  1597»  ^hen  he  was  thirty-three  years  oM;  there  is  also  seme  reason 
to  think  tbdt  he  commenced  a  dramatic  writer  in  1592,  and  Mr.  Matone  even  places 
his  first  play,  First  Part  of  Henry  VI.  in  1589*.  His  plays,  however,  must  have  beeu 
not  only  popuhir,  but  approved  by  persons  of  the  higher  order,  as  we  are  certain  that 
he  enjoyed  the  gracious  favour  of  queen  Elifabeth,  who  was  very  fond  of  the  stage ; 
and  the  particular  and  aftctionate  patronage  of  the  earl  of  Southampton,  to  whom  he 
dedicated  his  poems  of  Venus  and  Aclonis  and  his  Rape  of  Lucrece.  On  sir  William 
Davenant's  authority,  it  has  been  asserted  that  this  nobleman  at  one  time  gave  hhn  k 
thousand  pounds  to  enable  him  to  complete  a  purchase.  At  the  conclusion  of  the 
advertisement  prefixed  to  Lmtot's  edition  of  Shakspeare's  Poems,  it  is  said,  **  That 
most  leamdd  prince  and  great  patron  of  learning,  king  James  \be  First,  was  pleased 
with  hb  own  hand  to  write  an  amicaMe  letter  to  Mr.  Shakspeare :  which  letter,  though 
now  lost,  remained  kidg  m  the  hands  of  m  William  D'Avenant,  as  a  credible  person 
tidw  living  can  testify."  Dr.  Fftrmer,  with  great  probabBity,  suppose  that  tbfa  letteir 
was  written  by  kii^  James  m  retum  for  the  compHknent  paid  to  hhn  m  Macbeth.  The 
relater  of  the  anecdote  was  Hieffield,  duke  of  Buckingham  \  These  forM*  notices,  meagre 
as  they  are,  may  show  that  our  authdr  enjoyed  high  fhvonr  in  his  day.  Whatever 
we  ma^  tinpik  of  king  Jam^  as  a  '^  leamed  iMrince,"  bis  patronage,  as  well  as  that  of 
Us  predecessor,  was  sufficient  to  give  celebrity  to  the  founder  of  a  new  stage.  It  may 
be  added  that  his  uncommon  merit,  his  candour,  and  good-uature  are  suppbsed  to  have 
procoited  him  the  admiratioB  and  acquaintance  of  evety  person  dhstln^Ddshed  for  sudi 
qnafities.  It  is  not  difficnlt,  indeed,  to  suppose  that  ^kq[)eare  was  a  man  of  humour 
and  a  social  companion,  and  |[nt>babTy  excelled  in  that  species  of  minor  wit  not  ill  adapted 
to  conversation,  of.which  it  could  have  been  wished  he  had  been  more  ^ring  in  his 
writings. 

How  iong  he  acted  has  not  been  discovered,  but  he  continued  to  write  tifl  tlie  year 
l6l4.  During  his  dramatic  career  he  acquired  a.  property  m  the  th^tre  ^  whtdi  be 
must  have  disposed  of  wheb  be  retired,  as  no  mention  of  it  occurs  in  his  wiH.  His  con- 
ntetion  with  fien  Jonson  has  beien  variously  related.    It  Is  said  that  when  Jonson  Was 

^  St6  tM  litts  of  Af r.  Malone  and  Mr.  George  Chalmers.  ^ 

*  Note,  by  Mr.  Malooe,  to  Additional  Anecdotes  of  William  Shakspeare.    C 

<  In  1603,  Shakspeare  and  several  others  obtained  a  licence  from  king  James  to  exhibit  comedies, 
tragedies,  histories,  3cc  at  tht  Globe  Theatre  and  elseWhere.    C. 
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to  the  woil^  ke  oflbred  tpiay  to  the  theatre  whkb  was  rejected  after  a  veiy 

carelesi  peniial,  but  tliat  SliakQ)eare  having  accidentally  cast  his  eye  oa  k«  cooceived  a 

iavoiindile  opiiiioQ  of  i^  and  afterwards  recommended  Jonspn  and  his  writhgs  to  the 

iniblic.    For  this  candour  he  was  Tq[Mud  1^  Jonson»  when  the  latter  became  a  poet  of 

note,  witfi  no  eorious  disrespect.    Jonson  acquired  reputation  by  the  variety  of  his^pieces, 

and  cndeavomed  to  arrogate  the  supremaqr  in  dramatic  genius.    like  a  French  critic, 

he  insinuated  Shakapeare's  incorrectness,  hb  careless  manner  of  writing,  and  his  want  of . 

judgment;  and,  as  he  was  a  remarkable  slof(  writer  himself  he  could  not  endure  the  praise 

frequently  bestowed  on  Shakspeare  of  seldom  altering  or  blottng  out  what  he  had  written. 

Mr.  Makine  says,  that  *'  not  long  aAer  the  year  160O  a  coohiess  arose  between  Shak- 

ipeare  and  bin^  whkb,  however  lie  may  talk  of  his  almost  idolatrous  affection,  produced 

QD  his  part;  from  that  time  to  the  death  of  our  author,  and  for  many  years  afWr- 

ward%  mneb  dumsy  sarcasm,  and  many  malevolent  reflections.''     But  from  these, 

which   are  the  commonly  received  opinions  on  this  sul^ect,  Dr.  Farmer  is  inclined 

to  depart,  and  to  think  Jonson's  hostility  to  Shak^ieare  absolutely  groundless;  so  nn- 

ceitadn  is  every  eircumstanoe  we  atteoqpt  to  recover  of  our  great  poet's  life.    Jonson  had 

only  oae  advuitage  over  Shakspeare,  that  of  superior  learning,  which  m^ht  in  certain 

ntnationa  be  of  some  importance,  but  could  never  promote  hb  rivalship  with  a  mm  who 

attained  the  M^iest  exodHence  without  it*    Nor  wHl  Shakspeare  suffer  by  its  being  known 

that  all  the  dramatic  poets  before  he  appeared  were  scholars.    Greene,  Lodge,  Peele, 

Marbwe,  Naabe,  Lily,  and  Kyc^  had  all,  says  Mr.  Malone,  a  regular  university  education, 

and,  as  scholan  in  our  universities,  frequently  composed  and  acted  plays  on  historical 

subjects'. 

The  latter  part  of  Shak^ieare's  life  was  spent  m  ease,  retirement,  and  the  conversation 
of  liis  friends.  He  had  accumulated  considerable  property,  which  Gildon  (in  his 
Letters  and  Essays,  1694)  stated  to  amoimt  to  three  hundred  pounds  per  annum,  a  sum 
at  leastequal  to  one  thouand  pounds  in  our  days ;  but  Mr.  Mak>ne  doubts  whether  all 
Uft  property  amounted  to  much  more  than  two  hundred  pounds  per  annum,  whkh 
yet  was  a  conriderable  fortune  in  those  times,  and  it  is  supposed  that  he  might 
hive  dexived  two  hundred  pounds  per  annum  from  the  theatre  while  he  continued 
to  act 

He  retired,  some  years  before  his  death,  to  a  house  in  Stratford,  of  which  it  has  been 
dMHigbt  important  to  give  the  histoiy.  It  was  built  by  sir  Hugh  Clopton,  a  younger  bro- 
ther of  an  ancient  family  m  that  neigfabouifaood.  Sir  Hugh  was  sheriff  of  London  m  the 
teign  of  Rkfaard  IlL,  and  lord  mayor  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIL  By  his  will  he  be- 
queathed to  his  elder  Jl>rother's  son  his  manor  of  Clopton,  &c.  and  his  house  by  the  name 
of  the  Great  Htmst  in  Stratford.^  A  good  part  of  the  estate  was  in  possession  of  Edward 
CloptoD,  esq.  and'  sir  Hugh  Clopton,  knt  in  1733.  The  principal  estate  had  been  sold 
oat  of  the  Clopton  family  for  above  a  century  at  the  time  when  Shakspeare  became  the 
purdaier,  who  having  repaired  and  modelled  it  to  his  own  mnid,  changed  die  name  to 
^f9  Plate,  which  the  mansion-house,  aftenvards  erected,  in  the  room  of  the  poef  s  house, 
Rtvaed  for  many  years.  The  house,  and  lands  belonging  to  it,  contmued  in  the  possessk>n 
^^Shshpeare's  descendants  to  the  time  of  the  Restoration,  when  they  were  rqmrchased 


• 


*  TUiivM  tfi€  pradioe  fai  BTilton't  dayi.  **  One  oThii  objactaont  to  academical  edncaUoo,  as  it  was 
teeondocted,  is,  that  men  aestgned  fbrordera  in  tbe  church  were  permitted  to  act  plays,  Ibc." 
Jobaan'g  life  of  Milton;    C. 
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by  theClopton  ftmily.  Here  in  May  1742,  when  Mr.  Garrick,  Mr.  MacUb,  and  Mr. 
Delane  viated  Stratford^  they  were  hosfMtably  entertained  under  Sbakspeare's  mulberry 
tree,  by  sir  Hugh  Glopton.  He  was  a  barrister  at  law,  was  lasted  by  king  George  I* 
«Dd  diei  in  the  SOth  year  of  his  age,  in  Dec.  1751.  His  executor,  about  the  year 
1752,  sold  New  Place  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Gastrell,  a  man  of  large  fortune,  who  resided  in 
it  but  a  few  years,  in  consequence  of  a  disagreement  with  the  inhabitants  of  Stratford.  As 
he  resided  part  of  the' year  at  lichfield,  he  thought  he  was  assessed  too  highly  in  tiic 
monthly  rate  towards  the  maintenance  of  the  poor,  but  being  very  prof^rly  compelled  by 
the  magbtrates  of  Stratford  to  pay  the  whole  of  what  was  levied  on  him,  on  the  principle 
that  his  house  was  occupied  by  his  servants  in  Ins  absence,  he  peevishly  declared,  that 
that  house  should  never  be  assessed  again ;  and  soon  afterwards  pulled  it  down,  sold  the 
materials,  and  left  the  town.  He  had  some  time  before  cut  down  Shakspeare's  mnibeny 
tree ',  to  save  himself  the  trouble  of  shewing  it  to  Aose  whose  admiration  of  our  great 
poet  led  them  to  visit  the  classic  ground  on  which  it  stood.  That  Shakspeare  planted 
this  tree  appears  to  be  sufficiently  authenticated.  Where  NeW  Place  stood  is  now  a 
garden.  Before  condnding  this  history,  it  may  be  necessary  to  mention  that  the  poet's  bouse 
in  as  once  honoured  by  the  temporary  residence  of  Henrietta  Maria,  queen  to  Charles  I. 
Theobald  has  given  an  inaccurate  account  of  this,  as  if  she  had  been  obliged  to  take 
refuge  in  Stratford  from  the  rebels,  which  was  not  the  case.  She  marched  from  Newark, 
June  l6, 1643,  and  entered  Stratford  triumphantly,  about  the  2dd  of  the  same  month, 
at  the  head  of  three  thousand  foot  and  one  thousand  five  hundred  horse,  with  one 
hundred  and  fifty  waggons,  and  a  train  of  artilleiy.  Here  she  was  met  by  prince 
Rupert,  accompanied  by  a  hu^  body  of  troops.  She  reskled  about  three  weeks 
at  our  poet's  house,  which  W9s  then  possessed  by  hb  grand  daughter,  Mrs.  Nash,*  and  her 
husband. 

During  Shakspeare's  abode  in  this  house,  hb  pleasurable  wit,  and  good  nature,  says 
Mr.  Rowe,  engaged  hun  the  acquaintance  and  entitled  him  to  the  friendship  of  the 
gentleiiien  of  the  neighbourhood.  Among  these,  Mr.  Rowe  tells  a  traditional  story 
of  a  mis^r,  or  usurer,  named  Combe,  who,  in  conversation  with  Shakspeate,  said  he 
fancied  the  poet  mtended  to  write  hb  epitaph  if  he  should  survive  him,  and  desired  to 
know  what  he  meant  to  say.  On  thb  Shakspeare  gave  him  the  following,  probably 
extempore. 

**  Ten  bk  the  htuidred  lies  here  ingrav'd, 
T  it  a  bandred  to  ten  bis  soul  is  not  sav'd. 
If  any  man  ask,  who  lies  in  this  tombe  i 
•  Ob !  ho !'  quoth  the  Devil,  <  *t  is  my  John-a-Cotnbe^.*> 

The  sharpness  of  the  satire  b  said  to  have  stung  the  man  so  severely  that  he  never 
forgave  it.  These  lines,  however,  or  some  which  nearly  resemble  them,  appeared  in 
various  collections  both  before  and  after  the  time  they  were  sakl  to  have  been  composed, 

'  *<  As  the  curiosity  of  this  house  and  tree  brought  much  fkme,  and  more  company  and  profit  to  the 
town,  a  certain  man,  on  soma  disgust,  has  pulled  the  house  down,  so  as  not  to  leave  one  stone  upon 
another,  and  cut  down  the  tree,  and  piled  it  as  a  stack  of  firewood,  to  the  great  vexation,  loss,  and  difr- 
oppointment  of  the  inhabitants ;  however,  an  honest  silversmith  bought  the  whole  sUck  of  wood,  and 
makes  many  odd  things  of  this  wood  for  the  curious."  Letter  in  Annual  Register,  1*760.  Of  Mr.  6a»- 
trell  and  bis  lady,  see  Boswisll's  Life  of  Dr.  Johnson,  vol.  ii.  490;  iii.  443.    C. 
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umI  the  inqtufies  of  Mr.  Steevens  and  Mr.  Malone  satis&ctorily  prove  that  the  whole 
story  is  a  iahrkatioo.  Betterton  is  said  to  have  heard  it  when  lie  visited  Warwickshire 
on  pnrpoae  to  collect  anecdotes  of  our  poet,  and  probably  thought  it  of  too  much  im- 
portance to  be  okely  examined.  We  know  not  whether  it  be  worth  adding  of  a  stoty 
which  we  have  rejected,  that  a  usurer  in  Shakspeare's  time  did  not  mean  one  who  took 
exorbitiint,  but  any  mterest  or  usance  ibr  mon^,  and  that  ten  in  the  hundred,  or  ten  per 
cent,  was  then  the  ordinary  interest  of  money.  It  is  of  more  consequence,  however,  to 
record  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Malone,  that  Shakqpeare,  durfaig  his  retirement,  wrote  the  play 
of  I>i»ellUi  Night. 

He  died  on  hb  birth-day,  Tuesday,  April  23,  1616,  when  he  had  exactly  completed  hu 
fifty-seoond  year  %  and  was  buried  on  the  north  side  of  the  cliancel,  in  the  great  church 
at  Stratibrdy  where  a  monument  i»  placed  in  the  wall>  on  which  he  is  represented  under 
anarch,  in  a  sitting  pOsture,  a  cu^ion  spread  before  him,  with  a  pen  01  his  right  hand, 
and  his  left  rested  on  a  scroll  of  paper.  The  following  Latin  distich  is  engraved  under 
thecasfaioD. 

Judicio  Pylium,  genio  Socratem,  arte  Maronem, 
Terra  tegit,  popalus  mcret,  Olympus  babet. 

**  The  first  syllable  in  Socratem,"  says  Mr.  Steevens,  ^*  is  here  made  short,  which  cannot 
be  allowed.  Perhaps  we  should  read  Sophoclem.  Shabpeare  is  tbeu  appositely  com- 
pared with  a  dramatic  author  among  the  ancients ;  but  still  it  should  be  remembered  that 
the  eulogium  is  lessened  while  the  metre  is  reformed ;  and  it  is  well  known  that  some  of 
oar  early  writers  of  latin  poetry  were  uncommonly  negligent  in  their  prosody,  especially 
m  proper  names.  The  thought  of  this  distich,  as  Mr.  Toilet  observes,  might  have  been 
taken  from  The  Faery  Queene  of  Spenser,  b.  ii.  c.  ix.  &t.  48,  and  c.  x.  st.  3. 

"  To  this  Latin  inscription  on  Shakspeare  may  be  added  the  lines  which  are  found 
underneath  it  on  his  monument: 

••  Stay,  paiMfiger,  why  dost  thou  go  lo  fast } 

Heaid,  if  thon  caost,  whom  envioiis  Death  hath  plac'd 

Within  this  moaumeat;  Shakspeare,  with  whom 

Quick  Nature  dy'd ;  whose  name  doth  deck  the  tomb 

Far  more  than  cost ;  since  all  that  he  hath  writ 
^    Leaves  living  ait  but  page  to  serve  bis  wit.*' 

Obiit  An«  Dni.  1616.  et  53,  die  23  Apri. 

"  It  qipears  from  the  verses  of  Leonard  Digges,  that  our  author^s  monument  was 
erected  before  the  year'l6^.  It  has  been  engraved  by  Vertue,  and  done  m  mezzofinto 
byMiUer.'' 

Od  his  gravestone  underneath  are  these  lines,  in  an  imcouth  mixture  of  small  and 
capital  letters. 

«  Good  Fiend  Ibr  lesus  SAKE  fisrbeare 
^  To  dtoo  T-E  Dust  EndoAsed  HERe 

Blese  be  ¥£  Man  ^  simres  1^  Stones 
And  curst  be  He  ^  moves  my  bones.'* 

'  The  only  notice  we  have  of  his  penon  is  from  Aubrey,  who  sayi,  *<  He  was  a  handsome  weU-sbapedl 
nun,"  and  adds,  *'  vane  good  company,  and  of  a  very  ready,  and  pleasant  and  smooth  witt.''    <X 
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It  is  moeiilluii  whether  thk  request  and  imprecalioo  were  written  by  Shdnpescre,  or  kj 
oBe  of  his  friends.  They  |>robflibiy  aliude  to  the  custom  <of  remofkig  skeletons  -after  a 
eertun  tioie  and  depositing  them  m  chanid-house%  and  vinuhur  execratioos  arefonnd  In 
many  ancient  Latin  cpita|rfis. 

We  have  no  account  of  the  malady  which,  at  no  Tery  adfonoed  age»  closed  the  life  a&d 
labonn  of  this  uariyalled  and  incomparable  genius. 

His&raily  consisled  of  two  (bught«3,  and  a  son  named  Hamnet,  who  died  in  1S96» 
m,  the  twelfth  year  of  his  age.  Sosannah^  the  eldest  daughter,  and  her  father's  iavomrite^ 
was  married  to  Dr.  John  tiaU,  a  physician,  who  died  Nov.  l635,  aged  60.  Mrs*  Hall 
died  July  11>  1649,  aged  66.  They  left  only  ode  child,  £li£abeth»  bom  1607-8,  and 
married  April  22,  1626,  to  Thomas  Nash,  esq.  who  died  in  1647,  and  afterwards  to  air 
John  Baniard  of  Ab'mgton  in  Northamptonshire,  but  died  without  issu^  by  either  hua- 
band.  Judith^  Shakspcare's  youngest  daughter,  was  married  to  a  Mr.  Thomas  Quiney, 
and  died  F^.  1661-62  in  her  7?th  year.  By  Mr.  Quiney  she  hid  three  soils^  Shakspeare^ 
Richard,  and  Thomas,  who  all  died  unmarried.  Sir  Hugh  Clopton,  who  was  bora  two 
years  after  the  death  of  lady  Barnard,  which  happened  in  1669-70,  related  to  Mr. 
Macklin,  in  1742,  an  old  tradition,  that  she  had  carried  away  with  her  from  Stratford 
many  of  her  grandfather's  papers.  On  the  death  of  sir  John  Barnard,  Mr.  Malone  thinks, 
these  must  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Edward  Bagley,  lady  Barnard's  CKecutor, 
and  if  any  descendant  of  that  gentleman  be  now  living,  in  hb  custody  they  probably 
remain.  To  this  account  of  Shakspcare's  family,  we  have  now  to  add,  that  among  Oldys^s 
papers  is  another  traditional  story  of  hb  having  been  the  &ther  of  sir  William  Davenant. 
Oidys^s  relation  b  thus  given. 

''  If  tradition  may  be  trusted,  Shakspeara  ofien  baited  at  the  Crown  Inn  or  Tavern  in 
Oxford,  in  hb  journey  to  and  from  London.  The  landlady  was  a  woihan  of  great  beauty 
and  sprightly  wit,  and  her  husband,  Mr.  John  Davenant,  (afterwards  mayor  of  that  dty)  a 
grave  melancholy  man;  who,  as  well  as  hb  wife,  used  much  to  delight  in  Shakspeaie's 
pleasant  company.  Their  son,  young  Will.  Davenant  (afterwards  sir  William)  was  then  a 
little  school4x>y  m  the  town,  of  about  seven  or  eight  years  old,  and  so  fond  also  of  Sbak- 
speare,  that  whenever  he  heard  of  hb  arrivid,  be  would  fly  from  school  to  see  him.  One 
day  an  old  townsman  observing  the  boy  runnmg  homeward  almost  out  of  breath,  asked 
him  whither  he  was  posting  in  that  heat  and  hurry.  He  answered,  to  see  hb  godAtba 
Shak^)eare.  '  There's  a  good  boy,' said  the  other,  *  but  have  a  cue  that  you  do  n't  take 
GW«  name  in  vain.'  Thb  stoi^  Mr.  Pope  told  me  at  the  earl  of  Oxford's  table,  upoa 
occasion  of  some  discourse  which  arose  about  Shakspcare's  monument  then  newly  erected 
m  Westminster  Abbey." 

Thb  story  appears  to  have  originated  with  Anthony  Wood,  and  it  has  been  tboc^t 
a  presumption  of  its  being  true  that,  after  careful  examination,  Mr.  Thomas  Wartoa 
Was  inclined  to  beKeve  it.  Mr.  Steevens,  however,  treats  it  with  the  utmost  conten^t, 
but  does  not  perhaps  argue  with  hb  usual  attention  to  experience  when  he  brings  air 
William  Davenant's  '*  fatovy,  vulgar,  unmeaning  face"  as  a  proof  that  he  could  not 
be  Shakspeaie's  son. 

In  the  year  1741,  a  monument  was  erected  to  our  poet  in  Westminster  Abbey,  by  the 
direction  of  the  earl  of  Burlington,  Dr.  Mead,  Mr.  Pope,  and  Mr.  Martyn.  It  was  the 
work  of  Scheemaker,  (who  received  three  hundred  pounds  for  it)  after  a  design  of  Kent^ 
and  was  opened  m  Jamiary  of  dmt  year.  The  performers  f^  each  of  the  London 
theatres  gave  a  benefit  to  deftay  the  expenses,  and  fhe  dean  and  chapter  of  Westminster 
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took  notliing  for  the  gromid.  Tlie  money  received  by  tbe  perfommn^  tf  Dmry  Lane 
theatre  amount^  to  above  two  hundred  pounds,  but  the  receipts  at  Cdvent  Garden  dU 
not  exceed  one  hundred  pounds. 

From  these  imperfect  notiees,  which  are  all  we  have  been  able  to  collect  from  the 
hboars  of  his  biographers  and  commentators,  our  readers  will  perceive  that  less  is  known 
of  Skaksptere  than  of  almost  any  writer  who  has  been  considered  as  an  object  of  laudable 
cariosity.  Nothing  could  be  nH>re.highly  gratifying  dian  an  accodnt  of  the  eaxly  stadias 
of  tins  wonderftil  man,  the  progress  of-  hb  pen,  his  moral  and  social  qualities,  his  friend- 
ships, his  failings,  and  whatev^  else  Constitutes  personal  histoiy.  But  on  all  these  topics 
his  contemporaries  and  his  immediate  successors  have  been  equally  silent,  and  if  aught 
c^  heitaftnr  be  discovered,  it  must  be  by  explorkig  sources  which  have  hitherto  escaped 
the  anxious  researches  of  those  who  hate  devoted  their  whole  lives^  and  their  most 
vigorous  taicfits,  to  revive  his  memory  and  iOustrete  his  writings.  In  tiMi  sketch  we  have 
grren,  if  the  dates  of  his  birth  and  death  foe  excepted,  what  Is  there  on  which  the  read^ 
c«a  depend,  or  for  which,  if  he  contend  eageriy,  he  may  not  be  invdved  in  cootroversyy 
sod  p^pfexed  with  contnuyctoiy  opinions  and  authorities  ? 

It  b  UMally  said  timt  the  life  of  an  author  can  be  little  else  than  a  histoiy  of  his  works; 
bat  thb  opinion  is  liable  to  many  exceptions.  If  an  author,  indeed,  has  passed  his  days 
in  letiiement,  his  Jife  can  aflbrd  little  mote  variety  than  that  of  any  other  man  who  has 
iiTcd  in  retirement;  but  if,  as  is  generally  the  case  with  writen  of  great  celebrity,  lie  Jias 
scq^oved  a  pre-eminenee  over  his  contemporaries,  if  he  has  excited  rival  contentions,  and 
defeated  the  attacks  ^criticism  or  of  malignity,  or  if  he  has  plunged  into  the  oontrover- 
aes  of  his  age,  had  petfortned  the  part  eidier  of  a  tyrant,  or  a  hero  in  hterature,  his 
historjr  may  be  rendered  as  intetesting  as  that  of  any  other  public  character.  But  what- 
ever raght  may  be  aHowed  to  this  refmark,  the  decision  wOl  loot  be  of  much  consequence 
iQ  the  case  of  Shak^peare.  Unfbttunatdy  we  know  as  little  of  the  progress  of  his  writings 
^  of  his  personal  history.  The  hMlustty  of  his  illustrators  for  the  kst  thirty  years  im% 
beea  soch  as  probably  never  was  surpassed  in  Ae  annals  of  literaiy  investigation,  yet  so 
iar  are  we  from  information  t>f  the  conchksive  or  satisfactory  kind,  that  even  the  oider  in 
which  his  plays  wire  written  rests  piindpaily  on  conjecture,  and  of  some  pkys  usually 
printed  amoOg  his  works,  it  is  not  yet  determined  whether  he  wrote  jthe  whole,  or  any 
part. 

Mttch  of  our  igtaoranoe  of  every  thkig  which  it  would  be  desirable  to  know  respectiq^ 
Shakapeaye's  works,  must  be  mipoted  to  the  author  iiimselR  If  we  look  merely 
tt  tlie  state  in  which  he  left  his  productions,  we  shoirid  be  apt  to  conclude,  either 
that  he  was  insensibk  of  their  i^ne,  or  that  while  he  vras  the  greatest,  he  wak 
»t  the  same  lime  the  humblest  writer  tbe  world  ever  produced;  **  that  he  tfaoi^t 
his  works  unworthy  of  posterity,  thai  he  levied  no  ideal  taribute  Upon  future  tiinesy 
BOT  had  any  fintfier  prospect,  than  that  of  present  popularity  and  presient  profit  */' 
And  BQch  an  opinion,  although  it  apparently  partakes  of  the^ease  and  loosoiess  of  con'- 
J^ctare,  nay  not  be  ftr  from  proi>ability.  But  before  we  allow  it  any  higher  merit,  or 
attempt  to  decide  upon  the  aflfection  or  neglect  with  which  he  renewed  his  labours,  it  may 
^  necessary  to  consider  their  precise  natare,  and  certain  circumstances  m  hh  situation 
^'Uch  affected  them ;  and,  above  all,  we  must  take  into  our  account  the  character. 

*  Dr.  JohnioD^  preface.    C 
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and  predombant  occopatioiis  of  the  times  in  which  be  livedo  and  of  those  whtcfa  foUoWcri 
his  decease. 

With  respect  to  himself,  it  does  not  appear  that  he  printed  any  one  of  his  plays^  and 
only  eleven  of  themT  were  printed  in  hb  lifetime.  *  The  reason  assigned  for  this  \s,  that 
lie  wrote  them  for  a  particular  theatre;  sold  them  to  the  managers  when  only  an  actor, 
reserved  them  in  manuscript  when  himself  a  manager,  and  when  he  disposed  of  his  pro- 
perty in  the  tlieatre,  they  were  still  presented  in  manuscript  to  prevent  their  being  acted 
by  the  rival  houses.  Copies  of  some  of  them  appear  to  have  been  surreptitioiiaty 
obtained,  and  published  in  a  very  incorrect  state,  but  we  may  suppose  that  it  was  wiser 
in  the  author  or  managers  to  overlook  this  fraud,  than  to  publish  a  correct  edition^ 
and  so  destroy  the  exclusive  property  they  enjoyed.  It  is  clear  therefore  that  any 
publication  of  his  plays  by  himself  •  would  have  interfered,  at  first  with  his  own 
interest,  and  afterwards  with  the  interest  of  those  to  whom  he  had  made  over  his  share 
in  them.  But  even  had  this  obstiacle  been  removed,  we  are  not  sure  that  he  would 
have  gamed  much  oy  publication.  If  he  had  no  other  copies  but  those  belonging 
to  the  theatre,  the  business  ^f  correction  for  the  press  must  have  been  a  toil  wUch 
Mvei  are  afraid  the  taste  of  the  public  at  that  time  would  have  poorly  rewarded. 
We  know  not  the  exact  portion  of  fame,  he  enjoyed;  it  was  probably  the  highest 
which  dramatic  genius  could  confer,  but  dramatic  genius  was  a  new  excellence, 
'and  not  well  understood.  Its  claims  were  probably  not  heard  ouf,  of  the  jurisdictioa 
of  the  mastei^  of  the  revels,  certainly  not  beyond  the  metropolis.  Yet  such  was 
Shakspeare's  reputation  that  we  are  told  his  name  was  put  to  pieces  which  he  never  wrote, 
and  that  he  felt  himself  too  confident  in  popular  favour  to  undeceive  the  public  This 
was  singular  resolution  in  a  man  who  wrote  so  unequally,  that  at  this  day  the  te^ 
of  internal  evidence  must  be  applied  to  his  doubtful  productions  with  the  greatest 
caution.  But  still  how  far  his  character  would  Imve  been  elevated  by  an  examina* 
tion  of  his  plays  in  the  closet,  in  an  age  when  the  refinements  of  criticism  were 
not  understood,  and  the  sympathies  of  taste  were  seldom  felt,  may  admit  of  a  ques- 
tion. "  Hb  language,"  says  Dr.  Johnson,  **  not  beings  designed  for  the  reader^s 
desky  was  all  that  he  desired  it  to  be,  if  it  conveyed  hb  meaning  to  the  audience.*' 

Shakspeare  died  in  l6l6,  and  seven  years  afterwards  appeared  the  first  edition  of  his 
plays,  publbhed  at  the  charges  of  four  booksellers,  a  circumstance  from  which  Mr. 
Malone  mfers,  *'  that  no  single  publbher  was  at  that  time  vrilling  to  risk  hb  money  on  a 
comf^ete  collection  of  our  author's  plays.''  Thb  edition  was  printed  from  the  copies  in 
the  hands  of  hb  fellow-managers  Heminge  and  Condell,  which  had  been  in  a  series  of 
years  frequently  altered  through  convenience,,  caprice,  or  ignorance.  Heminge  aud 
Condell  had  now  retired  from  the  stage,  and,  we  may  suppose,  were  guilty  of  no  injury 
to  their  successors,  in  printing  what  theii:  own  interest  only  had  formerly  withheld.  Of 
thb,  although  we  have  no  documents  amounting  to  demonstration,  we  may  be  convinced, 
by  adverting  to  a  circumstance  which  vrill  in  our  days  appear  very  extraordinary, 
namely,  the  declension  of  Shakspeare's  popularity.  We  have  seen  that  the  publication  of 
hb  works  was  accounted  a  doubtful  speculation,  and  it  b  yet  more  certain  tliat  so  mnch 
had  the  public  taste  turned  from  him  m  quest  of  variety,  that  for  several  years  after  hb 
death  the  plays  of  Fletcher  were  more  frequently  acted  than  hb,  and  during  the  whole 
of  the  seventeenth  century,  they  were  made  to  give  place  to  performances,  the  g|neater 
part  of  whkh  cannot  now  be  endured.    During  the  same  period  only  four  editions  of 
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hh  woikswere  {mblidied,  all  in  folio ;  and  peihaf>9  this  unwieldy  me  of  volome  may  be 
an  additional  proof  that  they  were  not  poi>ular ;  nor  is  it  thought  that  the  impressioaa. 
were  nunerous. 

ll>e%  drcumsfoncea  which  attach  to  oar  author  and  to  his  works,  must  be  allowed  a 
plausible  weight  m  accounting  for  our  deficiencies  in  his  biography  and  literary  career ; 
bat  there  were  circumstances  enough  in  the  history  of  the  times  to  suspend  the  progress 
of  that  more  regular  drama  of  which  he  had  set  the  example,  and  may  be  considered  as  . 
the  founder.     If  wc  wonder  why  we  know  so  much  less  of  Shakspeare  than  of  his  con* 
temporaries,  let  us  recollect  that  his  genius,  however  highly  and  jusdy  we  now  rate  it» 
took  a  direction  which  was  not  calculated  for  permanent  admiration,  either  in  the  age  in 
whirh  be  lived,  or  in  that  which  followed.    Shakspeare  was  a  writer  of  plays,  a  pro- 
moter of  an  amusement  just  emerging  from  barbarism ;  and  an  amusement  which,  al« 
though  it  has  been  classed  among  the  schools  of  morality,  has  ever  had  such  a  strong 
teodency  to  deviate  firom  moral  purposes,  that  the  force  of  law  has,  in  all  ages»  been 
called  in  to  preserve  it  within  the  bounds  of  common  decency.    The  church  has  ever 
been  unfriendly  lo  the  stage.    A  part  of  the  injunctions  of  queen  Elizabeth  is  particu- 
larly directed  against  the  printing  of  (rfays ;  and,  according  to  an  enti^  in  the  books  of 
the  stationers'  company,  in  the  forty-first  year  oi  her  reign,  it  is  ordered  that  naphiys 
be  printed  except  allowed  by  persons  in  kuthority.    Dr.  Farmer  also  remarks  that,  in 
that  age,  poetry  and  novels  were  destroyed  pubUcly  by  the  bishops,  and  privately  by  the 
puritans.     The  main  transactions,  indeed^  of  that  period*  could  not  admit  of  much 
attentkm  to  matters  of  amusement.    The  Reformation  required  all  the  circumspectioa 
and  policy  of  a  long  re^gn,  to  render  it  so  firmly  established  in  popufair  favour  as  to  brave 
the  caprice  of  any  succeeding  sovereign.    This  was  efi'ected,  in  a  great-measure,  by  the 
difibsH>n  of  religious  controversy,  which  was  encouraged  by  the  church,  and  especially 
by  the  puritans,  who  were  the  immediate  teachers  of  the  lower  classes,  itete  listened  to 
with  veneration,  and  usually  inveighed  against  all  public  amusements,  as  inconsistent 
with  the  Christian  professjpn.  Theie  controversies  continued  during  the  reign  of  James  I. 
and  were,  in  a  considerable  degree,  promoted  by  him,  although  he,  like  Elisabeth,  vras 
a  favourer  of  the  stage,  as  an  appendage  to  the  grandeur  Mid  pleasures  of  the  court 
Bat  the  commotioos  which  followed,  in  the  unhappy  reign  of  Charles  I.  when  the  stage 
was  totally  abolished,  are  sufficient  to  account  for  the  oblivimi  thrown  on  the  history  and 
works  of  our  great  bard.    From  this  time,  no  inquiry  was  made,  until  it  was  too  late* 
to  obtain  any  information  more  satisfactory  thali  the  few  hearsay  scraps  and  contested 
tnditioDs  above  detailed.    "  How  little/'  says  Mn  Steevens,  **  Shakspeare  was  once 
read,  may  be  understood  fiom  Tate,  who,,  in  his  dedication  to  the  altered  ]^y  of 
King  Lear,  speaks  of  the  original  as  an  obscure  piece,  recommended  to  his  notice  by  a 
friend ;  and  the  author  of  The  Tatler  having  occasion  to  quote  a  few  Imes  out  of  Mac- 
beth, was  content  to  receive  them  from  Davenant's  alteration  of  that  celebrated  dnuna, 
in  which  almost  every  original  beauty  is  either .  awkwardly  di^juised,  or  arbitrarily 
omitted  V 

In  fifty  years  after  his  death,  Dryden  raentioos  that  he  was  then  become  **  a  little  ob^ 
M)let«."  In  the  beginning  of  the  last  century,  lord  Shaftesbury  complams  of  his  *'  rude, 
Qapoiishe4  style,  and  his  antiquated  phrase  and  wit.''  It  is  certain  that,  for  nearly  an 
hundred  ^ears  after  his  death,  partly  owing  to  the  immediate  revolution  and  rebellion, 
snd  partly  to  the  licentious  taste  encouraged  in  Charles  II.'s  time,  and  perhaps  partly  to 
^  Mr.  Steerens's  Advcrtisemdntto  the  Reader,  flnt  printed  in  1773. 
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the  kieomot  Mate  of  Ms  woAb,  he  wis  ahnost  entirely  n^leded.  Mr.  Malbne  hw 
jusdy  feimrked,  that  '<  if  be  had  been  read,  adnired,  stodied,  and  iaikaled,  in  the 
same  degree  as  he  is  now,  the  enthusiasni  of  some  one  or  other  of  his  admiGm  in  the 
last  age  wodd  have  induced  Mm  t»  nMke  some  inqnaries  concerning  the  bktory  of  his 
theatrical  career,  and  the  anecdotes  of  hn  private  life  ^J" 

His  adaurers,  however,  if  he  had  admirers  in  that  age,  possessed  no  portion  of  such 
enthusiasa.  That  curiosity  which,  in  our  days,  has  raised  biograpb3^to  the  rank  of  an 
independent  study,  was  scarcely  kaown,  and,  where  known,  confbed  principally  to  tfa^ 
public  transactions  of  eminent  characters.  And  if,  in  addition  to  the  drcnmstances  already 
stated,  we  consider  how  little  is  knpwn  of  the  perM>nal  history  of  ^nkspeare's  conteai- 
poraries,  we  may  easily  resolve  the  question  why,  of  all  men  who  have  ever  claimed 
admiration  by  genius,  wisdom,  or  valow,  who  have  emmently  contributed  to  enlarge 
the  taste,  promote  the  happiness,  or  increase  the  reputatkm  of  their  country,  we  know 
Ae  least  of  Shakspeare :  and  why,  of  tlie  few  particulars  wiueh  seem  entitled  to  credit, 
when  simply  related,  and  m  which  these  is  no  manifest  violation  of  probability,  or 
promise  df  iniportaaoe,  there  is  scarcely  one  whkh  has  not  swelled  into  a  controversy. 
After  a  careful  examination  of  all  that  modem  research  has  discovered,  we  know  not 
how  to  trust  our  curiosity  beyond  the  limits  of  those  barren  dates  wMch  afford  no  per- 
aeoal  history.  The  mature  of  Shakq>eare's  waitings  prevents  that  appeal  to  mtemd  eri- 
dence  whkh,  in  other  cases,  has  been  found  to  throw  light  on  character.  The  purity  of 
Ms  nsorals,  for  example,  if  sooght  in  Ms  plays,  must  be^aieasored  against  the  licentiona- 
nam  of  Ms  language ;  and  the  question  w91  then  be,  how  much  dki  he  write  from  con- 
vidian,  and  how  much  to  gratify  the  taste  of  his  bearers  ?  How  much  did  he  add  to  the 
age,  and  bow  mneb  did  he  borrow  from  it  ?  Pope  sajs,  "  He  was  obliged  to  please  tfa« 
kmast  of  the  people,  and  to  keep  the  worst  of  company;*'  and  Pope  might  have  said 
aMEM :  for,  alttough  we  hope  it  was  not  true,  we  have  no  BMans  of  proving  that  it  was 

The  enly  life  wUeh  has  been  prefixed  to  aH  the  editions  of  Shakspeare  of  the  eighteendi 
eeotiqy,  is  that  drawn  up  by  Mr.  Rowe,  and  wMch  he  nuMiestly  odls  *^  Some  Account, 
ftf**'  In  this  m  have  what  Rowe  could  collect  when  every  legitimate  source  of  infor- 
Wtiott  was  dosed,  a  few  traditions  that  were  floating  neariy  a  century  after  the 
iMitborls  death.  Some  inacennicies  in  Ms  account  have  been  detected,  in  the  valuable  notes 
tf  Mr.  StteHreBs  and  Mr.  Malone ;  who,  m  other  paits  of  their  req)ectiv^  editions,  hav« 
ecatterad  a  few  brief  notices,  which  are  incorporated  in  the  present  sketch.  The  whole, 
however,  is  nnwUisfeetory.  Shakspeare,  in  liis  private  character,  in  his  friendships,  m  Us 
tnmsements,  inMs  closet,  inMsfemOy,  is  no  where  befdre  os ;  and  such  was  the  nature 
of  the  writings  on  wMch  Ms  feme  depends,  and  of  that  empbyment  in  which  he  was 
eogaged,  that,  beiag  ia  no  important  respect  connected  with  tlie  history  of  his  age,  it  is 
iprwin  to  look  into  the  htter  for  any  information  concennng  him. 

Mr.  Capell  is  of  opinion  that  he  wrote  some  prose  works,  because^'  it  can  hardly  be 
supposed  that  he,  who  had  so  considerable  a  share  in  the  confidence  of  the  earls  of  Essex 
and  Southampton,  could  be  a  mute  spectator  only  of  controversies  in  whidi  they  were  so 
Ottch  interested.''  This  editor,  however,  appears  to  have  taken  for  granted  a  degree  of 
eonfideooe  with  these  two  statesmen  which  he  onght  ferst  to  have  proved.  Shakq>eare 
might  hate  enjoyed  the  confidence  of  thefar  social  hours,  but  it  is  mere  coigecture  that 

>i  Mr.  Ms1<»ii*s  Brefera  te  Ins  sdHkn,  1 VM. 
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ikejwhAktdlmmvi^ihtefit£im»c(i^  Mr.Halone,  whose ephuoni 

are  cntitbd  to  a  higber  d^ret  of  cvedit,  thinks  that  hit  prosa  rompositioiis^  if  they  •faouU 
be  disoovcrad,  woidd  exhibit  the  laine  penpicuity*  the  fame  cadenoe,  the  same  elegatioe 
and  v%Diir»  which  we  fiad  ia  his  tph;^.  It  is  uofortonate,  however,  for  all  wishes  and 
all  coDJectuTH^  that  not  a  liae  of  Shakspeare's  nuumscr^it  is  known  to  eaut,  and  bis* 
prose  wiiti^ga  an  no  where  hinted  at.  We  have  only  printed  oo|Hes  of  his  pbys  and 
poeois,  and  those  so  depraved  by  carekssacssy  or  ignorance,  that  all  the  labour  of  all 
his  coflunaDtators  has  not  yet  been  able  torestore  them  to  a  probable  parity ;  many  of 
the  greatest  diflkulties  attending  the  perusal  of  them  yet  remain,  and  will  require  what 
it  is  scarcely  possible  to  expect,  greater  sagacity,  and  more  happy  cotyacture,  than  have 
Utfatrto  been  employed. 

Of  his  Poems,  it  is,  perlfaps,  necessary  that  some  notke  shouM  be  taken,  although 
they  have  never  been  fi^onrites  with  the  pubho,  and  have  seldom  been  reprinted  with- 
hb  plays.  Shortly  after  his  death,  Mr.  Malone  informs  us,  a  veiy  incorrect  unpression 
of  then  was  issued  out,  whkh  m  every  subsequent  editum  was  implicitly  followed,  until 
be  pahliihed  a  correct  editkm,  m  1780,  with  illustrations,  fcc.  fiut  the  peremptory  de« 
cinoi  of  Mr.  Steevens,  on  the  merits  of  these  poems^  miut  not  be  omitted.  ''  We  have 
not  reprinted  tba  Soniets,  Itc.  of  Shakspeare,  because  the  strongest  act  of  .pailiaflMnt 
tkst  eoold  be  framed  would  fail  to  compel  readers  mto  their  service.  Had  Shakspeaae 
product  no  other  works  than  these,  his  name  would  h«v€  readied  us  with  as  httle  eele-^ 
brity  as  time  has  confoned  on  that  of  Thomas  Watson,  an  older  and  much  asore  elc^nl 
GQOBetteer."  Severe  as  this  may  q>pear,  it  only  amounts  to  the  general  conclusion  which 
aodem  critica  have  fonaed.  StiU  .it  cannot  be  denied  that  there  are  many  scattered 
hauities  afuoiig  his  Sonnets,  and  m  The  Rape  of  Increce }  enou^,  it  is  hoped,  to  jus* 
tify  their  admkwimi  into  the  present  collection,  especially  as  the  Sougi^  &c.  from  his 
ph^vbavahcMi  added,  and  a  few  smaller  pmces  selected  by  Mr.  Ellis.  Althonghtbey 
aie  aow  hwt  hr  the  Uaae  of  his  dramatie  genius,  Mr.  Malone  remarks,  **  that  they  se^ni' 
tobavs  gained  hkn  mens  rqmtation  thpn  his  plays:  at  least,  they  are  oftener  mentiooed, 
orattodedto.'' 

The  degent  Ftoe&ee  mi  Dr.  Johnson  gives  an  account  of  the  attempts  made,  m  the 
eaily  put  of  the  last  century,  to  revive  the  memory  and  reputation  of  our  poet,  by 
^lis,  I^ppe,  Theobald,  Hamner,  and  Warburton ;  whose  respecthre  merits  he  fuu  eha^ 
'^>ctmed  with  eaadow,  and  with  smgohir  felicity  of  expression.    Shakspeare's  woifcs^ 
^Bsj  be  overloaded  with  criticism ;  for  what  i^riter  has  excited  so  mudi  curiosity,  and 
^  BBSoy  epmions?    But  J(Anson*B  Preface  b  an  acoompanhnent  worthy  of  the^genhis it 
celebiates.    Hb  own  edition  followed  hi  1765 ;  and  a  second,  in  conjunction  with  Mr. 
Steevensy  in  1773.    The  third  edition  of  the  jomt  editors  appeared  iq  1785,  the  fourth 
^  179^  and  the  Wt  and  most  complete,  m  1803,  in  twenty-one  yolumes,  octavo* 
Mr.  Maine's  edition  was  publbhed  in  1790^  in  ten  volumes,  crown  octavo,  as^  b  now 
^^wmt  exceedii^  scarce.    Hb  original  notes  and  improvements,  however,  are  incor- 
porated in  the  editions  of  1793  and  1803,  by  Mr.  Steevens.    Mr.  Malone  says,  tint 
from  the  year  171 6  to  the  date  of  hb  edition  m  1790,  that  is,  in  seventy-four  years, 
'*  abofe  tUrty  thousand  copies  of  Shakspeare  have  been  dispersed  through  En^and.** 
To  this  we  any  add,  with  confidence,  that  since  1790  that  number  has  been  doubled, 
^^^uvgthe  yemr  1803,  no  fewer  than  nine  editions  were  in  the  press,  belonging  to  the 
P^^^wieton  of  thb  work ;  and  if  we  add  the  editions  printed  by  others,  and  those  pub- 
''^  b  Scothmd,  Ireland,  and  America,  we  may  surely  fix  the  present  as  the  highest 
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era  of  Shricspeare's  popularity.  Nor»  among  the  honoun  paid  to  fan  genius,  ought  w« 
to  forget  the  very  magnificent  edition  undertaken  by  Messrs.  Boydell.  Still  lels  ought  ie* 
to  be  forgotten  bow  much  the  reputation  of  Shakspeare  was  revived  by  the  unrivalled 
excelloice  of  Garrick*s  performance.  His  share  in  directing  the  public  taste  towards 
the  study  of  Shakspeare  was,  perhaps,  greater  than  that  of  any  individual  in  his  time  ; 
and  such  was  his  zeal,  and  such  his  success,  in  this  laudable  attempt,  that  he  may  leadfly 
be  forgiven  the  foolish  mummery  of  the  Stratford  Jubilee. 

Whea  public  opinion  had  begun  to  asogn  to  Shakspeare  the  very  high  rank  he  was 
destined  to  hold,  he  became  the  promising  object  of  fraud  and  imposture.  This,  we 
have  already  observed,  he  did  not  wholly  escape  in  his  own  time,  and  he  had  the  sfHitt, 
or  policy,  to  demise  it  *^  It  was  reserved  for  modem  impostors,  however,  to  avail 
themselves  of  the  obscurity  in  which  his  history  is  involv^.  In  1751,  a  book  was 
published,  entitled  ''  A  compendious  or  brief  Examination  of  certayne  ordinaiy  -Com- 
plaints of  divers  of  our  Countrymen  in  diose  our  Days :  which,  although  they  are  m  some 
parte  myustj  and  frivolous,  yet  are  they  all  by  way  of  Dialogue,  throughly  debated  and* 
discussed  by  V^Uam  Shakspeare,  gentleman.^'  This  had  been  originally  published  io 
1581 ;  but  Dr.  Farmer  has  clearly  proved,  that  W.  S.  gent,  the  only  authority  for  attri- 
buting  it  to  Shak^^eare  in  the  reprinted  edition,  meant  William  Stafford,  gent.  Theo- 
bald, the  same  accurate  critic  informs  us,  was  desirous  of  palming  upon  the  world  a  play 
called  Double  Falsehood,  for  a  posthumous  one  of  Shak^>eare.  In  1770  was  reprinted 
at  Feversham,  an  old  play  called  The  Tragedy  of  Arden  of  Fevenham  and  Black  Will, 
with  a  preface  attributh^  it  to  Shakspeare,  without  the  smallest  foundation.  But  these 
were  trifles,  compared  to  the  atrocious  attempt  made  in*  1795-6,  wlien,  besides  a  vast 
mass  of  prose  and  \&ne,  letters,  &c.  pretendedly  in  the  hand-wiitii^  of  Shakspeare  and 
his  correspondents,  an  entire  play,  entitled  Vortigem,  was  not  only  brought  forward  for 
the  astonishment  of  the  admirers  of  Sfaakq)eare,  but  actually  performed  on  Drury  Lane 
stage.  It  would  be  unnecessary  to  expatiate  on  the  merits  of  this  play,  whidi  Mr. ' 
Steevens  has  very  happily  characterised  as  ''  the  performance  of  a  madman,  without  a 
lucid  interval,''  or  to  enter  more  at  large  into  the  nature  of  a  fraud  so  recent,  and  so 
soon  acknowledged  by  the  mithors  of  it  It  produced,  however,  an  interesting  contro- 
versy between  Mr.  Malone  and  Mr.  George  Chalmers,  wliich,  althouf^  mixed  with 
some  unpleasant  asperities,  was  extended  to  inquiries  into  the  history  and  antiquities  of 
the  stage,  from  which  future  critics  and  historians  may  derive  consideraUe  informatioa*'. 

>*  Mr.  Malone  has  given  a  list  of  fourteen  plays  ascribed  to  Shakspeare,  either  by  the  editors  of  the 
two  later  folios,  or  by  the  compilers  of  ancient  catalogues.  Of  these,  Pericles  has  fopnd  adTOcates  ftr 
its  admission  into  bis  works.    C. 

"  This  sketch'  of  Shakspeaie^s  Life  was  drawn  up  by  the  present  writer  for  a  variorum  edition  of  his 
works  published  in  1804;  and  no  additional  light  having  since  been  thrown  on  Shakspeare's  hisiai|(|pjl 
is  here  reprinted  with  very  few  alterations.    C 
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OF 


WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE. 


rENUS  AND  ADONIS. 

Vilia  mirekur  Tulgos,  mihi  flmvus  Apollo 
FDCiila  CuUilia  pleoa  mmistrat  «qaa.     Ofid. 


to  TUB  tICBT  BOMOOIAIU 

HENRY  WRIOTHESLY, 

U&L  or  tOOTBAMPrOM,  AKD  BAKOW  OF  TTTCBnUD* 
XICVT  BOMOmUBU, 

I  KNOW  not  bow  I  shall  ofiend  io  dedicatiog  my 
OBpoiialied  lines  to  yoar  lordship,  nor  how  the 
noild  win  ceotDre  me  for  cfaoosiog  so  stroqg  a 
prop  to  sopport  so  weak  a  burthen :  only  if  yoar 
honour  seem  bat  pleased,  I  accoont  myself 
highly  praised,  and  tow  to  take  advantage  of  all 
idle  boars,  till  1  haTe  hooonred  yoa  with  some 
gnver  hiboor.  Bot  if  the  first  heir  of  my  in- 
venUoo  prove  deformed,  I  shall  be  sorry  it  had 
10  abUe  a  godfirtlier,  and  never  after  ear  so  bar- 
rea  a  land,  for  ftar  it  yield  me  still  so  bad  a 
hsnreat  I  leave  it  to  yoor  honourable  survey, 
and  yoor  bonoar  to  your  heart's  content;  which 
I^idi  nay  alwaytf  answer  your  own  wkh^and  the 
worM*t  hopefid  expectation. 

Yoor  boDoiaf'*  in  all  dnty,  • 

WILUABI  8BAKBFEA.KB. 


VTH  M  the  Son  with  purple  cohmi'd  face 

^   Had  U*a  his  last  leave  of  the  weeping  mom, 

Kose-cbeek'd  Adonis  hied  him  to  the  chase ; 

Hootiag  he  lov'd,  bat  love  he  laagh'd  to  acorn : 
aiek.UiOQghted  Venos  makes  amain  mito  him, 
And  like  a  boU-fisc'd  suitor  'gins  to  woo  him. 

VOLV. 


"  Thrice  fiJrer  than  myself/*  thus  she  begad, 
«•  The  field's  chief  flower,  sweet  above  compare, 

Stain  to  all  nymphs,  more  lovely  than  a  man, 
More  white  and  red  than  doves  or  roses  are; 

Nature  that  made  thee,  with  heraelf  at  strife, 

Saitb,  that  the  world  hath  endifig  with  thy  life. 

*•  Vouchsafe,  thou  wonder,  to  aKgbt  thy  steed. 
And  rein  his  proud  head  to  the  saddle  bow; 

If  thou  wilt  deigu  this  lavonr,  for  thy  meed, 
A  thousand  honey  secreU  shalt  thou  know : 

Here  come  and  sit,  where  serpent  never  hisses. 

And,  being  set,  I  *ll  smother  thee  with  kbses. 

*<  And  yet  not  cloy  thy  lips  with  loathM  satiety. 
But  rather  fiimish  them  amid  their  plenty, 

Making  them  red  and  pale  with  fiesh  variety  j 
Ten  kisses  short  as  one,  one  long  as  twenty : 

A  summer's  day  will  seem  an  hoOr  but  short,         , 

Being  wasted  in  such  time-beguiling  sport'* 

With  this,  she  setzeth  on  his  sweating  palm. 

The  precedent  of  pith  and  livelihood. 
And,  trembling  in  her  passkm,  calls  it  balm, 

Earth*s  sovereign  salve  to  do  a  goddess  good- 
Being  so  enrag'd,  desire  doth  lend  her  force. 
Courageously  to  pluck  him  from  his  horse. 

Over  one  arm  the  lusty  courser's  rein, 
Under  the  other  was  the  tender  boy, 

Who  blash'd  and  pouted  in  a  dull  disdain,  * 
With  leaden  appetite,  unapt  to  toy ; 

She,  red  and  hot,  as  coals  of  glowing  fire. 

He  red  ibr  shame,  but  frosty  in  desire. 

The  studded  bridle  on  a  ragged  bough 

Nimbly  she  fastens,  (O  how  quick  is  love!) 
The  steed  is  sUlled  up,  and  even  ia>w 

To  tie  the  rider  she  begins  to  prove :  . 
Backward  she  push'd  him,  as  she  would  be  thrust. 
And  goveruM  him  in  strength,  though  not  m  lustT 
So  soon  was  she  along,  as  he  was  down. 

Each  leaning  on  their  elbows  and  their  hips  • 
Now  dUh  she  stroke  his  cheek,  now  doth  he  frowuL 

And  'gins  to  chide,  but  soon  she  stope  hislipB  • 
And  kissing  speaks,  with  lustful  language  bnd^ 
"  If  thou  wUt  ohide,  thy  lips  shaU  isvSTope^?' 
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He  baifii  with  bashful  ihame;  she  with  her  teats 
Doth  qiMBch  the  maiden  burning  of  his  cheelcs; 

Then  with  her  windy  sighs,  and  golden  hairs, 
To  Ian  and  blow  them  dry  again  she  seeks : 

He  says,  she  is  fanmodest,  blames  her  'miss ; 

What  follows  more*  she  smothers  with  a  kiss. 

Eren  as  an  empty  eagle,  sharp  by  fsst. 
Tires  with  her  beak  on  feathers,  6esb,  aud  bone, 

Shaking  her  wings,  devouring  all  in  haste, 
Till  either  gorge  be  stulTd,  or  prey  be  gone ; 

Even  so  she  kiss'd  his  brow,  the  cheek,  his  chin. 

And  where  she  ends,  she  doth  anew  begin.'' 

Torc*d  to  content,  but  nerer  to  obey. 
Panting  he  lies,  and  breathhig  in  her  face; 

She  feedeth  on  the  steam,  as  on  a  prey. 
And  calls  it  hearenly  moisture,  air  of  grace. 

Wishing  her  cheeks  were  gardens  full  of  flowers, 

So  they  were  dew'd  with  such  distilling  showersi 

look  how  a  bird  lies  tangled  in  a  net. 
So  fastened  in  her  arms  Adonis  lies ; 

Pure  shame  and  aw'd  resistance  made  him  fret. 
Which  bred  more  beauty  in  his  angry  eyes  t 

Rain  added  to  a  river  that  is  rank. 

Perforce  will  force  it  overflow  the  bank. 

Still  she  entreats,  and  prettily  entreats. 
For  to  a  pretty  ear  she  tones  her  tale ; 

Still  is  he  sullen,  still  he  low'rs  and  frets, 
Twixt  crimson  shame  and  anger,  ashy-pale ; 

Being  red,  she  loves  him  best;  and,  being  white^ 

Her  best  is  better'd  with  a  mors  delight 

IiX>k  how  he  can,  she  cannot  choose  hot  love ; 

And  by  her  fbir  immortal  hand  she  sweais 
From  his  soft  bosom  never  to  remove, 

Till  he  take  truce  with  her  contending  tears. 
Which  long  have  min'd,  making  her  cheeks  all  wet ; 
And  one  sweet  kiss  shall  pay  this  countless  debt* 

Upon  this  promise  did  he  raise  his  chin. 
Like  a  di-dapper  peering  through  a  wave^ 

Who  being  look'd  on,  docks  as  quickly  in ; 
So  suffers  he  to  giv«  what  she  did  crave ; 

But  when  her  lips  were  ready  fat  his  pay, 

He  winks,  and  tons  his  lips  another  way. 

Merer  did  psosenger  b  summer's  heat 
More  thint  tor  dank,  than  shefbr  this  good  ton. 

Her  help  she  sees,  but  help  she  eannot  get ;    ^ 
She  bathes  in  water,  yet  in  fire  must  bom: 

*•  Oh  pity,*'  *gan  she  cry,  '*  flint-hearted  boy ; 

a*iibutakiaslbeg;  why  art  thou  eoy  ? 

**  I  have  been  woo^d,'  as  I  entreat  thee  now. 
Even  by  the  stem  and  direful  god  of  war. 

Whose  shiewy  neck  m  battle  ne*er  did  bow. 
Who  conquers  where  he  comes,  in  every  jar ; 

Tet  hath  he  been  my  captive  and  my  slave. 

And  begg'd  for  that  which  thou  nnask'd  shall  have. 

*'  Over  my  altait  hath  he  bung  his  lance. 
His  battered  shield,  his  uncontvoned  crot. 

And  fiir  my  sake  hath  leani'd  to  spoil  and  dance^ 
To  coy,  to  wanton,  dally,  smile,  and  jest ; 

Scorning  his  churlish  drum,  and  enngn  red, 

Mstti^  my  arms  his  field,  his  tent  my  bed. 


«  Thus  hhn  that  over-ml'd,  t  oversway'd, 
Leading  him  prisoner  in  a  red-rose  chain  ? 

Strong-temper*d  steel  his  stronger  strength  otseyM* 
Yet  was  he  servile  to  my  coy  disdain. 

O  be  not  proud,  nor  brag  not  <^  thy  might. 

For  masfring  her  that  foil'd  the  god  of  fight* 

<*  Touch  but  my  lips  with  those  fair  lips  of  tbine 
(Though  mine  be  not  so  fisir,  yet  are  they  red) 

The  kiss  shall  be  thine  own  as  well  as  mine : 

What  see*st  tbou  in  the  ground  ?  hold  up  thy  b«ad  ; 

Look  in  mine  eye-balls  where  thy  beauty  lies  : 

Then  why  not  lips  on  lips,  since  eyes  on  eyea  ? 

"  Art  tbou  ashamM  to  kiss  ?  then  wink  agaiD, 
And  f  will  wink,  so  shall  the  day  seem  ni^ht ; 

Love  keeps  his  revels  where  there  be  but  twain. 
Be  bold  to  play,  our  sport  is  not  in  sight : 

These  blue-vdn'd  violets  whereon  we  lean. 

Never  can  blab^  nor  know  they  what  we  i 


**  'The  tender  spring  upon  thy  tempting  lip 
sbows  thee  unripei  yet  may'st  thou  well  be  tasted ; 

Make  use  of  time,  let  not  advantage  slip; 
Beauty  within  itself  should  not  be  waistBd : 

Fair  flowers  that  ate  not  gather'd  in  their  prime, 

Bot  and  consume  themselves  in  little  time. 

"  Were  I  bard  fsvoorM,  fonl,  or  wrinkled  old, 
111  natur'd,  crooked,  churlish,  harsh  in  vcuce, 

O'erwom,  despised,  rheumatic,  and  cold, 

lliick-stghted,  barren,  lean,  and  lacking  juice. 

Then  migh^st  thou  paote,  lor  then  I  were  not  f^ 
thee; 

But  having  no  defbcts,  why  dost  abhor  me  ? 

•*  Thou  canst  not  see  one  wrinkle  in  my  brow ; 

Mine  eyes  are  grey,  and  bright,  and  quick  in  turn- 
My  beauty  as  the  spring  doth  yearly  grow,    [in;  ;. 

My  flesh  is  soft  and  plump,. my  marrow  baming ; 
My  smooth  moist  hand,  were  it  with  thy  band  felt, 
WoaU  in  thy  palm  dissolve,  or  seem  to  melt. 

«  Bid  me  discoone,  I  will  enchant  thine  car. 
Or,  like  a  fairy,  trip  upon  the  green. 

Or,  uke  a  nymph,  with  long  dishevellM  hair» 
Donee  on  the  sands,  and  yet  no  footing  seen  : 

Love  is  a  qpirit  all  compact  of  fire. 

Not  gross  to  sink,  but  light,  and  will  aspire. 

**  Witaen  this  primroie  bank  whereoa  I  lie ;  [me; 

These  forceless  flowers  like  sturdy  trees  support 
Two  strengthless  doves  will  draw  me  through  the  sky. 

From  mom  till  night,  even  where  I  list  to  sport  me : 
Ts  love  so  light,  sweet  boy,  and  may  it  be 
That  thou  shooldst  Urink  it  heavy  onto  thee  ? 

**  ts  thine  own  heart  to  thine  own  flue  affiected  ? 

Can  thy  right  hand  seize  love  ujpon  thy  left  ? 
Then  woo  thyself,  be  of  thyself  rejected. 

Steal  thine  own  freedom,  and  complain  of  theft. 
Narcissus  so^  himself  himself  forsook. 
And  dy*d  to  kiss  his  shadow  in  the  brook. 

"  Torches  are  made  to  Tight,  jewels  to  wear. 
Dainties  to  taste,  firesh  beauty  fbr  the  use, 

Hert>s  for  their  smell,  and  sappy  plants  to  bear; 
Things  growing  to  themselves  are  grawth*s  abuse: 

Seeds  spring  from  seeds,  and  beauty  breadeth  beau- 

Thoo  wert  begot«-to  get  it  is  thy  duty.  [ty. 
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*Upoo  the  Eiitli'siiiCKMeirbyslKMiia^t  thou  feed. 
Unless  the  EarHi  with  thy  increase  he  fed  } 

By  lav  of  Natuns  thoa  art  bora  to  breed,' 
That  thine  may  live,  irhen  thou  tbyielf  art  dead  ; 

And  to  in  qiite  of  death  thoa  do'it  ramve, 

In  that  thy  likeness  still  is  left  alive." 

By  this,  the  love-side  qoMii  b^en  to  sweat, 
For,where  they  lay,  the  shadow  had  Ibnook  them. 

And  Titan,  tired  in  the  mid-day  heat, 
Wiih  burning  eye  did  hotly  overlook  them ; 

Wishing  Adonis  had  his  team  to  guide. 

So  he  were  like  him,  and  by  Venus'  side. 

And  now  Adonis,  with  a  lazy  spright. 
And  with  a  heavy,  dark,  disliking  eye. 

His  lowering  brows  overwhelming  his  ikir  sight, 
like  misty  vapours,  when  they  blot  the  sky. 

Souring  hit  cheeks,  cries,  *'  Fie  1  no  more  of  love ; 

The  Sun  doth  barn  my  &ce ;  I  must  remove." 

**  Ah  me,"  qnoth  Venus,  "  young,  and  so  unkind ! 

What  bare  excuses  mak'st  thou  to  be  gone  I 
I  Ml  sigh  celestial  breath,  whose  gentle  wind 

Shall  oool  the  heat  of  this  descending  Sun ; 
I UI  make  a  shadow  for  thee  of  my  hairs ; 
If  they  bam  too,  1 11  quench  them  with  my  tears. 

"  The  Son  that  shines  from  Heaven,  shines  bnt  warm. 
And  U\  I  lie  between  that  Sun  and  thee; 

The  heat  I  have  from  thence  doth  little  harm. 
Thine  eye  darts  ibrth  the  fire  that  bumeth  me : 

And  were  I  not  immortal,  life  were  done, 

Between  this  heavenly  and  earthly  Sun. 

**  Art  thou  obdurate,  flinty,  hard,  as  steel, 
Kay  more  than  flint,  ibr  stone  at  rain  relenleth ; 

Act  tboQ  a  woman's  son,  and  canst  not  fed 
What  *t  is  to  love  ?  how  want  of  love  tormenteth  } 

O  ha4  thy  mother  bbrne  so  bad  a  mind, 

9te  had  not  brought  forth  thee,  bnt  died  unkind. 

**  What  am  T,  thatthon  shoold^ttcoatemn  me  thos  9 
Or  what  great  danger  dwells  upon  my  suit  ? 

Whst  were  thy  lips  the  wone  for  one  poor  kiss  ? 
Speak  fur;  botspeak  fair  words,  or  else  bemute: 

Give  me  one  kias,  I  '11  give  it  thee  again, 

And  one  for  interest,  if  thou  wilt  have  twahi. 

"  Fie,  lifeless  picture,  cold  and  senseless  stooe^ 
WeU-painted  idol,  image,  dull  and  dead. 

Statue,  contenting  bnt  tbe  eye  akme^ 
Thipg  like  a  man,  bat  of  no  womanbred ; 

Thoa  art  no  man,  though  of  a  man's  compleaoii. 

For  men  will  ki«  even  by  their  own  direction.*' 

"^  said,  impatience  chokes  her  pleading  tongue. 
And  swelling  passion  doth  provoke  a  pause ; 

Md  chedcs  and  ilery  eyes  blaze  forth  her  wrong  ; 
^<V  jodge  m  love,  she  cannot  right  her  cause : 

^nd  now  she  weepis  and  now  she  foin  would  speak, 

And  now  her  sobs  do  her  intendments  break. 

Wimes  she  shakes  her  head,  and  then  his  hand, 
Iw  gizeth  she  on  him,  now  on  the  ground  j 

^n^uaes  her  arms  enfold  him  like  a  band ; 
Sie  would,  he  will  not  in  her  arms  be  bound  $ 

JM  when  fiem  thence  he  struggles  to  be  gone, 

«»  tocta  her  lily  fingers,  one  in  ope. 


«  Fondling,"  she  salth,  «<  shice  I  halve  hemm*d  thee 
here, 

Within  the  circuit  of  this  ivory  pale, 
I  'II  be  the  park,  and  tiion  shalt  be  my  deer ; 

Feed  where  thou  wiH,  on  moootahi  or  in  dale: 
Graze  on  my  lips ;  and  if  those  hills  be  dry. 
Stray  lower,  where  the  pleasant  fountains  lie. 

**  Wtthm  thb  limit  is  relief  enoagh. 
Sweet  bottom-grass,  and  high  delightlul  plahi, 

Bound  rising  hillocks,  brakes  obscure  and  rough. 
To  shelter  thee  from  tempest  and  fh>m  rain ; 

Then  be  my  deer,  shioe  I  am  such  a  park ; 

No  dog  shall  rouse  thee,  though  a  thousand  bark." 

At  this  Adonis  smiles,  as  in  disdafai. 
That  in  each  eheek  appears  a  pnstty  dimple  : 

Love  made  those  boltoirs,  if  himself  were  slain. 
He  might  be  bury*d  in  a  tomb  so  sjmple ; 

Foreknowing  well,  if  there  he  came  to  Ue, 

Why  there  love  liv*^  and  there  he  could  not  dia 

These  lovely  caves,  these  round-enchantSng  pits, 
Open'd  their  mouths  to  swallow  Venus'  likhig: 

Being  mad  before,  how  doth  she  now  for  wits  ? 
Struck  dead  at  first,  what  needs  a  second  striking  ? 

Poor  queen  of  love^  in  thine  own  law  forlorn. 

To  love  a  oheek  that  smiles  at  thee  in  scorn ! 

Now  which  way  shall  she  turn  }  what  shalMie  say  } 
Her  words  are  done,  her  woes  the  more  increasmg. 

The  time  is  spent,  her  object  will  away, 
And  fkom  ber  twining  arms  doth  urge  releasing  t 

"Pity,"  she  cries ;  '*some  favour — some  remorse— ** 

Away  he  springs,  and  hasteth  to  his  bors& 

But  lo,  fttrni  forth  a  copse  that  neighboors  by, 
A  breeding  jennet,  lusty,  young,  and  proud, 

Adonis'  trampling  courser  doth  espy. 
And  forth  she  rushes,  snorts,  and  neighs  aloud : 

The  strong-neck'd  steed,  being  tied  onto  a  tree, 

fireaketh  his  rein,  and  to  her  straight  goes  he. 

Imperiously  he  leaps,  he  neighs,  he  bounds. 
And  now  his  woven  girts  he  breaks  asunder, 

Th^  bearing  Earth  with  his  bard  hoof  he  wounds, 
Whose  holkm  womb  resounds  like  Heaven's  tbun* 

The  iron  bit  he  crushes  tween  his  teeth,         [der  j 

Controlling  what  he  was  controlled  with. 

His  ears  up  prick'd ;  his  braided  hanging  mala 
Upon  his  eompass'd  crest  now  stands  on  end  j 

His  nostrils  drink  the  air,  and  forth  again, 
As  from  a  furnace,  vapours  doth  he  send : 

His  eye,  which  glisters  soorafully  like  fire. 

Shows  his  hot  courage  and  his  high  desire^ 

Sometimes  he  trots  as  if  he  told  the  steps, 
With  gentle  majesty,  and  modest  pride  ; 

Anon  he  rears  upright,  curvets  and  leapSj^ 

As  who  would  say,  <'  Lo !  thus  my  strsngth  is 

And  thus  I  do  to  captivate  the  eye  [try'd  | 

Of  the  fair  breeder  that  is  standing  by.* 

What  recketh  he  his  rider^  angry  stir. 
His  flattering  holla,  or  his  Stowf,  Inyf 

What  cares  be  now  for  curb,  or  pricking  spur  ? 
For  rich  caparisons,  or  trappings  gay  ? 

He  sees  his  love,  and  nothing  else  he  bees. 

For  nothing  else  with  his  proud  ftght  agrees. 
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Look,  when  a  painter  would  sttrpais  the  life. 
In  Umning  oot  a  wdUproportioo'd  steed. 

His  Alt  with  Nature's  workm^oship  at  strife, 
As  if  tb4  dead  the  living  should  exceed ; 

So  dUl  this  horse  excel  a  common  one. 

In  shape,  in  courage,  colour,  pace,  wad  bone. 

Round-hoofed,  short-jointed,  fetlocks  shag  and  long, 

Broad  breast,  full  eyes,  small  head,  and  nostril 

wide,  [tttroog, 

High  crett,  shcnt  ears,  straight  legs,  and  passing 
Thin  mane^thiok  tail,  broad  buttock,  tender  hide: 

Look  what  a  horse  should  have,  he  did  not  lack, 

Sav<r  a  proud  rider  on  so  proud  a  back. 

Sometimes  he  scuds  fkr  off,  and  there  he  stares, 
Anon  he  sticrts  at  stirring  of  a  feather ; 

To  bid  the  wind  a  base  he  now  prepares. 

And  wh^r  he  run',  or  fly,  they  know  not  whether ; 

For  through  his  mane  and  tail  the  high  wind  sings, 

Fanning  the  hairs,  who  wave  like  feathered  wings. 

He  looks  npon  his  love,  and  neighs  unto  her ; 

She  answers  him,  as  if  she  knew  his  mind : 
Being  proud,  as  females  are,  to  see  him  woo  her. 

She  puts  on  outward  strangeness,  seems  unkind; 
Spurns  at  his  love,  and  scorns  the  heat  he  f^ls. 
Beating  his  kind  embracemeots  with  her  heels. 

Then,  like  a  melancholy  male-content. 

He  vails  his  tail,  that,  like  a  falling  plnme. 

Cool  shadow  to  his  melting  buttocks  lent ; 

He  stamps,  and  bites  the  poor  flies  in  his  fume : 

His  love  perceiving  how  he  is  enrag'd. 

Grew  kinder,  and  his  fury  was  assuag'd. 

Hb  testy  master  goeth  about  to  take  him  ; 

When  lo,  the  unbackM  breeder,  fiill  uf  fear. 
Jealous  of  catching,  swiftly  doth  forsake  him, 

With  her  the  horse,  and  left  Adonis  there : 
As  they  were  mad,  unto  the  wood  they  hie  them, 
Out-itripping  crows  that  strive  to  over-fly  them. 

All  swoln  with  cbasittg,  down  Adonis  sits. 
Banning  his  boisterous  and  unruly  beast; 

And  now  the  happy  season  once  more  fits. 
That  love-sick  love  by  pleading  may  be  blessed; 

For  lovers  say,  the  heart  hath  tr^le  wrong, 

When  it  is  bair'd  the  aidance  of  the  tongue. 

An  oven  that  is  stopp'd,  or  river  stay*d, 

Bumeth  more  hoUy,  swelleth  with  more  rage: 

So  of  concealed  sorrow  may  be  said ; 

Free  vent  of  words  love's  fire  doth  assuage ; 

But  when  the  heart's  atten&ey  once  is  mute 

The  client  breaks,  as  desperate  in  his  suit. 

He  sees  h^  coming,  and  begins  to  glow, 
(Even  as  a  dying  coal  revives  with  wind) 

And  with  bis  bonnet  hides  his  angry  brow ; 
Looks  OD  the  dull  earth  with  disturbed  mind ; 

Taking  no  notice  that  she  is  so  nigh. 

For  all  aakaance  he  holds  her  in  liis  eye. 

O  what  a  sight  it  was,  wistly  to  view 
iiow  she  came  stealing  to  the  wayward  boy  ! 

Tanote  the  fighting  conflict  of  her  hoe ! 
Hl»w  white  and  red  each  othec  did  destroy  ! 

But  now,  her  cheek  was  pale,  and  by  and  by 

It  flash'd  forth  fire,  as  li|^itning  from  the  sky. 
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Now  was  she  just  befere  htm  as  be  sat, 
,   And  like  a  lowly  lover  down  she  kneels  ; 
Wjth  one  fair  hand  she  heaveth  up  his  hat. 

Her  other  tender  hand  his  fair  cheeks  feels  : 
His  tender  cheeks  receive  her  soft  hands'  print. 
As  apt  as  new  fallen  snow  takes  any  dint 

O  what  a  war  of  looks  was  then  between  them  ! 
,   Her  eyes,  petitioners,  to  his  eyes  suing ; 
His  eyes  saw  her  eyes  as  they  had  not  seen  them ;. 
Her  eyes  wpoM  stiU,  his  eyes  disdainM  the  woo- 
ing: ' 
And  all  this  dumb  play  had  his  acts  made  plain 
With  tears,  which,  chorus-like,  her  eyes  did  raiu. 

Full  gently  now  she  takes  htm  by  the  hand, 

A  lily  prisoned  in  a  jail  of  snow. 
Or  ivory  in  an  alabaster  band  ; 

So  white  a  friend  eng^rts  so  white  a  foe : 
This  beauteous  combat,  wilful  and  unwilling, 
Show*d  like  to  silver  doves  that  sit  a  billing. 

Once  more  the  engine  of  her  thoughts  began  i 
**  O  fairest  mover  on  this  mortal  roUod, 

Would  thou  wert  as  I  am,  and  I  a  man, 

My  heart  all  whole  as  thine,  thy  heart  my  wound} 

For  one  sweet  look  thy  help  I  would  assure  thee. 

Though  nothing  but  my  body's  bane  would  cure 
thee." 

"  Give  me  my  hand,"  saith  he,  "  why  dost  thou 
feelit?**  Oaveit; 

*•  Qrve  me  my  heart,"  saith  she,  *'  and  thou  shalt 
O  give  it  me,  lest  thy  hard  heart  do  steel  it. 

And,  being  steePd,  soft  sighs  can  never  grave  it  r 
Then  love's  deep  groans  I  never  shall  regard. 
Because  Adonis*  heart  hath  made  mine  hard." 

**  For  shame,"  he  cries,  *'  let  go,  and  lei  me  go  ; 

My  dajr's  delight  is  past,  my  horse  is  gone. 
And  't  is  your  feult  I  am  bereft  him  so ; 

Tpray  you  hence,  and  leave  me  here  alone ; 
For  all  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  busy  care. 
Is  how  to  get  my  palfrey  mm  the  mare.'^ 

Thus  she  replies :  *<  Thy  palfrey,  as  he  shouldl 
Welcomes  the  warm  approach  of  sweel  desire; 

AflTection  is  a  coal  that  must  be  cool'd  ;  ' 

Else,  suffer'd,  it  will  set  the  heart  on  fire : 

The  sea  hath  bounds,  but  deep  desire  hat^k  none. 

Therefore  no  marvel  though  thy  horse  be  gone. 

"  How  like  a  jade  he  stood,  tied  to  a  tree, 
Servilely  master'd  with  a  leathern  rein ! 

But  when  ha  saw  hb  love,  his  youth's  fair  fee«  ■ 
He  held  such  petty  bondage  in  disdain ; 

Throwing  the  base  thong  from  his  bending  erest. 

Enfranchising  his  mouth,  his  back,  bis  breast. 

"  Who  sees  his  true  love  in  her  naked  bed, 
Teaching  the  sheets  a  whiter  hue  than  whitf. 

But,  when  his  glutton  eye  so  full  hath  fed. 
His  other  agents  aim  at  like  delight  ? 

Who  is  so  faint,  that  dare  not  be  so  bold. 

To  touch  the  fire,  the  weather  being  cold  ? 

**  Let  me  excute  thy  courser,  gentle  boy ; 

And  learn  of  him,  I  heartily  beseech  thee. 
To  take  advantage  on  presented  joy ; 

Though  I  were  dttmb,*yet  his  proceedings  teach 
O  leani  to  love ;  the  lesson  is  but  plain,  [tbeew 
And,  once  made  perfect,  never  lost  again. 
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*"  I  know  not  tofe/*  qootb  he,  '*  nor  will  I  know  it. 
Unless  H  be  a  t^r,  and  then  I  chase  it : 

T  is  mncb  to  borrow,  ami  I  will  not  owe  it ; 
My  love  to  love  is  love  bat  to  disgrace  it; 

For  I  have  beard  it  is  a  life  in  death. 

That  laogba,  and  weeps,  and  all  bat  with  a  breath. 

**  Who  wean  a  garment  shapeless  and  unfinish'd  ? 

Who  placks  the  bud  before  one  leaf  pat  forth  ? 
If  springing  thinga  be  any  jot  diminished, 

^ley  wither  in  their  prime,  prove  nothing  worth : 
The  colt  that 's  back'd  and  barthenM  being  young, 
Loseth  his  jnide,  and  never  waxeth  strong. 

"  Yon  hart  my  hand  with  wringing ;  let  as  part. 
And  leave  this  idle  theme,  this  bootless  chat : 

Remove  your  siege  from  ray  nnsrielding  heart  { 
To  love's  ala;rm1t  will  not  ope  the  gate. 

Dismiss  your  vows,  your  feigned  tears,  your  flattery; 

Fur  where  a  heart  is  hard,  they  make  no  battery/' 

"  What !  canst  thoa  talk,"  qnoth  she,  "  hast  thoo 
a  toogae  ?  I 

0  would  thou  hadst  not,  or  I  had  no  hearing! 
Thy  mermaid*s  voice  hath  done  me  doable  wrong; 

1  had  my  load  befinre,  now^press'd  with  bearing: 
Mdodious  discord,  heavenly  tune  harsb-soonding. 
Earth's  deep-sweet  music,  and  heart's  deep-sore 

wounding. 

'*  Had  T  no  eyes,  but  ears,  my  ears  would  love 

That  inwanl  beanty  and  invisible ; 
Or,  were  I  deaf,  thy  outward  parts  would  move 

Each  part  in  me  that  were  but  sensible : 
Though  neither  eyes  nor  ears,  to  hoar  nor  see. 
Yet  ftboold  1  be  in  love,  by  touching  the& 


"  Say,  that  the  sense  of  feeling  were  bereft  me, 
And  that  I  ooold  not  see,  nor  hear,  nor  touch. 

And  nothing  but  the  very  smell  were  left  me, 
Yet  would  my  k>ve  to  thee  be  still  as  much  ; 

For  from  the  stilltory  of  thy  fsce  excelling     [ing. 

Comes  breath  perfum'd,thatbreatheth  loveby  smell- 

"  Bat  O,  what  banquet  wert  tliou  to  the  taste, 
Bdog  nurse  and  feeder  of  the  other  four  I 

WodU  they  not  wish  the  feast  should  ever  last. 
And  bid  Suspicion  double-lock  the  door? 

L«st  Jealf>usy,  that  sour  unwelcome  guest. 

Should,  by  his  stealing  in,  disturb  the  feast" 

Once  more  the  ruby-coloar*d  portal  open'd, 
Which  to  hb  speech  did  honey  passage  yield ; 

like  a  red  mom,  that  ever  yet  betoken'd 
Wredc  to  the  sea-man,  tempest  to  the  field. 

Sorrow  to  shepherds,  woe  nnto  the  birds, 

Oast  sod  foul  flaws  to  herdmen  and  to  herds. 

This  ill  presage  advisedly  she  raarketh : 
Even  as  the  wind  is  hndi'd  before  it  raineth, 

Orsstbe  wolf  doth  grin  before  he  barketfa. 
Or  ts  the  berry  breaks  before  it  stoiueth. 

Or  like  the  deadly  bullet  of  a  guo. 

His  meaniog  stniek  her  ere  his  words  begun. 

Aad  St  kis  k)ok  she  flatly  falleth  down. 
For  k»ks  kill  kwe,  and  love  by  looks  reviveth. 

A  wiile  tecares  the  wounding  of  a  fifuwn. 
Bat  Messed  bankrupt,  that  by  kive  so  thriveth ! 

TbesiUy  boy  believing  she  is  dead, 

^tope  her  pale  cheek,  till  d^ipipg  makes  it  red ; 


21 

And  in  amaxe  brake  off  bis  late'intent,  '  ' 

For  sharply  he  did  think  to  reprehend  her, 

Which  cunning  love  did  wittily  prevent : 
Fair  foil  the  wit  that  can  so  well  defend  her ! 

For  on  the  grass  she  lies  as  she  were  slain. 

Till  his  breath  breatheth  life  in  her  again. 

He  wrings  her  nose,  he  strikes  her  on  the  cheeksf. 
He  bends  her  fingers,  holds  her  pulses  hard ; 

He  chafes  her  lips,  a  thousand  ways  he  seeks 
To  mend  the  hurt  that  his  onkindness  marr*d ; 

He  kisses  her ;  and  she,  by  her  good  will, 

Will  never  rise,  so  he  will  kiss  her  sttU. 

The  night  of  sorrow  now  is  turn*d  to  day  s 
Her  two  blue  windows  fointly  she  np-heaveth. 

Like  the  foir  Son,  when  in  his  fresh  array 
He  cheers  the  mom,  andallthe  worid  lefieveth  ? 

And  as  the  bright  Sun  gkwifies  the  sky, 

So  is  her  fooe  iUumiii'd  with  her  eye^ 

Whose  beams  upon  his  hairless  face  are  ftxM, 
As  if  from  thence  they  borrow'd  all  their  shine. 

Were  never  fbnr  such  lamps  together  mix'd. 
Had  not  his  cloaded  with  his  brows'  repine; 

But  hers,  which^rough  the  crystal  tears  gave  light. 

Shone. like  the  Moon,  in  water  seen  by  night. ' 

"  O,  where  am  I  ?"  qnoth  she,  «<  ni  Earth  or  Hea- 
ven, 

Or  in  the  ocean  drench'd,  or  in  the  fire  ? 
What  hour  is  this  ?  or  mom  or  weary  even  ? 

Do  I  delight  to  die,  or  life  desire  ? 
But  now  1  liv'd,  and  life  was  death's  annoy  ; 
But  now  I  dy'd,  and  death  was  lively  joy. 

**  O  thoo  didst  kill  me  ;'*-kill  me  once  again: 
Thy  eyes|  shrewd  tutor,  that  hard  heart  of  thine, 

Hath  taueht  them  scornful  tricks,  and  such  disdain. 
That  they  have  mnrder'd  this  poor  heart  of  mine ; 

And  these  mine  eyes,  trae  leaders  to  their  queen, 

But  for  thy  piteous  lips  no  more  had  i 


"  Long  may  they  kiss  each  other,  for  this  core  I 
Oh,  never  let  their  crimson  liveries  wear ! 

And  as  they  last,  their  verdure  still  endure, 
To  drive  infection  from  the  dangerous  year! 

That  the  star-gazers,  having  writ  on  death, 

May  say,  the  plague  is  banisb'd  by  thy  breath. 


"  Pure  lips,  sweet  seals  in  my  soft  lips  imprintM, 
What  bargains  may  I  make,  still  to  be  sealing  ? 

To  sell  myself  I  can  be  well  contented. 

So  thou  wilt  buy,  and  pay,  and  use  good  dealing; 

Which  purchase  if  thou  make,  for  fear  of  slips. 

Set  thy  seal-manual,  on  my  wax-red  lips. 

"  A  thousand  kisses  buys  my  heart  from  me; 

And  pay  them  at  thy  leisure,,  one  by  one. 
What  is  ten  hundred  kisses  unto  thee  ? 

Are  they  not  quickly  told,  and  quickly  gone  ? 
Say,  for  non-payment  that  the  debt  should  double. 
Is  twenty  hundred  kisses  such  .a  trouble  ?" 

*'  Fair  queen,'*  quoth  he,  *<  if  any  love  you  owe  me. 
Measure  my  strangeness  with  my  nnripe  years; 

Before  1  know  mywAi,  seek  not  to  know  me ; 
No  Ibher  bat  the  nngrown  fry  fbrbean : 

The  melfow  plumb  doth  fall,  the  green  sticks  fast. 

Or,  being  early  pluck'd,  is  sour  to  taste. 
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*'  Look,  the  world's  comforter*  ^tb  wewry  gait. 
His  day's  hot  task  hath  ended  in  the  west : 

The  owl,  Dight*8  herald,  ihrieks,  U  u  very  late; 
The  sheei^  are  gone  to  fold,  birds  to  their  nest ; 

The  coal-black  clouds  that  shadow  Heaven's  light. 

Do  summon  us  to  port,  and  bid  good  night 

*<  Now  let  me  say  good  night,  and  so  say  yon ; 

If  yon  will  say  so,  you  shall  have  a  kiss." 
^  Good  night,"  quoth  she ;  and  ere  he  sasrs  adieu. 

The  honey  foe  of  parting  tendered  b : 
Her  arms  do  lend  his  neck  a  sweet  embraoe; 
Incorporate  then  they  seem  ^  foce  grows  to  foce. 

"nil,  breathkBs*  he  di^oia'd,  and  backward  drew 
The  heavenly  moisture,  that  sweet  ooral  mouth, 

Whose  precious  taste  her  thirsty  lips  well  knew. 
Whereon  they  surfeit,  yet  complain  on  drought : 

He  with  her  plenty  preas'd^  she  faint  with  dearth, 

(Their  lips  together  glew'd)  foil  to  the  earth. 

Now  quick  desire  hath  caught  her  yielding  prey. 
And  ginttoii-like  she  feeds,  yet  never  filleth ; 

^Her  lips  are  conquerors,  his  lips  obey. 
Paying  what  ransom  the  tnsuHer  willeth ; 

Whose  vulture  thooghtdoth  pitch  the  price  so  high. 

That  she  will  draw  his  lips'  rich  treasure  dry. 


And  having  felt  the  sweetness  of  the  spoil, 
With  blind-fold  fury  she  begins  to  forage ; 

H^  face  doth  reek  and  smoke,  her  blood'dothboil, 
And  careless  lust  stirs  up  a  desperate  courage; 

Planting  oblivion,  beating  reason  back. 

Forgetting  shame'spnre  blush,  and  honour's  wrack. 

Hot,  faint,  and  weary,  with  her  hard  embracing, 
like  a  wild  bird  being  tam*d  with  too  moch  han- 
dling, 

Or  as  the  fleet-foot  roe,  that 's  tir'd  with  chasing. 
Or  like  tke  froward  iofont,  still'd  with  dandling, 

Qe  now  obeys,  and  now  no  more  resisteth. 

While  she  takes  all  she  aan,  not  aU^she  listeth. 

What  wax  so  ftozen  but  distolves  with  temp'ring. 
And  yields  at  las(  to^very  light  impression  } 

Things  out  of  hope  are  compass'd  oft  with  vent'ring. 
Chiefly  in  love,  whose  leave  exceeds  commission : 

A£fectinn  faints  not  like  a  pale-lac*d  coward. 

But  then  woos  best,  when  most  his  choice  is  froward. 

When  he  did  frown,  O  bad  she  then  gave  over. 
Such  nectar  from  his  lips  she  had  not  suck*d. 

Foul  words  and  firowns  must  not  repel  a  lover; 
What  though  the  rose  have  pricks?  yet  is  it 

Were  beauty  under  twenty  locks  kept  fost,  Tpluck'd: 

Yet  love  breaks  through,  and  picks  them  ail  at  last 

For  pity  now  she  can  no  more  detain  him ; 

The  poor  fool  prays  her  that  he  may  depart : 
She  is  resolvM  no  longer  to  restrain  him ; 

Bids  him  forewell,  and  look  well  to  her  heart. 
The  which,  by  Cupid's  bow  she  doth  protest, 
He  carries  thence  mcaged  in  his  breast 

**  Sweet  boy,"  shesays,  '<  this  night  I  'U  waste  in  sor- 
row, 

For  my  siek  heartcommands  mine  eyes  to  watch. 
Tell  me,  love^  master,  shall  we  meet  to  morrow  ? 

Say,  shall  we?  shall  we  ?  wilt  thou  make  the 
He  tells  her,  no ;  to  morrow  he  intends  [match?" 
To  hunt  the  boar  with  certain  of  hit  fricads. 


"  The  boar  1"  quoth  she;  whereat  a  soddn  pale, 
like  lawn  being  q>read  upon  the  blushing  rose. 

Usurps  her  cheeks ;  she  trembles  at  his  tale. 
And  on  his  neck  her  yoking  arms  she  throws: 

She  siuketh  down,  still  hanging  on  his  neck. 

He  on  her  belly  falls,  she  on  her  back. 

Now  is  she  in  the  very  lists  of  love. 

Her  champioD  mounted  for  the  hot  encomiter : 
All  is  imaginary  she  doth  prove. 

He  will  not  manage  her,  although  he  mount  her  -, 
That  worse  than  Tantalus'  is  her  annoy, 
To  clip  Elysium,  and  to  lack  her  joy. 

Even  as  poor  birds  deceived  with  painted  grapes. 
Do  surfeit  by  the  eye,  and  pine  the  maw. 

Even  so  she  langu'isheth  in  her  mishaps, 
As  those  poor  birds  that  helpless  berries  saw : 

The  warm  effects  which  she  in  him  finds  missing. 

She  seeks  to  kmdle  with  continual  kissing. 

But  all  in  vain ;  good  queen,  it  will  not  be : 
She  hath  assay'd  as  much  as  may  be  prov'd  ; 

Her  pleading  hath  deserr 'd  a  greater  fee ; 
She  *s  love,  she  loves,  and  yet  she  is  not  lov'd. 

**  Fie,  fie  !"  he  says,  **  you  crush  me ;  let  me  go  ; 

You  have  no  reason  to  withhold  me  so." 

**  Thou  hadst  been  gone,"  quoth  she,  "  sweet  boy, 
ere  this,  [boar. 

But  that  thou  told'st  me,  thou  would'st  hunt  the 
Obeadvis'd;  thou  know'st  not  what  it  is 

With  javelin^s  point  a  churiish  swine  to  gore. 
Whose  tushes,  never-sheath'd,  he  whetteth  still, 
like  to  a  mortal  butcher,  bent  to  kill. 

"  On  his  bow-back  he  hath  a  battle  set 
Of  bristly  pikes,  that  ever  threat  his  foes; 

His  eyes,  like  glow-worms  s&ine  when  he  dotfi  firet; 
His  snout  digs  sepulchres  where'er  h^  goes; 

Being  mov'd,  he  strikes  whate'er  is  in  his  way. 

And  whom  he  strike!  his  crooked  tushes  slay. 

'<  His  brawny  sides,  with  hairy  bristles  armed. 
Are  better  proof  Uian  -thy  spear's  point  can  enter  ; 

His  short  thick  neck  cannot  be  easily  harmed ; 
Being  ireful,  on  the  lion  he  will  venture: 

The  thorny  brambles  and  embracing  bushes, 

Jks  fearful  of  him,  part ',  through  whom  he  rushes,. 

'*  Alas !  he  nought  esteems  that  fsce  of  thine. 
To  which  Love's  eye  pays  tributary  gazes ; 

Nor  thy  soft  hands  sweet  lq»,  and  crjrstal  eyne. 
Whose  full  perfiKStion  all  the  world  amazes  ; 

But  having  thee  at  vantage  (wondrous  dread ! ) 

Would  root  these  beauties  as  he  roots  tl^  mead. 

"  O !  let  him  keep  his  VmOwome  cabin  still; 

Beauty  hath  nought  to  do  with  fuch  foul  fiends. 
Come  not  within  his  danger  by  thy  will ; 

They  that  thrive  wall,  take  counsel  of  their  friends. 
When  thou  did'st  name  the  boar,  not  to  dissemble, 
I  fear'd  thy  fortune,  and  my'jointa  did  tremble. 

*<  Did'st  thou  not  mark  iny  fkee  ?  was  it  not  while) 
Saw'st  thou  not  signs  of  fear  lurk  in  mine  eye  ? 

Grow  I  not  foint  ?  And  fell  I  not  downright  ? 
Within  my  bosom,  whereon  tbou  dost  he, 

My  boding  heart  pants  beats  and  takes  no  rest, 

Biuit,  like  an  earthqi9t|ce,  shakes  thee  on  my  hreittt. 
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**  For  viMre  love  fcigm,  dktttriuag  Jealoaay 
Dofh  call  hlnMelf  afiectioo's  centiuel ; 

Gives  false  alanni,  suggesteth  motmy* 
And  io  a  peaceful  hoar  doth  cry,  hU,  kUl/ 

Distemp'riai^  fentie  love  with  bis  desire^ 

As  air  and  water  doth  abate  the  fire. 


**  This  soar  inlbrmer,  this  bate-breeding  spy » 
This  canker  that  eats  up  love*s  tender  spriof  , 

This  eanry-tak^  dinensious  Jealoiisy>  [bring. 

That  sQinethnes  true  news,  sometimes  fiilse  doth 

Knocks  at  my  heart,  and  whispers  in  mine  ear, 

llist  if  I  love  thee*  I  thy  death  should  fear : 

"  And.  more  than  so,  pfesenteth  to  mine  eye 
Hie  pictnre  of  an  angry-chafing  boar, 

Under  whose  sharp  fsqgs  on  his  Iwck  doth  lie 
An  image  like  thyself,  all  siainM  with  gore  5 

Whose  blood  apoo  the  fresh  flowers  being  shed. 

Doth  make  them  droop  with  grief>  and  bang  the 
head. 


"  What  shooU  I  do,  seeing  thee  so  indeed, 
That  trembling  at  th'  imagination, 

The  thought  c»f  it  doth  make  my  fiuntheait 
And  fmr  doUi  teach  it  dirination : 

I  prophesy  thy  4eatb,  my  Unng  sorrow. 

If  thou  encounter  with  the  boar  to  morrow. 


"  Botif  thon  needs  wilt  hunt,  he  rul'd  by  mef 
Uhcoople  at  the  timorous  flying  hare. 

Or  mt  the  fox,  which  lives  by  subtilty, 
Or  at  a  roe,  which  no  eoo^unter  daret 

Punae  these  fearful  creatures  o'er  the  downs, 

AndoQtby  well-breath*d  horse  keep  with  thy  hounds. 

**  And  when  thou  bast  on  Coot  the  purblind  bare. 
Hark  the  poor  wretch  to  overshut  his  trDobles, 

How  he  out-runs  the  wind,  and  with  what  care 
He  cranks  and  crosses,  with  a  thousand  doubles : 

Tbe  many  musits  through  the  which  he  goes, 

Are  like  a  labyrinth  to  aoMze  his  foes. 

"  Somedme  he  runs  amoog  the  flock  of  she^. 
To  make  theeunning  hounds  mistake  their  smell  j 

And  aometime  where  earth-delviog  conies  keep. 
To  stop  tbe  loud  puisueri  in  their  yell ; 

And  nmetune  sorteth  with  a  herd  of  deer^ 

Danger  derisetb  shifts;  wit  waits  on  fear: 

"  For  there  hb  smell  with  others  being  mingled. 
The  bet  scent«nnffing  hoondsaredriven  to  doubt, 

Cesttog  their  clamorous  cry  till  they  have  singled 
With  ffluoh  ado  the  cold  fisult  cleanly  out; 

Then  do  they  spend  their  mouths:  Echo  replies. 

As  if  soother  chase  were  in  the  skies. 

"  By  this,  poor  Wat,  fkr  off  upon  a  UB, 
Stands  on  his  hinder  legs  with  listening  ear, 

Tobearkentf  his  foes  pursue  him  still; 
Aooo  their  loud  alarums  he  doth  hear ; 

And  BOW  his  grief  may  be  compared  well 

To  one  sore^ck,  that  hears  the  passing  belL 

''Thai  dialt  thon  see  tbe  dew-bedabbled  wietch 
Twn,  and  return,  mdenting  with  the  way ; 

uch  eoTioQs  briar  hu  weary  legs  doth  scratch, 
Escb  diadow  makes  him  stop^  each  murmur  stay : 

For  nnseiy  is  trodden  00  by  many. 

Am,  being  low,  never  relieved  by  any. 


«  lie  quietly,  and  hear  a  little  more; 

Nay,  do  not  struggle,  for  thou  sbalt  not  rise : 
To  make  thee  hate  the  hunting  of  the  bo^r. 

Unlike  thyself,  thon  hear'st  Ae  moralise, 
Applying  this  to  that,  and  so  to  so ; 
For  love  can  comment  upon  every  woe. 

*'  Wher«did  Heave  ?**— "  No  matter  where,'* quoth 
**  Leave  me,  and  then  the  story  aptly  ends ;  [he ; 

The  night  is  spent"  «  Why,  what  of  that }"  quoth 
she; 
'*  I  am,"  quoth  he,  '<  expoeted  of  my  friends. 

And  now  *t  is  dark,  and  going  I  shall  ftUL"— 

«  In  night,*'  quoth  she,  *<  desire  sees  best  of  all. 

«  Butif  thou  fisn,  O  then  imagine  this. 
The  Earth  hi  love  with  thee  thy  footing  trips. 

And  all  is  but  to  rob  thee  of  a  Idss. 
Rich  pfeys  make  rich  men  thieves;  so  do  thy 

Make  modest  Dian  cloudy  and  fbrlom,  [Upe 

Lest  she  should  ste^  a  kiss,  and  die  fbrswom. 

*'  Now,  of  this  dark  night  I  perceive  the  reason: 
Cynthia  for  shame  obscures  her  sihmr  shine^ 

Till  foning  Nature  be  condemn'd  of  tina«». 
For  stealing  mouldifrom  Heaven  that  were  divine. 

Wherein  she  framed  thee  in  high  Heaven's  despite^ 

To  shame  the  Sun  by  day,  and  her  by  nighL 

**  And  therefore  hath  she  brib'd  the  Destinies, 
To  cross  the  curious  workmanship  of  Natmw, 

To  mingle  beauty  with  mfirmities. 
And  pure  perfection  with  impure  defcatnre; 

Making  it  subject  to  the  tjrranny 

Of  sad  mischanoes  and  much  misery ; 

**  As  burning  fevers,  agues  pale  and  fomt, 
Lifie-poiaoning  pestilence,  and  frenzies  wood. 

The  marrow-eating  sickness,  whose  attaint 
Disorder  breeds  by  heating  of  the  blood : 

Surfeits,  impostumes,  grief,  and  damn*d  despair, 

Swear  Nature's  death  for  fuming  thee  so  fur. 

«  And  not  the  least  of  all  these  maladies. 
But  in  one  minute's  sight  brings  beauty  under: 

Both  fkvour,  savour,  hue,  and  qualities. 
Whereat  th'  imperial  gazer  late  did  wonder. 

Are  on  tbe  sudden  wasted,  thaw'd  and  done. 

As  mountain-snow  melts  with  the  mid-day  Sun. 

*'  Therefore,  despite  of  fruitless  chastity. 
Love-lacking  vestal8,''and  self-loving  nans, 

That  on  the  Earth  would  breed  a  scarcity. 
And  barren  dearth  of  daughters  and  (XTsons, 

Be  prodigal :  tbe  lamp  that  bums  by  night. 

Dries  up  his  oil,  to  lend  the  world  his  light 

*'  What  is  thy  body  but  a  swallowing  graven 

Seeming  to  bury  that  posterity 
Which  by  the  rights  of  time  tbou  needs  must  have. 

If  thou  destroy  them  not  in  their  obscurity  ? 
If  so,  the  world  .will  hold  thee  in  disdain, 
Sith  in  thy  pride  so  fisjr  a  hope  is  slain. 

*'  So  in  thyself  thyself  art  made  away ; 

A  n^schief  worse  than  civil  home-bred  strifis. 
Or  their's,  whose  desperate  hands  themselves  de 

Or  butcher-sire,  that  reaves  his  son  of  life,  [slay. 
Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidden  treasure  ficts. 
But  gold  that  t  put  to  use,  more  gokf  begets. 
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V  N«y  then,'*  quoth  A<l<m,  "  you  will  fall  again 

Into  yoOT  idle  over-handled  theme  | 
The  kiss  I  gave  yon  it  hestow'd  in  vain. 

And  aU  in  vain  yon  strive  against  the  stream  ; 
For  by  this  black-fac'd  night,  detire*8  foul  narse, 
Voor  treatise  makes  me  like  yon  worse  and  worse. 

*'  If  love  have  lent  you  twenty  thousand  tongues. 
And  every  tongue  more  moving  thaif  your  own. 

Bewitching  like  the  wanton  mermaid's  songs. 
Yet  from  mine  ear  the  tempting  tune  is  blown ; 

For  know,  my  heart  stands  armed  in  my  ear, 

And  will  not  let  a  Atlse  sound  enter  there ; 

*   Lest  the  deceiving  harmony  should  run 
Into  the  quiet  closure  of  my  breast ; 

And  )hen  my  little  heart  were  quite  undone. 
In  his  bedchamber  to  be  barr'd  of  rest. 

No,  lady,  qo;  my  heart  longs  not  to  groan, 

But  soundly  sle^  while  now  it  sleeps  alone. 

**  What  hnve  3rou  urg'd  that  I  cannot  reprove  ? 

The  path  b  smooth  that  leadetb  unto  danger ; 
I  hate  not  love,  but  your  device  in  love. 

That  leads  embracements  unto  every  stranger. 
Vou  do  it  for  increase  :  O  strange  excuse ! 
When  reason  it  the  bawd  to  lust^s  abuse. 

*<  Call  It  not  love,  for  Love  to  Heaven  is  fled, 
Since  sweathug  Lust  on  Ear^  usurps  his  name  ; 

Under  whose  simple  semblance  he  hath  fed 
Upon  fresh  beauty,  blotting  it  with  blame ; 

Which  the  hot  tyrant  stains,  and  soon  bereaves, 

As  caterpillarB  do  the  tender  leaves. 

"  Love  comforteth,  like  sun-shine  after  rain. 
But  lust's  effisct  b  tempest  after  sun; 

Lov^t  gentle  spring  doth  always  fresh  remain. 
Lust's  winter  comes  ere  summer  half  be  done. 

Love  surfoits  not ;  lust  like  a  glutton  diet : 

Lof  IB  b  all  trutl^ ;  lutt  foil  of  forged  lies. 

<*  More  I  could  tell,  but  more  I  dare  not  say ; 

The  text  b  old,  the  orator  too  green. 
Therefore,  in  sadness  now  I  will  away ; 

My  face  b  foil  of  shame,  my  heart  of  teen ; 
Mine  ears  that  to  your  wanton  talk  attended. 
Do  bum  thamselves  for  having  so  offended.'* 

With  this,  he  breaketh  from  the  sweet'enyhrace 
Of  those  fair  arms  which  bound  him  to  her  breast, 

And  homeward  through  the  dark  lawns  runs  apace ; 
Leaves  Love  i^pon  her  back  deeply  distressed. 

Look  how  a  bright  star  shooteth  horn  the  sky. 

So  glides  he  in  the  night  from  Venus*  eye; 

Which  after  him  she  darts,  as  one  on  shore 
Gaziug  upon  a  late  embarked  friend, 

Till  the  wild  waves  will  have  him  seen  no  more. 
Whose  ridges  with  the  meeting  clouds  contend ; 

So  did  the  merciless  and  pitchy  night 

Fold  in  the  object  that  did  feed  her  sight. 

Whereat  amaB*d,  at  one  that  unaware 
Hath  dropped  a  predoos  jewel  iu  the  flocid. 

Or  *stonbh'd  as  night^wanderers  often  are. 
Their  light  blown  out  in  some  mistrustful  wood ;. 

Even  so  confounded  in  the  dark  she  lay, 

Havipg  lost  the  fair  discovery  of  her  way. 


And  now  die  heats  her  heart,  whereat  it  grotna, 
Thatall  the  netghbonr-cavet,at  seaming  trouhled. 

Make  veii>al  repetition  of  her  moans ; 
Passion  on  passion  deeply  is  redoubled :  [wo»  !^ 

«*  Ah,  me  I*»  she  cries,  and  twenty  timet,  " 

And  twenty  echoes  twenty  times  cry  to. 

She,  marking  them,  begins  a  wailing  note. 
And  sings  extemp'rally  a  woeful  ditty ; 

How  love  makes  young  men  thrall,  and  old 
How  love  is  wise  in  folly,  foolish-witty :     [dote  ; 

Her  heavy  anthem  still  concludes  in  woe. 

And  still  the  choir  of  echoes  answers  to. 

Her  song  was  tedious,  and  outwore  the  night» 
For  lovers'  hours  are  long,  though  seeming  short : 

If  pleased  themselves,  others,  they  think,  delight 
In  such-like  circumstance,  with  such-like  sport : 

Their  copious  stories,  oftentimes  begun. 

End  without  audience,  and  are  never  done. 

For  who  hath  she  to  spend  the  night  withal. 

But  idle  sounds,  resembling  parasites, 
Like  shrill-tonguM  Upsters,  answering  every  call, 
'    Soothing  tlie  humour  of  fontastic  wits  ? 
She  said,  "  't  b  so:"  they  answer  all,  *•  't  b  to:* 
And  would  say  after  her,  if  she  taid  no. 

Lo !  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest, 

FVom  hb  moist  cahinet  mounts  up  on  high. 
And  wakea  the  morning,  from  whose  silver  breast 

The  Sun  ariseth  in  his  miyesty; 
Who  doth  the  worid  so  gloriously  behold. 
That  cedar-tops  and  hills  teem  bombh'd  gold- 
Venus  salutes  him  with  this  fair  good  morrow : 

'<  O  thou  clear  god,  and  patron  of  all  light, 
From  whom  each  lamp  and  shining  star  doth  bor- 
.row 

The  beauteous  influence  that  makes  him  bright. 
There  lives  a  son,  that  stick'd  an  earthly  mother. 
May  lend  thee  light,  as  thou  dost  lend  to  other." 

Thb  said,  she  hasteth  to  a  myrtle  grove. 
Musing  the  morning  is  so  much  o'erwora. 

And  yet  she  hears  no  tidings  of  her  love : 
She  hearkens  for  hb  hounds,  and  fbr  hb  horn  : 

Anon  she  hears  them  chant  it  lustily. 

And  all  in  haste  she  coasteth  to  the  cry. 

And  as  she  runs,  the  bushes  in  the  way 
Some  catch  her  by  the  neck,  some  kiss  her  face. 

Some  twine  about  her  thigh  to  make  her  stay ; 
She  wildly  hreaketh  from  their  strict  embrace,  * 

Like  a  milch  doe,  whose  swelling  dugs  do  ache. 

Hasting  to  feed  her  fawn  hid  in  some  brake. 

By  this,  she  heart  the  hounds  are  at  a  bay. 
Whereat  she  sUrU,  like  one  that  spies  an  adder 

WreatliM  up  in  fatal  folds,  just  in  his  way. 
The  fear  whereof  doth  make  him  shake  and  shod- 

Evep  so  the  timorous  yelping  of  the  hounds  [der : 

Appalt  her  senses,  and  her  spright  confounds. 

For  now  she  knows  it  is  no  gentle  chase. 
But  the  blunt  boar,  rough  bear,  or  lion  proud. 

Because  the  cry  remaineth  in  one  place. 
Where  fearfolly  the  dogs  exclaim  akMid : 

Finding  their  enemy  to  be  so  curst. 

They  all  stram  court'sy  who  shall  cope  him  Pnt. 
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Tbts  dsBuJ  crj  ring*  sadly  in  her  ear, 
Hmngh'whicb  it  enters  to  lorpriee  her  heart. 

Who,  owrcome  by  doobt  and  bloodless  fear, 
With  eoM  pale  weaknen  numbs  each  feeling  part : 

like  sddkn,  when  their  captain  oocf  doth  yield, 

They  basdy  fly,  and  dare  not  sUy  the  field. 

Thus  standa'abe  in  a  trembling  ecftasy ; 

Till,  cbearing  up  her  tenses  sore-disinay*d. 
She  telto  thcin,  *t  is  a  caoieleM  fantasy, 

And  childiah  errour  that  they  are  afraid ; 
B'ds  them  BcarequaluDg,  wills  them  fear  no  more ; — 
And  with  thai  woid  she  spy'd  the  hunted  boar  i 

Whose  finthy  moBth,  bepainted  all  with  red, 
like  aulk  and  blood  bring  mingled  both  together, 

A  second  fear  through  all  her  sinews  spread, 
Which  madly  hurries  her  she  knows  not  whither ; 

This  way  die  runs,  and  now  she  will  no  further. 

But  back  retires,  to  rate  the  boar  for  murder. 

A  thousand  spleens  bear  her  a  thousand  wa3rs ; 

She  treads  the  paths  that  she  untreads  again ; 
Her  more  than  haste  is  mated  with  delays, 

like  the  proceedings  of  a  dmnken  brain ; 
Full  of  respect,  yet  nought  at  all  respecting. 
In  band  with  all  things,  nought  at  all  efiecting. 

Here  kennerd  in  a  brake  she  finds  a  hound. 
And  adcs  the  weary  caitiff  for  his  master; 

And  there  another  licking  of  his  wound, 
*Gainst  Tenom'd  sores  the  only  sorereign  plaster; 

And  here  she  meets  another,  sadly  scowling. 

To  whom  she  speaks;  and  he  replies  with  howling. 

When  he  had  ceas*d  his  ill-resounding  noise. 
Another  flap-moiith*d  mourner,  black  and  grim, 

Agamst  the  welkin  Tollies  out  bis  roice  ; 
Another  and  another  answer  him, 

dapping  their  proud  tails  to  the  ground  below. 

Shaking  their  scratoh'd  ears  bleeding  as  they  go. 

Look,  how  the  world's  poor  people  sre  amazed, 
At  apparitions,  signs,  and  prodigies. 

Whereon  with  fearful  eyes  they  hmg  have  gazed. 
Infusing  them  with  dreadful  prophecies; 

So  she  at  these  sad  signs  draws  up  her  brc«th, 

And,  sighii^  it  again,  exclaims  on  Death. 

"  Hsrd-£sTOor'd  tyrant,  ugly,  meiq^re,  lean. 
Hateful  divorce  of  lore,*  thus  chides  she  Death  $ 

'*  Grim-grinning  ghost.  Earth's  wormy  what  doit 
tboamean 
to  stifle  beanty,  and  to  steal  his  breath. 

Who  when  he  liv'd,  his  breath  and  beauty  set 

Gloss  on  the  rose,  smell  to  the  violet  ? 

"If  he  be  dead— O  no,  it  canuQt  be. 
Seeing  bis  beanty,  thou  sboold'st  strike  at  it — 

O  yeft»  it  may ;  thou  hast  no  eyes  to  see, 
But  hatefully  at  random  dost  thou  hit. 

Thy  mark  is  feeble  age ;  but  thy  false  dart 

Jliskakcs  that  aim,  and  deaves  ^n  infent's  heart 

**  Hadstthoa  but  bid  beware,  then  he  had  spoke, 
Aad  hearing  him,  thy  power  had  lost  his  power. 

The  Desthnes  wiM  curse  thee  for  this  stroke; 
They  bid  thee  crop  a  weed,  thou  pluck'st  a  fiower. 

love's  golden  arrow  at  him  should  have  fled. 

And  not  Death's  ehctt  dart,  to  strike  him  dead. 


"  Dost  thou  drink  tears,  that  thou  provok'st  such 
weeping  ? 

What  may  a  heavy  groan  advantage  thee  ? 
Why  hast  thou  cast  into  eternal  sleeping 

Those  eyes  that  taught  all  other  eyes  to  see  2 
Now  Nature  cares  not  for  thy  mortal  vigour. 
Since  her  best  work  is  ruin'd  with  thy  rigour." 

Here  overcome,  as  one  full  of  despair, 

She  veird  her  eye-lids,  wlio,  like  sluices,  stopp'd 

The  crystal  tide  that  from  her  two  cheeks  fair 
In  the  sweet  channel  of  her  bosom  dn>pp*d ; 

But  through  the  flood-gates  breaks  the  silver  rliin. 

And  with  his  strong  course  opens  them  again. 

O  how  her  eyes  and  tears  did  lend  and  borrow ! 

Her  eyes  seen  in  her  tears,  tears  in  her  eye ; 
Both  crystals  where  they  view'd  each  other's  sorrow, 

Sorrow,  that  friendly  sighs  sought  still  to  dry ; 
But  like  a  stormy  day,  now  wind,  now  rain. 
Sighs  dry  her  cheeks,  tears  make  them  wet  again. 

Variable  passions  throng  her  constant  woe, 

,  As  striving  which  should  best  become  her  grief; 
All  entertained,  each  passion  laboon  so. 

That  every  present  sorrow  seemeth  chief, 
Bnt  none  is  best;  then  join  they  all  together, 
like  many  clouds  cousulting  for  foul  weather. 

By  this,  far  off  she  hears  some  huntsman  holla ; 

A  nurse's  song  ne'er  pleas'd  her  babe  to  well : 
The  dire  imagination  she  did  fbllQw 

This  sound  of  hope  doth  labour  to  expdl; 
For  now  reviving  joy  bids  her  rejoice. 
And  flatters  her,  it  is  Adonis*  voice. 

Whereat  her  tears  began  to  turn  their  tide. 
Being  prisoo'd  in  her  eye,  like  pearls  in  glass ; 

Yet  sometimes  falls  an  orient  drop  beside. 

Which  her  cheek  melts,  ss  scorning  it  should  pass, 

To  wash  the  foul  face  of  the  sluttish  ground, 

Who  is  but  drunken  when  she  seemeth  drown'd. 

0  hard-bebeving  love,  how  strange  it  seems 
Not  to  believe,  and  yet  too  cr^ulous  1 

Thy  weal  and  woe  are  both  of  them  extremes. 

Despair  and  hope  make  thee  ridiculous: 
The  one  doth  flittter  thee  in  thoughts  unlikely. 
With  likely  thougbU  the  other  kills  thee  quickly. 

Now  she  unweaves  the  web  that  she  had  wrought; 

Adonis  lives,  and  Death  is  not  to  blame ; 
It  was  not  she  that  call'd  him  all  to  naught ; 

Now  she  adds  honour  to  his  hateful  name; 
She  clepes  him  king  of  graves,  and  grave  for  kfaigs, 
Imperial  supreme  of  all  mortal  thmgs. 

<<  No,  no,"  quoth  she,  **  sweet  Death,  I  did  but  jest ; 

Ytit  pardon  me,  I  felt  a  kind.of  fear, 
MAhen  as  I  met  the  boar,  that  bloody  beast. 

Which  knows  no  pity,  but  is  still  severe; 
Then,  gentle  shadow,  (truth  I  must  confess) 

1  nil'd  on  thee,  fearing  my  love*s  decease. 

<*  'T  is  not  my  fault :  the  boar  t>rovok'd  my  tongue ; 

Be  wreak'd  on  him,  invisible  commander; 
T  is  he,  foul  creature,  that  hath  done  thee  wnmg  ; 

I  did  but  act,  he 's  author  of  thy  slander; 
Grief  hath  two  toiigues,  and  never  woman  yet 
Could  rule  them  both,  without  ten  women's  wit.** 
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TImm  bopiaf  tliat  Adooit  Is  aliTe, 

H^  rasb  satpect  she  doth  extenuate; 

And  thmt  hit  beauty  may  the  better  thrire, 
With  Death  riie  humbly  doth  insinuate ; 

TeUs  him  of  trophies,  stalnes,  tombs ;  and  stories 

His  Yictories,  his  triumphs,  and  his  glories. 

"  O  JoTe,"  quoth  she,  "  how  mudi  a  fool  was  I, 
To  be  of  such  a  weak  and  silly  mind, 

1*0  wail  his  death,  who  lives,  and  must  not  die, 
Till  mutual  orerthrow  of  mortal  kind ! 

For  he  being  dead,  with  htm  b  beauty  slaio, 

And,  beauty  dead,  bladi  chaos  comes  again. 

**  Fie,  6e,  fond  Love,  thou  art  so  full  of  fear. 
As  one  witii  treasure  laden,  hemm'd  with  thieves ; 

Trifles,  unwitnessed  with  eye  or  ear. 
Thy  coward  heart  with  false  bethinking  grieres." 

Even  at  this  word  she  hears  a  merry  horn, 

Whereat  she  leaps,  ttett  was  but  late  fbrioro. 

As  fiuilcon  to  the  lure,  away  she  flies ; 

The  grass  stoops  not,  she  treads  on  it  so  light  $ 
And  in  her  haste  unfortunately  spies 

The  fool  boar's  conquest  on  her  Osir  delight; 
Which  seen,  her  eyes,  as  morderM  with  the  view, 
^Like  stars  askaaft'd  of  day,  themsehres  withdrew. 

Or,  as  the  snail,  whose  tender  horns  being  hit. 
Shrinks  backward  in  his  shelly  cave  with  pain, 

And  there,  all  emotber'd  up,  in  shade  doth  sit. 
Long  after  fearing  to  creep  forth  again ; 

80,  at  his  bloody  view,  her  eyes  are  fled 

Into  the  deep  dark  cabins  of  her  head. 

Where  they  resignM  their  office  and  their  light 
To  the  disposing  of  ker  troubled  brain ; 

Wh(^  bids  them  still  consort  with  ugly  night. 
And  never  wound  the  heart  with  looks  again; 

Who,  like  a  Jcing  perplexed  in  his  throne. 

By  their  sttggestkm  gives  a  deadly  groan. 

Whereat  each  tributary  subject  quakes ; 

As  when  the  wind,  imprison*d  m  the  ground, 
Struggling  for  passage,  Earth'k  foundation  ^akes, 

\^^h  with  cold  terroutv  doth  men*!  mind  con- 
This  mutiny  each  part  doth  so  surprise,  [found : 
That  from  their  dark  beds,  once  more,  leap  her  eyes; 

And,  being  open'd,  threw  unwilling  sight 

Upon  the  wide  wound  that  the  boar  had  trenchVl 

In  his  soft  flank ;  whose  wonted  lily  white 
With  purple  tears,  that  hb  wound  wept,  was 
di«nch'd: 

Ho  flower  was  nigh,  no  grass,  herb,  leaf,  or  weed, 

But  stole  hb  bkxkl,  and  seem'd  with  has  to  Meed. 

Tbb  solemn  sympathy  poor  Venus  noteth ; 

Over  one  shoulder  doih  she  hang  her  h«id ; 
pumbly  she  passions,  frantidy  the  doteth ; 

She  thinks  he  could  not  die,  he  b  not  dead. 
Her  voice  b  stopp*d,  her  joints  forget  to  bow ; 
Her  eyes  are  mad  that  they  have  wept  till  now. 

JUpon  hb  hurt  she  kMks  ss  itedfastly,         [three; 

That  her  sight  dazzling  makes  the  wound  seem 
And  then  she  reprehends  her  mangling  ^re,  [be: 

That  mpkes  more  gashes  where  no  breach  should 
Hb  face  seems  twahi,  each  several  limb  b  doubled ; 
For  oft  the  eye  mistakes,  the  brahi  bang  troubled. 


*'  My  tongue  oammt  espresstmy  grief  4br  00% 
And  yet,"  quoth  she,  **  behold  two  Adoos  dead  ! 

My  sighs  are  blown  away,  my  salt  tears  gone, 
Bftine  eyes  are  tum'd  to  fire,  my  heart  to  l«ad : 

Heavy  heart*s  lead  mdt  at  mine  eyes,  as  fire  1 

So  shall  I  die  by  dn^  of  hot  desire. 

"  Alas,  poor  wwM,  what  tasasure  hast  thou  loet ! 

Whit  foce  remains  alive  that'sworthtbeviewing  ? 
Whose  tongue  is  music  now?  whatcansttboubonat 

Of  thrags  kxig  since,  or.  any  thing  ensuing  ? 
The  flowers  are  sweet,  their coloun fresh  and  trim; 
But  tnai^Jeet  beauty  liv*d  and  dy'd  in  him. 

**  Bonnet  or  veil  henoefbrth  no  creature  wear ! 

Nor  Bun  nor  wind  will  ever  strive  to  kiss  3^00 : 
Having  no  foir  to  lose,  you  need  not  fiear; 

The Sundoth  scorn  you,and  the  winddoth  hiss  you. 
But  when  Adonb  liv*d,  Sun  and  sharp  air 
Lurk'd  like  two  thieves,  to  rob  him  of  hb  foir; 

"  And  therefore  would  he  put  hb  booaeton. 
Under  whose  brim  the  gawdy  Sun  would  peep  ; 

The  wind  would  blow  it  off,  and,  being  gone. 
Play  with  hb  locks;  then  would  A&tib  w^ep : 

And  straight,  in  pity  of  hb  tender  years. 

They  both  woukl  strive  who  first  shoulddiy  hb  tean. 

<*  To  see  hb  face,  the  lion  walk^  along    >- 
Behind  soase  hedge,  because  he  would  not  fear 
him; 

To  facreate  himself,  when  he  hath  sung. 
The  tiger  would  be  tame,  and  gently  bear  him  i 

H  he  had  spoke,  the  wolf  would  lea;ve  hif  pray. 

And  never  fright  the  silly  lamb  that  day. 

'*  When  he  beheld  his  shadow  in  the  brook. 
The  fishes  spread  on  it  their  gMetk  giUs ; 

When  he  was  by,  the  birds  such  pleasure  took. 
That  some  would  sing,  some  other  in  their  bUla 

Would  bring  him  mnlbmies,  and  ripe  red  cben&aa^ 

He  fod  them  with  hb  sight,  they  him  with  I 


"  But  thb  fbal,  grim,  and  urchin-snooted  boarp 
Whose  downward  eye  still  looketh  for  a  grave^ 

Ne'er  saw  the  beauteous  livery  that  he  wore  $ 
Witness  the  entertahiment  that  he  gave  ; 

If  he  did  see  hb  face,  why  then  I  know. 

He  thought  to  kiss  him,  and  hath  kill'd  him  so» 

'^  T  b  true,  *t  b  true  $  thus  was  Adonb  slaio  i 
He  ran  upon  the  boar  with  hb  sharp  spear. 

Who  would  not  whet  hb  teeth  at  him  again. 
But  by  a  kiss  thought  to  pesauade  him  there  $ 

And  ouxziing  in  hb  flank,  tie  loriag  swiae 

Sheath'd,  unaware,  his  tusk  in  his  soft  giaia. 


«  Had  I  been  tooth'd  like  hhn,  I  mast  < 
With  kbsing  him  I  should  have  kiU*d  him  firat; 

But  he  b  dead,  and  never  did  he  bless 
My  youth  with  hb ;  the  more  I  am  aoeur^d.** 

With  thb  she  folleth  in  the  place  aha  stood. 

And  stains  her  fooe  with  hb  eongeakd  blood. 

She  looks  upon  hb  lips,  and  lb«y  asa  pala; 

She  takes  him  by  the  hand,  and  that  b  oold  $ 
She  whispers  in  hb  ear  a  heavy  tale, 

As  if  he  heaM  the  waefbl  wards  she  told  s 
She  lifta  tk9  coffer-lids  that  cloae  hb  eyes, 
Where  la!  two  lamps, burnt  oat,  in  darkness  Itaa s 
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fvo  gimiifir,  vliere  hcnelf  htnelf  beheld 
^  thonsaBd  tknei,  and  noir  no  more  refleet ; 

rheir  Tiftoe  loit,  vherem  tbey  late  exoell'd, 
Aod  cfeijf  MMity  robbu  of  his  effeel : 

'  Wonder  oT  time,"  qnolb  Ae,  *<  this  is  my  vpite, 

niat,  70a  being  dead,  the  day  ibould  yet  be  light 

'  Since  thou  art  dead,  lo !  here  I  propbeiy, 
Sorrow  on  knre  hereafter  ehall  attend  ; 

t  shell  be  waited  oa  wHb  jealooeyy 
Find  sweet  hegimuBf  ,  hat  oneavoury  end ; 

Ve'er  settled  equally,  too  high  or  loir ; 

That  ell  love's  pleasure  shall  not  niateb  his  woe. 

»  ItduLnbeficUe,&]se,andftilloflTaod, 
And  shall  be  blasted  in  a  breathing-while  | 

The  bottom  poison,  and  the  top  o^erstraw*d 
With  sweets,  that  shall  the  slwrpest  sigfatbeguile: 

The  strongest  body  shall  it  make  most  weak, 

Strikethe  wise  dnmbk  ead  teach  the  fool  to  speak. 

"  ItshaHbespaiinir,  and  too  fall  of  riot, 
Teaching  deeiepit  age  to  tread  the  mesmics  $ 

The  stehng  ruffian  shall  it  keep  in  quiet,     [sures. 
Piock  down  the  rich,  enrteh  the  poor  with  trea^ 

It  ^U  be  raging,  mad,  and  silly-mild. 

Make  the  young  dd,  the  old  become  a  child* 


<*  U  ik<ll  sn^ect,  wheie  is  no  cause  of  fear ; 

It  shall  not  fear,  where  it  should  most  mistrust ; 
It  shall  be  merciful,  and  too  severe. 

And  most  deoaTing,  when  it  seems  most  just ; 
Perrene  it  shall  he,  when  it  seems  most  toward. 
Pot  fear  to  valour,  ooursge  to  the  coward. 

"  It  shall  be  cause  of  war,  and  dire  events, 
And  set  dissent^  twist  the  son  and  fire ; 

Sabject  and  servile  to  all  discontents. 
As  dry  oombnrtious  matter  is  to  fire ; 

S4th  in  his  prime  death  doth  my  kyve  destroy. 

They  that  tore  best,  thar  lov«  shall  not  eigoy.'> 

By  this,  the  boy  that  by  her  side  lay  killM, 
Was  melted  like  a  vapour  firom  her  sight, 

And  m  his  blood  that  00  the  ground  lay  spiA'd, 
A  paiple  $pmer  sprung  up,  eheqner'd  with  white ; 

Keemblmg  well  his  pale  cheeks,  and  the  bkxid 

^luch  in  round  drops  upon  their  whiteness  stood. 

She  bows  her  head,  the  new^pmng  flower  to  smell, 
Conpartog  it  to  her  Adonis'  breath; 

Aod  says,  witbin  her  bosom  it  shall  dwell, 
9ioce  be  himself  is  reft  from  her  by  death : 

She  crops  the  stalk,  and  in  the  breach  appears 

Green  dropping  sap,  which  she  compares  to  tean. 

**  Poor  flower,"  quoth  she,  "  this  was  thy  father's 

/e     ^' 

(Sweet  issoe  of  a  more  sweetrsmelling  sire) 
For  every  little  grief  to  wet  his  eyes : 

To  grow  -onto  himself  was  his  desire. 
And  so  H  ii  thine;  but  know,  it;s  as  good 
To  wither  in  my  breast,  as  in  his  blood. 

"  Ifcvss  thy  father^  bed,  here  m  my  breesti 
Iboo  sit  the  next  of  blood,  and 't  is  thy  right : 

U!  iathis  bolkiw  cradle  take  thy  rest, 
My  throbbhigheart  shall  rock  thee  day  and  aightt 

^hoe  shall  not  be  one  minnte  of  an  hour, 

^^<»n  i  viB  notkimtfiy  fvcet  kfve*i  flower." 


Thus,  weary  of  the  world,  away  she  hies, 
And  yokes  her  sihFur  doves;  by  whose  swift  aid 

Their  mistren  mounted,  through  the  empty  skies 
In  her  light  chariot  quickly  is  convey'd. 

Holding  their  oonne  to  Paphos,  where  their  queen 

Mean^to  immure  herself,  and  not  be  1 


HAPE  of  LUCRECE. 

TOTHB 

RIOHT  HON.  HENRY  WRIOTHESLY, 
lAEi.  OP  loirnuMrTOii^  au»  baboii  or  TicnnBUk 

The  love  I  dedicate  to  yonr  lordship  is  wHfaont 
end ;  whereof  this  pamphlet,  without  beginning, 
is  but  a  soperflnons  moiety.  Hie  warrant  I  have 
of  your  hoooorahle  disposition,  not  the  worth  of 
my  untutored  lines,  makes  it  assured  of  accept- 
ance. What  I  have  done  is  yours,  what  I  have 
to  do  is  yours ;  being  part  in  all  I  have  devoted 
yours.  Were  my  worth  greater,  my  doty  would 
show  greater:  mean  thne,  as  it  is,  it  is  bound  to 
your  lordship,  to  whom  I  wish  lopg  life,  still 
lengthened  with  aU  happiness. 

Your  lordship's  in  ail  duty, 

WILUAM  BRAKSPXARB. 
TBE  AROmfSHT. 

Lucius  TaiquJnitts  (for  his  excessive  pride  sur- 
named  Saperiras)  after  he  had  caused  his  own 
fatber-hi-law,  Servius  Tollios,  to  be  cruelly  mur- 
dered, and,  contrary  to  the  Roman  laws  and 
customs,  not  requiring  or  staying  for  the  pec^ 
pie's  suffrages,  had  possessed  himself  of  the 
kingdom  j  went,  accompanied  with  his  sous  and 
other  noblemen  of  Ro«ne,  to  besiege  Ardca. 
During  which  siege,  the  principal  men  of  the 
army  meeting  one  evening  at  the  tent  of  Sextos 
Tarqoinius,  the  king's  son,  in  their  discourses 
after  supper  every  one  commended  the  virtues 
of  his  own  wife ;  among  whom,  jCollatious  ex* 
tolled  the  incomparable  chastity  of  his  wife  Lu- 
cretia.  In  that  pleasant  humour  they  all  posted 
to  Rome;  and  intending,  by  their  secret  and 
sodden  arrival,  to  make  trial  of  that  which  every 
one  had  before  avouched,  only  Collatinus  finds 
his  wifo  (though  it  were  late  in  the  night)  spin- 
ning amongst  ber  maids:  the  other  ladies  were 
all  found  dancing  and  revelling,  or  in  several 
disports.  Whereupon  the  noblemen  yielded 
Collatinus  the  victory,  and  his  wife  the  fema. 
At  that  time  Sextus  Tarquiaius  being  inflamed 
with  Locreoe*s  beauty,  yet  smotheriag  his  pas- 
sions for  the  present,  deperted  with  the  rest  back 
to  the  camp }  from  whence  he  shortly  after  pri« 


Digitized  by 


Google 


28 


SHAKSPEARFS  POEMS. 


▼fly  wiUidrew  btimelf,  «nd  was  (aocording^  to 
his  estate)  royally  entflttaiiied  and  lodged  by 
Lacrace  at  Collatium.  The  same  night,  be 
treacherously  stealeth  into  her  chamber*  vio- 
Inntly  ravished  her,  and  early  in  the  morning 
speedeth  away.  "  Lucrece,  in  this  lamentable 
plight,  hastily  dispatcheth  messengers,  one  to 
Rome  for  her  father,  another  to  the  camp  for 
Collatine.  They  came,  the  one  accompanied 
with  Junius  Bratos,  the  other  with  Publius  Va- 
lerius ;  and  Anding  Locrece  attired  in  mourning 
habit,  demanded  the  cause  of  her  sorrow.  She, 
first  taking  an  oath  of  them  for  her  revenge,  re- 
vealed the  actor,  and  whole  manner  of  his  deal- 
ing, and  withal  suddenly  stabbed  herself.  Which 
done,  with  one  consent  they  all  vnwed  to  root 
out  the  whole  hated  family  of  the  Tarquins; 
and  bearhig  the  dead  body  to  Rome,  Brutus  ac- 
quainted the  people  with  the  doer  and  manner 
of  the  vile  deed,  with  a  bitter  invective  against 
the  tyranny  of  the  king :  wherewith  the  people 
were  so  moved,  that  with  one  consent  and  a  ge- 
neral acclamation  the  Tarquins  were  all  exiled, 
and  the  state  government  changed  from  kings 
to  consuls. 


Tva 
RAPE  OF  LUCRECE. 

From  the  besi^ed  Ardea  all  in  post, 
Borne  by  the  trustless  wings  of  fttlse  desir(», 
Lust^breathed  Tkrquin  leaves  the  Roman  host. 
And  to  Collatium  bears  the  lightless  fire 
Which,  in  pale  embers  hid.  lurks  to  aspire. 
And  girdle  with  embracing  llames  the  waist 
Of  CoUatine's  fair  love,  Lucrace  the  chaste. 

Haply  that  name  of  chtute  unbappMy  set 

This  bateless  edge  on  bis  keen  appetite; 

When  Collatine  unwisely  did  not  let 

To  praise  the  c|ear  unmatehed  red  and  white 

Which  triumph'd  hi  that  sky  of  his  delight. 

Where  mortal  stars,  as  bright  as  Heaven*8  beauties, 

With  pure  aspecta  did  him  peculiar  duties. 

For  he  the  night  before,  in  TWrqnin's  tent, 
Vnlock'd  the  treasure  of  his  happy  state ; 
What  priceless  wealth  the  Heavens  had  him  lent 
In  the  possession  of  his  beauteous  mate ; 
Reckoning  his  fortune  at  such  high-proud  rate. 
That  kings  might  be  espoused  to  more  fame. 
But  king  nor  peer  to  such  a  pt«rless  dame. 

O  happiness  enjoy'd  but  of  a  few ! 
And,  if  possess*d,  as  soon  decayed  and  done 
As  is  the  moming'5  silver-melting  dew 
Against  the  golden  splendour  of  the  Sun ! 
An  escptr'd  date,  cancePd  ere  well  begun: 
Honour  and  beauty,  in  the  owner's  arms, 
Are  weakly  fortress'd  from  a  world  of  harms. 

Beauty  itself  doth  of  itself  persuade 
The  eyes  of  men  without  an  orator ; 
What  needeth  then  apology  be  made 
To  set  forth  that  which  is  so  singular } 
Or  why  is  Collatine  the  publisher 
Of  that  rich  jewel  he  shouM  keep  unknown 
From  thievish  etrs»  became  it  b  hia  own? 


I  Perchance  his  boast  of  lucfvce'  sovereignty 
' Saggested  this  proud  issoeof  a  king | 
For  by  our  ears  our  hearts  oft  tainted  be : 
Perchance  that  envy  of  so  rich  a  thing. 
Braving  compare,  disdainfally  did  sting         f  ▼ 
His  high-pttoh*d  thoughts,  that  meaner  i 
The  golden  hap  which  their  superiors  want. 

But  some  untimely  thought  did  instigate 

His  aH  too-timeless  speed,  if  none  of  thoae  : 

His  honour,  hn  affstrs,  his  friends,  his  state. 

Neglected  all,  with  swift  intent  he  goes 

To  quench  the  coal  which  in  his  liver  glows. 

O  rash-talse  heat,  wrapt  in  repentant  oold, 

Tby  hasty  spring  still  blasta,  and  ne*er  grows  old  \ 

When  at  Gollatinm  this  false  lord  arriv'd. 
Well  was  he  welcom'd  by  the  Roman  dame» 
Within  whose  face  beauty  and  virtue  striv'd 
Which  of  them  both  should  underprop  her  fame : 
When  virtue  bragg'd,  beauty  would  blush  for  shame; 
When  beauty  boasted  blushes,  in  despite 
Virtue  would  stain  that  or  with  silver  white- 
Bat  beauty,  in  that  white  intituled. 
From  Venus'  doves  doth  challenge  that  fisir  field ; 
Then  virtue  claims^from  beauty  beauty's  red. 
Which  virtue  gave 'the  golden  age,  to  gild 
Their  silver  cheeks,  and  call'd  it  then  their  shield  j 
Teaching  them  thus  to  use  it  in  the  fight, — 
When  shame  assail'd,  the  red  shoold  fence  the  white. 

This  heraldry  in  Lucrece*  face  was  seen. 
Argued  by  bcsoty*i  red,  and  virtuous  white. 
Of  either's  colour  was  the  other  queen, 
Proving  from  world's  minority  their  right : 
Yet  their  ambition  makes  them  still  to  fight; 
The  sovereignty  of  either  being  so  great. 
That  oft  they  interchange  each  other's  seat. 

This  silent  war  of  lilies  and  of  roses 

Which  Tarquin  view'd  in  her  fair  face's  field* 

In  their  pure  ranks  his  traitor  eye  encloaes ; 

Where,  lest  between  them  both  it  should  be  kiU*d, 

The  coward  captive  vanquished  doth  yield 

To  those  two  armies  that  would  let  him  gO| 

Rather  than  triumph  in  so  false  a  foe. 

Now  thinks  he  that  her  husband's  shallow 
(The  niggard  prodigal  that  prais'd  her  so) 
in  that  high  task  hath  done  her  beauty-  wrxmg. 
Which  far  exceeds  his  barren  skill  to  show: 
Therefore  that  praise  which  Collatine  doth  owe. 
Enchanted  Tarquin  answers  with  surmise. 
In  silent  wonder  of  still-gazing  eyes. 

This  eartiily  saint,  adored  by  this  devil, 

Uttle  suqiectetb  the  folse  worshipper; 

For  thoughts  unstain'd  do  seldom  dream  on  evil  \ 

Birds  never  limb'd  no  secret  bushes  fear : 

So  guiltless  she  securely  gives  good  cheer 

And  reverend  welcome  to  her  princely  guest. 

Whose  inward  ill  no  outward  harm  expreaa'd : 

For  that  he  colour'd  with  his  high  estate. 
Hiding  base  sin  in  plaits  of  majesty ; 
That  nothing  in  him  seem*d  inordinate. 
Save  sometime  too  much  wonder  of  his  eye^ 

I  Which,  having  all,  all  could  not  satisfy ; 
But,  poorly  rich,  so  wanteth  iif  his  store. 
That,  cloy*d  w:ith  mnch,  he  pineth  stilt  for  more. 
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5  he  thai  Dcrer  cop*d  with  stranger  eyes, 
la  pick  DO  meaniog  from  their  parling  looks, 

read  the  srabtle-sbining  secresies 
it  ID  the  s^^oy  roargenU  of  socb  books ; 
:  touched  no  unknown  baits,  nor  fear'd  no  books; 
r  could  she  moralize  bis  wanton  sight, 
re  than  faia  ejres  were  open*d  to  the  light 

stories  to  her  ears  her  husband's  fame, 

Ml  in  the  adds  of  fhiitfot  lUly; 

d  decks  with  praises  CoUatine'^  bigh  name, 

iile  glorious  by  his  manly  cbivaliy, 

th  bruised  arms  and  wreaths  of  victory  : 

r  j.jy  with  heavM-up  hand  she  doth  express, 

d,  wordless,  so  greeU  Heaven  for  his  success. 

r  from  the  purpose  of  his  coming  thither, 
'  makes  excuses  for  his  being  there. 
\  cloudy  show  of  stormy  blustering  weather 
ith  yet  in  bis  fair  welkin  once  appear ; 
U  sahle  Night,  mother  of  dread  and  fear, 
XK&  the  world  dim  darkness  doth  display, 
id  in  her  vmulty  prison  stows  the  day. 

w  then  is  Tarqoin  brought  nolo  his  hed>. 

itendiog  weariness  with  heavy  spright; 

t>r,  after  sapper,  long  he  qnestioned 

^th  modest  Lucreoe,  and  wore  out  the  night : 

ow  leaden  slumber  with  life's  strength  doth  fight; 

nd  every  <»e  to  rest  himself  beUkes,       [wakes. 

sve  thieveSy  and  cares,  and  troubled  mindfi  that 

A  one  of  which  doth  Tarqotn  lie  revolving^ 

'he  Miadry  dangers  of  his  will's  obtaining ; 

'xA  ever  to  obtain  his  will  resolving, 

Ihiu^  weak-built  hopes  persuade  him  to  abstaining: 

despair  to  gain,  doth  traffic  oft  for  gaining ; 

ind  when  great  treasure  is  the  meed  proposed, 

rhougfa  death  be  adjunct,  there's  nodeath  supposed. 

rhose  that  much  covet,  are  with  gain  so  fund, 

rhat  what  they  have  not  (that  which  they  possess) 

Phey  scatter  sidd  unloose  it  from  their  bond, 

Ind  so,  by  hoping  more,  they  have  but  less  j 

>r,  gaining  more,  the  profit  of  excess 

s  but  to  sarleit,  and  such  grielii  sustain, 

Phat  they  prove  bankrupt  in  this  poor»rich  gain. 

rhe  aim  <^  all  is  but  to  mine  the  life 

•Vtth  honour,  wealtb,  and  ease,  in  waining  age; 

^nd  in  this  aim  there  is  such  thwarting  strife, 

rhat  one  for  aU,  or  aH  for  one  we  gage; 

Is  life  for  hononr,  in  fell  battles'  rage ; 

BuDoor  for  wealth;  and  oft  that  wealth  doth  cost 

The  death  of  all,  and  all  together  lost. 

fo  that  m  vent^ing  ill,  we  leave  to  be 
the  things  we  are,  for  that  which  we  expect ; 
'  thb  ambitions  foul  infirmity, 
having  much,  torments  us  with  defect 
'  that  we  bave:  so  then  we  do  neglect 
lie  thing  we  have,  and,  all  for  want  of  wit, 
lake  lomething  nothing,  by  augmenting  it. 


luch  bazaid  now  must  doting  Tarquin  make, 

Owning  his  honour  to  obtain  his  lust ; 

N  for  himsdf,  himself  he  most  forsake : 

^«n  where  is  tmih,  if  there  be  no  self-trust  ? 

Khcn  shall  be  think  to  find  a  stranger  just, 

K^Hen  be  himself  himself  confoui^  betrays 

to  slanderous  tsofucs,  and  wretched  hateful  days? 


Now  stole  upon  the  time  the  dead  of  night. 
When  heavy  sl^p  had  closM  up  mortal  eyes ; 
No  comfortable  star  did  lend  his  light. 
No  noise  but  owls*  and  wolves*  death-boding  cri^T 
Now  serves  the  season  that  they  may  surprise 
The  silly  lambs;  pore  thoughts  are  dead  and  still. 
While  lust  and  murder  wake  to  stain  and  kill. 

And  now  this  lustful  lord  Icap'd  from  his  bed. 

Throwing  his  mantle  rud«ly  o*er  his  arm  ; 

Is  madly  toss'd  between  desire  ahd  dread ; 

The  one  sweetly  flatters,  the  other  feareth  harm ; 

But  honest  fear,  bewitched  with  lust's  foul  charm^ 

Doth  too  too  oft  betake  him  to  retire, 

Beaten  as  ay  by  brain-sick  rude  desire. 

His  falchion  on  a  flint  he  softly  smitetb. 
That  from  the  cold  stone  sparks  of  fire  do  fly. 
Whereat  a  waxen  torch  forthwith  be  lighteth. 
Which  must  be  lode-star  to  bis  lostfol  eye; 
And  to  the  flame  thus  speaks  advisedly : 
"  As  from  this  cold  flint  I  enforced  this  fire^ 
So  Lucrece  must  1  force  to  my  desire." 

Here,  pale  with  fear,  he  doth  premeditate 
The  dangers  of  his  loathsome  enterprise. 
And  in  his  inward  mind  he  doth  debate 
What  following  sorrow  may  on  this  arise: 
Then  looking  scornfully,  be  doth  demise 
His  naked  armour  of  still-slaoghter*d  lust. 
And  justly  thus  controls  his  thoughts  unjust. 

"  Fair  torch,  bum  out  thy  light,  and  lend  it  not 

To  darken  her  whose  light  excelleth  thine ! 

And  die,  onhallow'd  thoughu,  befeve  you  blot 

With  your  uncleanness  that  which  is  divine ! 

Oflfer  pure  incense  to  so  pure  a  shrine : 

Let  foir  humabity  abhor  the  deed 

That  spots  and  stains  lovers  modestinow-wbtteweed. 

**  O  shame  to  knighthood  and  to  shilling  arms  V 
O  foul  dishonour  to  my  househ<4d's  grave ! 
O  impious  act,  indadmg  all  ioui  harms ! 
A  martial  man  to  be  soft  fancy's  slave! 
True  valour  still  a  true  respect  should  have  ; 
1'hen  my  digression  is  to  vile,  so  base. 
That  it  will  live  engraven  in  my  foce. 

*'  Yea,  though  I  die,  the  scandal  will  survive. 
And  be  an  eye-sore  in  my  golden  coat ; 
Some  loathsome  dash  the  heraki  will  contrive, 
To  cipher  me,  how  fondly  I  did  dote ; 
That  my  posterity,  sbamM  with  the.  note. 
Shall  curse  my  bones,  and  hold  it  for  no  sin 
To  wish  that  I  their  fiuher  had  not  been. 

««  What  win  I,  if  I  gain  the  thing  f  seek? 

A  dream,  a  breath,  a  froth  of  fleeting  joy : 

Whe  buys  a  minute's  mirth,  to  wail  a  week  ? 

Or  sells  eternity,  to  get  a  toy  ? 

For  one  sweet  grape  who  will  the  vine  destroy? 

Or  what  fond  beggar,  hot  to  touch  the  crown, 

Would  with  the  sceptre  straight  he  strucken  down  ? 

"  If  Ootlatinus  dream  of  my  intent, 
Will  he  not  wake,  and  in  a  desperate  rage 
Post  hither,*  this  vile  purpose  to  prevent  ? 
This  siege  that  hath  engirt  his  marriage. 
This  hlor  to  youth,  this  sorrow  to  the  sage^ 
This  dying  virtue,  this  surviving  shame, 
.Whose  crime  will  bear  an  ever-durtng  blame  ? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


30 


SHAKSPEARE'S  POEMS. 


**  O  what  czcuM  eaiv  my  invcntioD  make. 
When  thou  ihalt  chaiye  me  with  so  black  a  deed  ? 
Will  not  my  tongue  be  mote,  my  frail  joiqts  shake  ? 
Mine  eyes  forego  their  light,  my  false  heart  bleed  9 
The  guilt  being  great,  the  fear  doth  still  exceed ; 
And  extreme  fear  can  neither  fight  nor  fiy, 
But,  cowaid-like,  with  trembling  tenrour  die. 

**  Had  GoUatinus  kiU'd  my  son  or  sire. 
Or  lain  in  ambush  to  betray  my  life. 
Or  were  he  not  my  dear  friend,  this  desire 
Might  have  excuse  to  work  upon  his  wife ; 
As  in  rerenge  or  quifital  of  such  strife : 
But  as  he  is  my  kinsman,  my  dear  friend. 
The  shame  and  &ult  finds  no  excuse  nor  end* 

**  Sham^ul  it  is; — ay,  if  the  feet  be  known  : 
Hateful  it  is  ;— there  is  nor  hate  in  loving : 
I  'U  beg  her  k)ve ; — bui  she  is  not  her  own : 
The  worst  is  but  denial,  and  reproving : 
My  will  is  strong,  past  reason's  weak  removing. 
Who  fears  a  sentence  or  an  old  man*s  saw. 
Shall  by  a  painted  doth  be  kept  in  awe." 

Thus,  graceless,  holds  he  disputatioa 
Tween  frozen  conscience  and  hot^buming  will. 
And  with  good  thoughts  makes  dispensation, 
Urging  the  worser  sense  for  vantage  still ; 
Which  in  a  moment  doth  confound  and  UU 
All  pure  effects,  and  doth  so  far  proceed. 
That  what  is  vUe  shows  like  a  virtuous  deed. 

Quoth  he, "  She  took  me  kindly  by  the  hand. 
And  gaz'd  for  tidings  in  my  eager  eyes. 
Fearing  iome  hard  news  from  the  warlike  band 
Where  her  beloved.  GoUatinus  lies. 
O  how  her  fear  did  make  her  colour  rise  1 
First  red  as  roses  that  on  lawn  we  lay, 
Then  white  as  lawn,  th«  loses  took  ayray. 

<*  A]|d  how  her  hand,  in  my  hand  being  lockM, 
Forc*d  it  to  tremble  with  her  loyal  fear ! 
WhicS  struck  her  sad,  and  then  it  fester  rock'd. 
Until  her  husband's  welfare  she  did  hear ; 
Whereat  she  smiled  with  so  sweet  a  cheer. 
That  had  Narcissus  seen  her  as  she  stood, 
|3eIf-love  had  never  drown'd  him  in  the  flood. 

«  Why  hunt  I  then  for  colour  or  exonses  ? 

All  orators  are  dumb  when  beauty  pleadeth  ;    . 

Poor  wretches  have  remorse  in  poor  abuses ; 

Love  thrives  not  in  the  heart  that  shadows  dr^deth : 

Affection  is  my  captain,  and  he  leadeth ; 

And  when  his  gaudy  banner  is  display 'd> 

The  coward  fi^ts,  and  will  ngt  be  dismay'd. 

*'  Then  childish  fear  avaunt  I  debating  die  I 
Respect  and  reason  wait  on  wrinkled  age ! 
My  heart  shall  never  countermand  mine  eye ; 
Sad  pause  and  deep  regard  beseem  the  sage ; 
My  part  is  youth,  and  beats  these  from  the  stage: 
Desire  my  pilot  is,  beauty  my  prize ; 
Tliei^ho  fean  sinking  where  such  tceasore  hmV 

As  com  o'er^grown  by  weods^  so  heedful  fear 

Is  almost  chok'd  by  unresisted  lust 

Away  he  steals  with  open  listening  ear. 

Full  of  foul  hope,  and  friU  of  fond  mistrust ; 

Both  which,  as  servitors  to  the  uqjust. 

So  cross  him  with  their  opposite  peituasiont 

That  BOW  he  vowt  a  lenguey  and  now  invasion. 


Within  his  thought  her  heafvaly  image  sits. 

And  in  the  self-same  seat  sits  CoUatine : 

That  eye  which  looks  on  her,  eonfonnds  bis  witi 

That  eye  which  him  beholds,  as  more  diTioe, 

Unto  a  view  so  felse  will  not  incline  ; 

But  with  a  pure  appeal  seeks  to  the  heart. 

Which,  once  corrupted,  takes  the  wocaer  part; 

And  therein  heartens  up  his  servile  powers. 
Who,  flafter'd  by  their  leader's  jocund  show. 
Stuff  up  his  lust,  as  minutes  fill  up  hoars  ; 
And  as  their  captain,  so  their  pride  dotb  grow. 
Paying  more  slavish  tribute  than  they  owe. 
By  reprobate  desire  thus  madly  led. 
The  Roman  lord  marcheth  to  Lncrece*  bed. 

The  locks  between  her  chamber  and  his  will. 
Each  one  by  him  enforc'd,  retires  his  vrmrd  ; 
But  as  they  open,  they  all  rate  his  ill. 
Which  drives  the  creeping  thief  to  some  regard: 
The  threshold  grates  the  door  to  have  him  hesid 
Night-wandring  weasels  shriek  to  see  him  then; 
They  fright  him,  yet  he  still  pursues  his  fear. 

As  each  unwilling  pottal  yields  him  way. 
Through  little  vents  and  crannies  of  the  place 
The  wind  wars  with  his  torch,  to  make  him  sUy, 
And  blows  the  smoke  of  it  into  his  fece» 
Extinguishing  his  conduct  in  this  case  ; 
But  his  hut  heart,  which  fond  desire  doth  scorch, 
PuA  forth  another  wind  that  fires  the  torch : 

And  being  lighted,  by  the  light  he  spies 

Lucretia*8  glove,  wherein  her  needle  sticks  ; 

He  ukes  it  from  the  rushes  where  it  lies; 

And  griping  it,  the  neeld  his  finger  pricks : 

As  who  shouU  say,  <*  This  glove  to  wanton  tricb 

Is  not  inur*d ;  return  again  in  haste ; 

Thou  seest  our  mistress*  ornaments  are  chaste^" 

But  all  these  poor  foibiddings  oonid  not  stay  himi 
He  in  the  worst  sense  construes  their  denial : 
The  doors,  the  wind,  the  glove  that  did  delay  him^ 
He  takes  for  acoidental  things  of  trial  $  { 

Or  as  those  bars  which  stop  the  hooriy  dial. 
Who  with  a  lingering  suy  his  course  doth  let. 
Till  every  minute  pays  the  hour  his  debt. 

"  So,  so,"  quoth  he,  <*  these  lets  attend  the  tine, 
Like  little  frosts  that  sometime  threat  the  apriog, 
To  add  a  more  rejoioing  to  the  prime. 
And  give  the  sneaped  birds  more  cause  to  mogi 
Pain  pays  the  inoomeof  each  prscioosthittg;  [saod^ 
Huge  rocks,  high  winds,  strong  pirates,  shelves  and 
The  merchant  fears,  ere  rich  at  home  he  Kuds." 

Now  is  he  come  unto  the  chamber  door 

That  shuts  him  from  the  Heaven  of  his  thoogbt, 

Which  with  a  yielding  latch,  and  with  no  mart,  j 

Hath  barr'd  him  from  the  blessed  thing  he  sougiit* 

So  from  himself  impiety  hath  wrought. 

That  for  his  prey  to  piay  he  doth^ begin. 

As  if  the  Heavens  should  countenance  his  sin. 

But  in  the  midst  of  ha  unfruitful  prayer^ 
Having  solicited  the  eternal  power. 
That  his  foul  thonghtt  might  compass  his  fair  frirj 
And  they  wouUi  stand  auspicious  to  the  hour, 
Ev*n  there  hestarts:-«qoothhe^  "  I  most  defioser; 
The  powers  to  whom  I  pray,  abhor  this  feet. 
How  can  they  then  assist  ma  m  tbtt  not  ? 
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«*  Then  Ime  moA  Fortane  be  viy  godi,  my  guide  I 
My  win  is  b«sk'd  with  f^ewlMtaoa : 
ThoQglits  are  but  dreant  till  tfaetr  effects  betiied, 
The  blackert  im  ie  deeiM  vith  ebtolatioa ; 
A^aint  love**  fii«  fear*a  frost  kath  diasoluticn. 
The  eye  of  Hesreo  is  ovt,  and  misty  night 
Coven  the  shame  that  follows  sweet  deKght." 


TUTS  said,  has  gviity  hand  plackM  np  the  latch. 
And  vith  his  knee  the  door  he  opens  wide: 
The  dore  sleepa  fast  that  this  night-owl  will  catch ; 
Thus  tieason  woito  ere  traitors  be  espied. 
Who  Mss  the  lurking  serpent,  steps  aside ; 
But  she,  ibnnd  sleeping,  fearing  no  snch  thing, 
lies  at  the  mercy  of  his  mortal  sting. 

Into  the  chamber  wickedly  he  stalks, 

And  gazetb  on  her  yet  unstained  bed. 

The  carUms  being  dose,  aboat  he  walks, 

Roliiog  his  greedy  eye^balis  in  his  head: 

By  thetr  high  tteason  is  bis  heart  misled ; 

Which  gives  the  watch-word  to  his  hand  full  soeo, 

To  draw  the  dood  tiiat  hides  the  silver  Moon. 

Look  as  the  fair  and  firy-pointed  San, 

Rustung  from  fbitb  a  clocid,  bereaves  onr  sight  | 

Even  so,  tiie  ciMain  drawn,  hts  eyes  began 

To  wiok,  being  blinded  with  a  greater  light : 

Whether  it  is,  that  she  reflects  so  bright. 

That  dazzletb  them,  or  else  some  shame  supposed; 

Bat  blind  they  are,  and  keep  themselves  enckwed. 

O,  had  they  in  that  darksome  prison  died. 
Then  had  they  seen  the  period  of  their  ill ! 
Then  Ooilatine  again  by  Lncrece'  side, 
In  his  clear  bed  might  have  reposed  still : 
Bat  they  most  ope,  this  blessed  league  to  kilt ; 
And  boly-thoaghted  Luerece  to  their  sight 
Must  sell  her  joy,  her  Kfe,  her  workPs  delight. 

Her  lily  harad  her  rosy  cheek  lies  under^ 
Coseoittg  the  pillow  of  a  lawful  kiss ; 
Who,  therdbre  angry,  seems  to  part  in  sunder, 
Swelling  on  either  side  to  want  his  bliss ; 
Between  whose  bills  her  head  entomhed  is : 
Where,  like  a  vittnoos  monument,  she  lies, 
To  be  admir'd  of  lewd  unfaallow'd  eyes. 

Without  the  bed  her  other  fair  hand  was. 
On  the  green  coverlet;  whose  perfbct  white 
ShoVd  like  an  April  daisy  on  the  grass. 
With  pearty  sweat,  resembKng  dew  of  night 
Her  eyes^  ike  marigolds,  had  sbeath'd  thetr  light. 
And,  canopied  in  darkness^  sweetly  lay, 
Till  they  might  open  to  adiom  the  day. 

Herhsir,fike  gcMen  threiids,play'd  with  her  breath  i 
0  modest  waneote !  wanton  modesty ! 
Shoeing  life's  triumph  in  the  map  of  death. 
And  death's  dim  look  in  life's  mortolity. 
Esch  in  her  sleep  themsdves  so  beautify, 
As  if  between  them  twain  there  were  no  strifs, 
Bat  that  life  liY'd  in  death,  and  death  in  life. 

Her  hreastoi  Qke  Ivory  gk)bes  circfod  with  blue, 

A  pair  of  maiden  worids  unconqnered, 

Save  ofthiir  k»d  no  bearing  yoke  they  knew. 

And  him  by  oath  they  truly  honoured. 

Tbcaevoilds  hi  Tarquin  new  ambitioa  bred ; 

Who,  like  a  ^1  ttsurper,  went  about 

From  thti  fidr  throne  to  heave  the  owner  out. 


What  could  he  see,  but  mightily  he  noted  ? 
What  did  be  note,  but  strongly  he  desired  ? 
"What  be  beheld,  on  that  he  flimly  dot«4^ 
And  in  his  will  his  wiMbl  eye  he  tired.    % 
With  more  than  adndration  he  admired 
Her  azure  veins,  her  afabaster  skhi, 
Her  ooral  lips,  her  aww-white  dimpled  diim 

As  the  grim  lieu  lawtieth  o'er  his  prey, 

Sharp  hunger  by  the  conquest  satisfied, 

So  b'er  this  sleeping  soul  doth  Tan|uni  stay, 

His  rage  of  lost  hy  gasiog  qualified ; 

Slack'd,  not  soppress'd ;  for  sUoding  by  her  side, 

His  eye,  which  late  this  mutiny  restrains. 

Unto  a  greater  uproar  tempts  his  vefan : 

And  they,  like  stragglmg  slaves  Ibr  pillage  fighting, 

Obdurate  vassals,  fell  exploits  effecting, 

In  bloody  death  and  ravishment  delighting. 

Nor  children's  tenia,  nor  mothers'  groans  re^>eeting9 

Swell  in  their  pride,  the  onset  still  expecting: 

Anon  his  beating  heart,  alarum  strikmg. 

Gives  the  hot  charge,  and  bids  them  do  their  liking. 

His  drumming  heart  cheers  up  his  burning  eye, 
His  eye  commends  the  leading  to  his  hand ; 
His  hand,  as  proud  of  such  a  dignity. 
Smoking  with  pride,  roarch'd  on  to  make  his  stand 
On  her  bare  breast,  the  heart  of  all  her  land ; 
Whose  ranks  of  blue  vems,  as  his  hand  did  scale. 
Left  their  round  turrets  dotitnte  and  pale. 

They  mustering  to  the  quiet  ckbinet 

Where  their  dear  governess  and  lady  lies, 

Do  tell  her  she  is  dreadfiilly  beset. 

And  fright  her  with  concision  of  their  Cries : 

She,  much  amaz'd,  breaks  ope  her  lock*d-up  eyes, 

Who»  peeping  forth  this  tumult  to  behold, 

Are  by  his  darning  torch  dimmM  and  eontrol'di 

Imagine  her  as  one  in  deed  of  night 
From  forth  dull  sleep  by  dreadful  fiincy  wakfaig. 
That  thinks  she  hath  beheld  mme  ghastly  sprite. 
Whose  grim  aspect  sets  every  jomt  a  shaking  5 
What  terrour  't  is !  but  she,  in  worser  Uking, 
From  sleep  disturbed,  beedfully  doth  view 
The  sight  which  makes  suppooed  terrour  true. 

Wrapped  and  oonfbnnded  itt  a  thousand  fhars, 
like  to  a  new-kill 'd  bird  she  trembling  lies; 
She  dares  not  look  j  yet,  wmking,  there  appears 
Quick-shifting  aotics,  ugly  in  her  eyes: 
Such  shadows  are  the  weak  brain's  fbrgeries ; 
Who>  angry  that  the  eyes  fly  fW>m  their  light^ 
In  darkness  dannts  them  with^nore  dreadful  sightsr 

His  hand  that  yet  remains  upon  her  breast, 
(Rude  ram,  to  batter  such  an  ivory  wall  T) 
May  feel  her  heart  (poor  citlaen  !)  distress'd. 
Wounding  itself  to  death,  rise  op  and  fiill, 
Beating  her  bulk,  that  his  hand  shakes  withaL 
This  moves  in  him  more  rage,  and  lesser  pity. 
To  make  the  breach,  and  enter  this  sweet  city. 

First,  like  a  trumpet,  doth  his  tongue  begin 
To  sound  a  parley  to  his  heartless  foe, , 
Who  o*er  the  white  sheet  peers  her  whiter  chin. 
The  reason  of  this  rash  alarm  to  know. 
Which  be  by  dumb  demeanour  seeks  to  show  ^ 
But  she  with  vehement  prayers  urgeth  still. 
Under  what  colour  he  commits  this  ill. 
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Thus  he  repliei:  *<  The  cokrar  in  thy  fiice 
(That  even  for  anger  makes  the  lily  pale. 
And  the  red  rose  blush  at  her  own  disgrace) 
Shan  plR4P  for  me,  and  tell  my  lofing  tale: 
Under  that  colour  am  I  come  to  scale 
Thy  never- conqaer*d  fort;  the  fault  is  thine. 
For  those  thine  eyes  betray  thee  unto  mine. 

*<  Thus  I  forestall  thee,  if  thon  mean  to  chide: 
Thy  beauty  hath  ensnar'd  thee  to  this  night. 
Where  thou  with  patience  must  my  will  abide, 
My  will  that  marks  thee  for  my  earth's  delight. 
Which  I  to  conquer  sought  with  all  my  might; 
But  as  reproof  and  reason  beat  it  dead. 
By  thy  bright  beauty  was  it  newly  bred. 

"  I  see  what  crosses  my  attempt  will  bring ; 
I  know  what  thorns  the  growing  rose  defends ; 
I  think  the  houey  guarded  with  a  sting; 
All  this,  beforehand,  counsel  comprehends: 
But  will  is  deaf,  and  bears  no  heedful  friends ; 
Only  he  hath  an  eye  to  gaze  on  beauty. 
And  dotes  on  what  he  looks,  'gainst  law  or  duty. 

«  I  have  debated,  even  ro  my  soul, 

What  wrong,  what  shame,  wha^sorrow  I  shall  breed; 

But  nothing  can  affection's  course  control, 

Or  stop  the  headbng  fury  of  his  speed. 

I  know  repentant  tears  ensue  the  deed. 

Reproach,  disdain,  and  deadly  enmity ; 

Yet  strive  I  to  embrace  mine  infamy." 

This  said,  he  sbaikes  aloft  his  Roman  blade, 
Which  like  a  faulcon  towering  in  the  skies, 
Coucheth  the  fowl  below  with  his  wings'  shade, 
Whose  xsrooked  beak  threats  if  he  mount  he  dies : 
So  under  the  insulting  falchion  lies 
Harmless  Lucretia,  marking  what  he  tells,  ' 
With  trembling  fear,  as  fowl  hear  faulcons'  bells. 

'*  Lucrece,**'quoth  he, "  this  night  I  must  eqjoy  thee: 
If  thou  deny,  then  force  must  work  my  way, 
For  in  thy  bed  I  purpose  to  destroy  thee ; 
That  done,  some  worthless  slave  of  thine  X II  slay, 
To  kill  thine  honour  with  thy  life's  decay; 
And  in  thy  dead  arms  do  I  mean  to  place  him. 
Swearing  I  slew  him,  seeing  thee  embrace  bim. 

"  So  thy  surviving  husband  shall  remain 
The  scornful  mark  of  every  open  eye; 
Thy  kinsmen  hang  their  heads  at  this  disdain. 
Thy  issue  blurr'd  with  nameless  bastardy : 
And  thou,  the  author  of  their  obloquy. 
Shall  have  thy  trespass  cited  up  in  rhymes. 
And  sung  by  children  in  succeeiding  times. 

"  But  if  thon  yield,  I  rest  thy  secret  friend : 
The  foult  unknown  is  as  a  thought  unacted; 
A  little  harm,  done  to  a  great  good  end. 
For  lawful  policy  remains  enacted. 
The  poisonous  simple  sometimes  is  compacted 
In  a  pure  compound ;  being  so  applied. 
His  venom  in  effect  is  purified. 

"  Then  for  thy  husband's  and  thy  children's  sake. 

Tender  my  suit:  bequeath  not  to  their  k>t 

The  shame  that  from  them  no  device  can  take. 

The  blemish  that  will  never  be  forgot ; 

Wone  than  a.siavish  wipe,  or  birth-hour's  bbt : 

For  marks  descried  in  men^s  nativity 

Are  Nature's  faulty  not. their  ^wn  infomy." 


Here  with  a  cockatrice'  dead-kilUng  eft. 

He  ronseth  up  himself,  and  makes  a  pause. 

While  she,  the  picture  of  pure  piety. 

Like  a  white  hind  under  the  grype's  sharp  claws^ 

Pleads  in  a  wilderness,  wh^re  are  no  laws, 

To  the  rough  beast  that  knows  no  gentle  tight, 

Nor  aught  obeys  but  his  foul  appetite. 

Look,  when  ablack-fac*d  cloud  the  woild  doth  thre^ 
In  his  dim  m»t  th'  aspiring  mountains  hiding, 
FVom  earth's  dark  womb  some  gentle  gust  doth  get. 
Which  bbws  these  pitchy  vapours  from  their  biding. 
Hindering  their  present  fall  by  this  dividing ; 
So  his  unhallowM  baste  her  words  delays, 
And  moody  Pluto  winks  while  Orpheus  plays. 

Yet,  foul  night-waking  cat,  he  doth  but  dally. 

While  in  his  hold-fost  foot  the  weak  mouse  panteth : 

Her  sad  behaviour  feeds  his  vulture  folly, 

A  swallowing  gulf  that  ev'b  in  plenty  wantctb : 

His  ear  her  prayers  admits,  but  his  heart  granteth 

No  penetrable  entrance  to  her  plaining; 

Tears  harden  lust,  though  marble  wear  with  raining. 

Her  pity- pleading  eyes  are  sadly  fixed 
In  the  remorseless  wrinkles  of  his  £ace; 
Her  modest  eloquence  with  sighs  is  mixed. 
Which  to  her  oratary  adds  more  grace. 
She  puts  the  period  often  from  his  place. 
And  midst  the  sentence  so  her  accent  breaks. 
That  twice  she  doth  begin  ere  once  she  speaks. 

She  conjures  him  by  high  almighty  Jove, 

By  knighthood,  gentry,  and  sweet  friendship's  oath. 

By  her  untimely  tears,  her  husband's  love^ 

By  holy  human  law,  and  common  troth. 

By  Heaven  and  Earth,  and  all  the  power  of  both. 

That  to  his  borrow'd  bed  he  make  retire^ 

And  stoop  to  honour,  not  to  foul  desire. 

Quoth  she,  "  Reward  not  hospitality 
With  such  black  payment  as  thou  hast  pretended; 
Mud  not  the  founUin  that  gave  drink  to  thee; 
Mar  not  the  thing  that  cannot  be  amended; 
End  thy  ill  aim,  before  thy  shoot  be  ended : 
He  is  no  wood-man  that  doth  bend  his  bow 
To  strike  a  poor  unseasonable  doe. 

"  My  husband  is  thy  friend,  for  bis  sake  qmre  me ; 
Thyself  art  mighty,  for  thine  own  sake  leave  me; 
Myself  a  weakling,  do  not  then  ensnare  me. 
Thou  kx>k'st  not  like  deceit ;  do  not  deceive  me: 
My  sighs,  like  whirlwinds,  labour  hence  to  heave  thee. 
If  ever  man  were  mov'd  with  woman's  moans. 
Be  moved  with  my  tears,  my  sighs,  my  groans ; 

"  All  which  together,  like  a  tronbled  ocean. 
Beat  at  thy  rocky  and  wreck-threatening  heart. 
To  soften  it  with  their  continual  motioo; 
For  stones  dissolv'd  to  water  do  convert* 
O,  if  no  harder  than  a  stone  thou  art. 
Melt  at  my  tears  and  be  compassionate ! 
Soft  pity  enters  at  an  iron  gate. 

«  In  Tarquin't  likeness  I  did  entertain  thee: 
Hast  thon  put  on  his  shape  to  do  him  shame  ? 
To  all  the  boat  of  Heaven  I  complain  me,   [name. 
Thou  wrong'st  his  honour,  woimd'st  his  princely 
Tbou  art  not  what  thou  seem'st;  and  if  the  same, 
Thon  seem'st  not  what  thou  art,  a  god,  a  kiog  ; 
For  kinp  lik«  gods  should  govern  every  thi^g. 
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"  Hov  vill  tbr  Amt  b9  neded  hi  tbine  a|8» 
When  timt  thy  vices  bod  bdnro  thy  tpriiig  r 
If  in  thy  hope  tboo  dar'tt  do  tndi  oafng»» 
What  dar^  tlKm  not  when  once  thoa  ut  a  king  ? 
O  be  TCmeaiber'd,  no  ootngeouf  thing 
From  TasiAi  actois  eao  be  wip*d  vmcfi 
Then  kiogif  miadends  cannot  be  hid  in  clay. 

'  Tbtt  deed  will  make  fbeeonty  lov^  for  fear, 
ehs ftHI  are  feai'd  for  bve: 


Bat  h^ipy  i 

With  fonl  oflbadera  thou  perfbfce  most  bear» 

When  they  in  thee  the  like  oflbnoei  prove: 

If  bat  for  fear  of  this,  thy  wtU  vsaiove; 

Por  priaoef  are  the  giess»  the  school,  the  book. 

Where  soljccts'  eyes  do  learn,  do  read,  do  lodk. 

"  And^ihthoabethetehodivherelustsbaUleani? 

Must  he  in  thee  read  leetnres  of  such  shame  ? 

Wilt  thoa  be  glass,  vherehi  it  shall  discera 

Authority  ibr  sin,  wamot  for  blame. 

To  pririJege  ^sboooor  in  thy  name  ? 

Tboa  beck*tf  r^roach  againtt  long-Kving  land, 

Aod  mak'tt  foir  rqpntation  but  a  bawd. 

"  Rut  thon  eommaDd  ?  by  bim  that  gave  it  thee, 
ffcm  a  pore  heart  command  thy  rebel  wHl  t 
Drav  not  thy  sivord  to  guard  inkioity, 
For  it  was  lent  tbee  all  that  brood  to  kiH. 
Tbf  priaody  oflka  how  eanst  thou  fulfil. 
When,  pattmsM  by  thy  fonlt,  font  Sin  may  say, 
Heleam*d  l»sm,  mid  thou  didit  taach  the  imy  ? 

n  Hunk  hot  how  v9e  atpeetada  it  were 
To  riev  thy  piaiaat  trespsad  in  another. 
Men*!  fiutts  do  seldom  to  themselyeB  appear; 
Their  own  traasgremiona  paitially  they  smother : 
This  gain  would  seem  death«woitiiyta  thy  brother. 

0  how  aia  they  wrapp'd  in  with  infamies^ 
Thitfrom  their  own  misdeeds askannoe  thaic  9]res! 

"  To  thee,  b  thee^  mf  heav'd-np  hands  appeal. 
Not  toiednefttg  Inst,  thy  rssh  reKer  ; 

1  sae  for  exii'd  mi^esty's  Repeal ; 

lit  hha  taCam,  aod  flattering  thoagbtB  retire: 
His  true  respaek  will  ^nson  folse  desire. 
And  wipe  the  dhn  miAfrom  thy  doting  eyne, 
Tbit  than  shaksan  thy  static  and  pity  mine.'* 

"Hafedoa^»qa«fthhe;  <*  my  tmeotttrtited  tidft 

Tom  not,  bat  swells  the  higher  by  this  let. 

Small  KghU  are  aoon  bkiwn  out,  hoga  flrss  abide. 

And  with  th«f  wind  in  grsater  fuiy  fret: 

Tike  petty  streams  that  pay  a  daily  debt 

To  theiriaH  soTfeMign*  with  thor^resh  foils' haste, 

Ml  to  lis  fow,  but  alter  not  hb  taita.'' 

"  Thoa ■np'^qinth  she^  «« ase^a  soverngaking; 
^d  b,  there  Mli  into  thy  boondlBSs  flood 
^klurt,  dlshoMor,  shame  misgorening, 
who  seek  to  stain  the  ocean  of  tl^  btood. 
|^«»  these  petty  ills  shaU  change  thy  good, 
|i^y  sea  within  a  pnddle»4  womb  is  hened, 
^  notthe  puddle  in  thy  sea  disponed. 

ISoshan  thmedavesbe  teg,«ad  thou  their  slate; 
;2°<«  BoWy  base,  they  bastfy  dignified ; 
^  ttMrfohr  lifo,  and  they  thy  fooler  grave  ; 
»w  toathedin  thdr  sbame^  they  m  thy  pride ; 
^  loMr  tiring  dionia  not  the  greater  hide  ; 
nie  cedar  stoops  not  to  the  base  shrub's  foot, 
BotW  shrohs  wither  at  the  c^davHinot 


•«  So  let  thy  thought!,  lowtasmls  to  thy  state^  \, 
"  No  more,'*  quoth  he,  "  by  Heaven  I  will  not  hea^ 
Yield  to  my  love ;  if  not,  enforced  hate,  [thees 
Instead  <of  love's  coy  touch,  shall  rudely  tear  thaer; 
That  done,  despitefally  I  mean  to  bear  thea 
Unto  the  base  bed  of  some  rascal  groom, 
1V>  be  thy  partner  in  this  shameful  doom." 

This  said,  bo  acts  his  foot  upon  the  light, 
Por  light  and  lust  are  deadly  enemies: 
Shame  folded  up  in  blind  concealing  night. 
When  most  vnsoeo,  then  most  doth  tyrannizOi 
The  wolf  hath  seiz'd  his  prey,  the  poor  lamb  cries. 
Till  with  her  own  white  fleece  her  voice  cootroUM 
Entombs  her  outcry  in  her  lips*  sweet  fold : 

For  with  the  nightly  linen  that  she  wears. 
He  pens  her  piteous  clamours  in  her  head; 
GooUng  hb  hot  fooe  in  the  chastest  tears 
That  ever  modest  eyes  with  sorrow  shed. 
O,  Chat  prone  lust  should  stain  so  pure  a  bed  ! 
The  spots  whereof  could  weeping  purify. 
Her  tears  should  drop  on  them  perpetually. 

But  she  hath  lost  a  dearer  thing  thon  life. 
And  he  hath  won  what  he  wonld  lose  again. 
This  forced  league  doth  force  a  further  strif<^ 
This  momentary  joy  breeds  months  of  pain. 
This  hot  desire  oonverts  to  cold  disdain : 
Pure  chastity  is  rifled  of  her  store. 
And  lust,  the  thia^  for  ppom-  than  beforeu 

Look  as  the  folUfed  hound  or  gorged  hawk. 
Unapt  for  tender  smell  or  speedy  flight. 
Make  slow  pursuit,  or  altogether  balk 
Th6  prey  wherein  by  natura  they  delight } 
So  surfelt-t^og  Tarquin  fores  this  night: 
His  taste  delicions,  in  digestion  souring. 
Devours  his  will  that  livM  by  foul  devoiiriog. 

O  deeper  sift  than  bottomless  conceit 
Gan  comprehend  in  still  imagination ! 
Drunketoditsire  must  vomit  his  receipt^ 
Ere  hd  can  see  his  own  abomination. 
While  lust  is  in  his  pride,  no  exclamation 
Can  curb  his  heat,  or  rrin  his  rash  desire. 
Till,  like  a  jade,  telf-wia  bimseif  doth  tire. 

And  then  with  lank  •nd  lean  disoolovrM  chael^    • 
With  heavy  eye^  knit  brow,  and  strengthlem  pace, 
Feeble  desire,  all  recreant,  poor,  and  meek, 
Uk6  to  a  bsiricmpt  beggar  wails  his  cases 
The  flesh  being  proud,  desire  doth  flght  with  gno&t 
For  there  it  revels;  aad  when  that  decays, 
The  ghilty  rebel  for  remission  prays. 

So  fores  it  with  this  fonltfol  lord  of  Rome, 
Who  this  aooompHshment  so  hotly  chased  | 
For  now  against  bimseif  he  sounds  this  doom. 
That  throi^  Che  lengfhof  times  he  stands  disgraced: 
Besides,  his  souFs  foir  temple  is  defoced; 
To  whose  weak  rains  muster  troops  of  cares. 
To  ask  the  spatted  priaOBM  how  she  fores. 

She  says,  her  sniqects  with  foul  insurrection 
Have  batter*d  down  her  consecrated  w^l. 
And  by  their  mortal  foult  brought  in  subjectioB 
Her  immortality,  and  made  her  thrall 
To  living  death,  and  psin  perpetual ; 
Which  in  her  prescience  she  controlled  still* 
But  her  fora-ngfat  oonld  not  fore-stall  their  will. 
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Even  in  hi«  thonght,  tbrongh  the  daili  night  he 
A  captive  ▼ictor,  Uiat  hath  lost  in  grain ;    [ttealeth, 
Bearing  away  the  wound  that  nothing  healeth, 
Hie  scar  that  will,  despite  of  cure,'  remain, 
Leaving  his  spoil  perplexed  in  greater  pain. 
She  bears  the  load  of  lust  he  left  behind. 
And  he  the  bortben  of  a  gniltj  mind. 

He,  like  a  theerivh  dog,  creeps  sadly  thence, 
She  like  a  wearied  lamb  lies  panting  there ; 
He  scoqIs,  and  bates  himself  for  his  offence, 
She  desperate^with  her  nails  her  flesh  doth  tear ; 
He  faintly  flies,  sweating  with  guilty  fear ; 
She  stays  exclaiming  on  the  direfbl  night, 
He  runs,  and  chides  his  vanish'd,  loatb'd,  delight. 

He  thence  departs  a  heavy  convertite, 

She  there  remains  a  hopeless  cast-away: 

He  in  his  speed  looks  for  the  morning  light. 

She  prays  she  never  may  behold  the  day : 

**  For  day,"qttoth  she,  **  night-scapes  doth  open  lay ; 

And  my  true  eyes  have  never  practis'd  how 

To  cloke  offences  with  a  cunning  broww 

**  They  think  not  but  that  every  eye  can  see 
The  lame  dfsgrace  which  they  themselves  behold ; 
And  therefore  would  they  still  in  darkness  be, 
To  have  their  unseen  sin  remain  untold  i 
For  they  their  guilt  with  weeping  will  unfold, 
And  grave,  liktt  water  that  doth  eat  in  steel, 
Upon  my  cheeks  what  helpless  shame  I  feei.** 

Here  she  exclaims  afgainsl^repose  and  rest. 
And  bids  her  eyes  herestfter  still  be  blind. 
She  wakes  her  heart  by  beating  on  her  breast, 
And  bids  it  leap  from  thence,  whare  it  may  find 
Some  purer  chest,  to  ckMie  so  pure  a  mind. 
Frantic  with  grief  thus  breathes  she  forth  her  spite 
Against  the  nn^n  secresy  of  night. 

<«  O  comfort-killing  Night,  image  of  Hell ! 
Dim  register  and  notary  of  shame ! 
Black  stage  for  tragedies  and  murders  foil ! 
Vast  sin-concealing  chaos  I  nurse  of  blame ! 
Blind  mnfiled  bawd  1  dark  harbour  for  defome  1 
Orim  cave  of  death,  whispering  conspirator 
With  ciose-tongued  treason  and  the  ravisher ! 

**  O  batefnf,  Taporous  and  fogg^  Night, 
Since  thou  art  guilty  of  my  cureless  crime, 
Muster  thy  mists  to  meet  the  eastern  light. 
Make  war  against  proportioo*d  course  of  time ! 
Or  if  thou  wilt  permit  the  Sun  to  climb 
His  wonted  height,  yet,  ere  be  go  to  bed. 
Knit  poisdnont  dotlds  about  his  golden  head. 

"  With  rotten  dam^s  ranrish  the  morning  air ; 
liet  their  exbalM  unwholesome  breaths  make  sick 
The  life  of  parity,  the  supreme  fair. 
Ere  he  arrive  his  weary  noon-tide  prick ; 
And  let  thy  misty  Tapoure  march  so  thick. 
That  in  their  smoky  ranks  his  smother'd  light 
May  set  at  noon,  sand  make  perpetual  iiigkt. 

'<  Were  Tarqnin  night,  (as  he  is  but  night*B  child) 

The  silver-shining  queen  be  would  distain ; 

Her  twinkling  handmaids  too,  by  him  defii'd. 

Through  night's  black  boson  should  not  peep  again; 

So  should  1  have  copartners  in  my  pain : 

And  fellowship  in  woe  doth  woe  assnage, 

As  palmen'  chat  makes  short  thar  pilgrimage. 


**  Where.Dow  I  have  no'one  to  blosh  with  me. 

To  cross  theirarms,  and  bang  their  heads  with  cnMie, 

To  mask  thehr  brows,  and  hide  their  infamy  j 

But  I  alone,  akxie  must  sit  and  pine. 

Seasoning  the  earth  with  showers  of  silver  brioe. 

Mingling  my  talk  with  tears,  my  grief  with  groana^ 

Poor  wasting  monumeots  of  lasting  moans. 

*'  O  Night,  thou  fnmace  of  foal-re<!king  smoke. 
Let  not  the  jealous  day.  behold  that  face 
Which  underneath  thy  blaek  all-hiding  cloke 
Immodestly  lies  martyr'd  with  disgrace ! 
Keep  still  possession  of  thy  gloomy  place. 
That  all  the  faults  which  in  thy  reign  are  made. 
May  likewise  be  sepolcber'd  in  thy  shade  i 

*'  Make  me  not  object  to  the  tell-tale  day ! 

The  light  will  show,  charicter'd  in  ray  brow. 

The  story  of  sweet  chastitjr's  decay. 

The  impious  breach  of  holy  wedlock^  vow : 

Yea,  the  illiterate,  that  know  not  how 

To  'cipher  what  is  writ  in  learned  books. 

Will  quote  my  loathsome  trespass  in  my  looks. 

**  The  noTse,  to  still  her  child,  will  tell  my  story. 

And  fright  her  crying  babe  with  Tarquin'ft  name  ^ 

The  orator,  to  deck  his  oratory,, 

Will  couple  my  reproach  to  Tarquinls  shame: 

Feast-finding  minstrels,  tnning  my  defome. 

Will  tie  the  hearers  to  attend  each  line. 

How  l^rqain  wronged  me,  I  CjpllaUne. 

"  Let  my  good  name,  that  senseleas  reputation. 
Fur  Collatine's  dear  love  be  kept  unspotted : 
If  that  be  made  a  theme  for  disputation, 
The  branches  of  another  root  are  rotted, 
And  undeserved  reproach  to  him  allotted. 
That  is  as  clear  from  this  attaint  of  mine. 
As  I,  ere  this,  was  pure  to  GollatiBe. 

**  O  nnseen  shame !  invisible  di^prace ! 

O  nnfelt  sore !  crest-woondhig,  private  scar ! 

Reproach  is  stamp'd  in  Collatinos'  face, 

And  Tarqoin's  eye  may  read  the  mot  afar. 

How  he  in  peace  is  wounded,  noi  m  war, 

Alas,  how  many  bear  snch  shamefiil  blows. 

Which  not  themselve8,bot  he  that  gives  ihem,  knows ! 

**  If,  Cbllathie,  thine  honour  lay  in  me, 
From  me  by  strong  assault  it  is  bereft. 
My  honey  lost,  and  I,  a  drono-ltke  bee. 
Have  no  pcrfiection  of  my  summer  left. 
But  robb*d  and  ransacked  by  injarioos  theft ; 
In  thy  weak  hive  a  wandering  wasp  hath  crept. 
And  suck'd  the  honey  which  thy  chaste  bee  kept. 

**  Yet  am  I  guiltless  of  thy  honoaT*s  wreck'; 
Yet  for  thy  honour  did  I  entertain  him ; 
Coming  from  thee,  I  ooold  not  put  him  back. 
For  it  had  been  dishonour  to  disdain  him : 
Besides  of  weariness  he  did  complain  him, 
And  talk'd  of  virtue: — O  unlook'd  for  evil. 
When  virti^p  is  prophan'd  in  sueh  a  devil ! 

"  Why  should  the  worm  intrude  the  maiden  bad  ? 
Or  hateful  cuckoos  hateh  in  sparrows*  neM? 
Or  toads  infect  fisir  founts  with  venom  mud? 
Or  t3rraat  folly  lurk  in  gentle  breasts  ? 
Or  kings  be  breakers  of  their  own  behests } 
But  no  perfection  is  so  absolute. 
That  some  impurity  doth  not  poUutfi. 
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"  Hm  aged  min  tbat  ooffsn  up  kis  gold,  ^ 

U  plagu'd  with  cnmps,  and  gouts,  aod  painful  fits, 

And  scarce  hath  eyes  his  treasure  to  behold. 

But  like  stUl-piutug  Tantalus  he  aits, 

And  Qseles  barns  the  harvest  of  his  wits ; 

Having  no  other  pleasure  of  his  gain. 

But  tonneot  that  it  cannot  cure  bis  pain. 

"  So  then  he  bath  ii  when  hec«mioi  use  it; 
And  leaves  it  to  be  master^  by  his  young  l 
Who  io  their  pride  do  presently  abuse  it : 
Their  fiither  was  too  weak,  aod  they  too  strong, 
To  hold  their  cursed-blessed  fortune  long. 
The  tweets  we  wish  for  turn  to  loathed  sours. 
Even  in  the  moment  that  we  call  them  ours. 

**  Unraly  blasts  wait  on  the  tender  q>ring; 

Unwholesome  weeds  take  root  with  precious  flowers; 

The  adder  hisses  where  the  sweet  birds  sing  $ 

Wbst  virtue  breeds,  iniquity  devours: 

We  have  no  good  that  we  can  say  is  onrs. 

But  Ul-annexed  opportunity 

Or  kills  his  iiie^  or  else  bts  quality. 

"  0  Opportunity  !  thy  guilt  is  great: 
T  is  thou  that  execut*st  the  traitor's  treason ; 
Tbou  set'st  the  wolf  where  he  the  Iamb  may  get ; 
Whoever  plots  the  sin,  tbou  poiot'st  the  season; 
T  is  thou  that  spum'st  at  right,  at  law,  at  reason ; 
And  in  thy  shady  cell,  where  none  may  spy  him. 
Sits  Sin,  to  seize  the  souls  that  wander  by  him. 

**  Tbou  mak'st  the  vestal  vblate  her  oath; 
Thoa  blow*st  the  fire  when  temperance  is  thaw*d ; 
Tbou  smother'st  honesty,  thou  murder'st  troth; 
Thou  foal  abettor !  thou  notorious  bawd ! 
Thou  plantest  scandal,  and  displacest  laud : 
Thoa  ravisher,  tbou  traitor,  thou  fidse  thief. 
Thy  hooey  turns  to  gall,  thy  joy  to  grief! 

**  Thy  secret  pleasure  turns  to  open  shame, 
Thy  private  feasting  to  a  public  fiut ; 
Thy  smoothing  titles  to  a  ragged  name ; 
Thy  sugared  ton^e  to  bitter  wormwood  taste: 
Thy  violent  vanities  can  never  last. 
How  comes  it  Chen,  vile  Opportunity, 
Being  so  bad,  such  numbers  seek  fur  thee? 

"  When  wilt  thou  be  the  humble  suppliant's  friend. 
And  bring  him  where  his  suit  may  be  obtained  ? 
When  wilt  thou  sort  an  hour  great  strifes  .to  end  ? 
Or  free  that  soul  which  wretchedness  bath  chained  ? 
Give  physic  to  the  sick,  ease  to  the  pained  ? 
The  poor,  lame,  blind,  halt,  creep,  cry  out  fih*  thee  ? 
Bat  they  ne'er  meet  with  Opportunity. 

**  The  patient  dies  frhile  th«  physician  sleeps  ; 
The  orphan  pines  while  the  Oppressor  feeds; 
Justice  is  feasting  while  the  widow  weeps ;    ^ 
Advice  is  sporting  while  infection  breeds ; 
Thoa  grant'st  no  time  for  charitable  deeds :        i 
Wrsth,  envy,  treason,  rape,  and  murder's  rages. 
Thy  heinous  hours  wait  on  them  as  their  pages. 

"  When  Thith  and  Virtue  have  to  do  irith  thae, 
A  thousand  crosses  keep  them  from  thy  aid ; 
They  boy  thy  help:  but  Sin  ne'er  gives  a  fee. 
He  gratis  comes  ;  and  thou  art  well  appay 'd 
As  well  to  bear  as  graqt  what  he  hath  said. 
My  Collatioe  would  else  have  come  to  me 
WbcaTarquin  did,  but  ba  was  stay'd  by  thee. 


'*  Guilty  thon  art  of  murder  and  of  theft; 
Guilty  of  pcijury  and  subornation ; 
Guilty  of  treason,  forgery,  and  ^lift; 
Guilty  of  incest,  that  abomination : 
An  accessary  by  thine  inclination 
To  all  sins  past,  and  all  that  are  to  come. 
From  the  creation  to  the  general  doom. 

'*  Mishapen  Time,  copesmate  of  ugly  Night» 
Swift  subtle  post,  carrier  of  grisly  care ; 
Eater  of  youth,  hlae  slave  to  false  delight. 
Base  watch  of  woes,  Sin's  pack-horse,  Virtue's  snare ; 
Thou  nursest  all,  and  murderest  all  that  are. 

0  beay  me  then,  injurious  shifting  Time} 
Be  guilty  of  my  death,  since  of  my  crime. 

"  Why  hath  thy  servant.  Opportunity, 
fietray'd  the  hours  thou  gav'st  me  to  repose  ? 
Canceled  my  fortunes,  and  enchained  me 
To  endless  date  of  never-ending  woes  ? 
Time's  office  is  to  fine  the  hate  of  foes  ; 
To  eat  up  errour  by  opinion  bred. 
Not  spend  the  dowry  of  a  lawful  bed. 

"  Time's  glory  is  to  calm  contending  kmgs. 

To  unmask  falsehood,  and  bring  truth  to  light. 

To  stamp  the  seal  of  time  in  aged  things. 

To  wake  the  mom,  and  centinel  the  night. 

To  wrong  the  wronger  till-  he  render  right; 

To  ruinate  proud  buildings  with  thy  hours. 

And  smear  with  dust  their  glittering  golden  towen: 

**  To  fill  with  worm-holes  stately  monuments, 
To  feed  oblivion  with  decay  of  things. 
To  bk>t  old  books,  and  alter  their  contents. 
To  pluck  the  quills  from  ancient  ravens'  wings. 
To  ^ry  the  old  oak's  sap,  and  cherish  springs ; 
To  spoil  antiquities  of  bammer'd  steel. 
And  turn  the  giddy  round  of  Fortune's  wheel: 

*'  To  show  the  beldame  daughters  of  her  daughterr 
To  make  the  child  a  man,  the  man  a  child. 
To  slay  the  tiger  that  doth  live  by  slaughter. 
To  tame  the  unicorn  and  lion  wild ; 
To  mock  the  subtle,  in  themselves  beguird;. 
To  cheer  the  ploughman  with  increaseful  crops. 
And  waste  huge  stones  with  little  water-drops. 

'*  Why  work*st  thou  mischief  in  thy  pilgrioMge,  * 
Unless  thou  could'st  return  to  make  amends  ? 
One  poor  retiring  minute  in  an  age 
Would  purchase  thee  a  thouscuid  thousand  friends, 
heading  him  wit,  that  to  bad  debtors  lends:  [back» 
O,  this  dread  night,  would'st  thou  one  hour  come 

1  could  prevent  this  storm,  aod  shun  this  wrack  1 

**  Tbou  ceaseless  lackey  to  eternity. 

With  some  mischance  cross  Tarquin  in  his  flight: 

Devise  extremes  beyond  extremity. 

To  make  him  curse  this  cursed  crimeful  night: 

Let  ghastly  shadows  his  lewd  eyes  affright; 

And  the  dire  thought  of  bis  committed  evil 

Shape  every  bush  a  hideous  shapeless  devil. 

*'  Disturb  bis  hours  of  rest  with  restless  trances^ 
Afflict  him  in  his  bed  with  bedrid  groans; 
Let  there  bechance  him  pitiful  mischances. 
To  make  him  moan,  but  pity  not  his  moans : 
Stone  him  with  barden*d  hearts,  harder  than  stones; 
And  let  mild  women  to  him  lose  their  mildnsss. 
Wilder  io  him  than  tigers  in  their  wildness. 
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'•  Let  bin  httiro  time  to  teftt  lilt  curled  hair, 
Let  him  have  time  against  himself  to  rave. 
Let  him  have  Ume  of  time's  help  to  despair. 
Let  him  have  time  to  live  a  loathed  slave, 
Let  him  have  time  a  beggar's  orte  to  crave  i 
And  time  to  see  one  that  by  alms  doth  live. 
Disdain  to  him  disdained  scraps  to  give; 

*'  Le^bim  have  time  to  see  his  fHends  hii  ibes, 

And  ipVrry  fools  to  mock  at  him  resort : 

Let  him  have  time  to  mark  how  slow  time  goes 

In  time  of  sorrow,  and  how  swift  and  short 

His  time  of  folly  and  his  time  of  sport : 

And  ever  let  his  anrecalling  crime 

Have  tinw  to  wail  the  abusing  of  bii  time. 

«  O  Time,  Cbou  tutor  both  to  good  and  bad, 
Teach  me  to  cune  him  that  tboa  taaght'stthis  ill ! 
At  hit  own  shadow  let  the  thief  ran  mad, 
Himself  himself  seek  every  boar  to  kill !       [spill : 
Sach  wretched  hands  such  wretched  blood  should 
For  who  so  base  would  such  an  office  have 
As  slanderous  death's-maii  to  so  base  a  slave  ? 

«  The  b&ser  is  he,  coming  from  a  king, 
1\)  shame  his  hope  with  deeds  degenerate; 
The  mightier  man,  the  mightier  is  the  thing 
That  makes  him  honour'd,  or  begets  htm  hate ; 
For  greatest  scandal  waits  on  greatest  state. 
The  Moon  being  clouded  presently  is  miss'd, 
But  little  sUrs  may  hide  them  when  they  list 

*'  The  orow  may  bathe  bis  coal-black  wings  in  mire, 

And  unperceiv*d  fly  with  the  filth  away; 

But  if  the  like  the  stiow-white  swan  desire. 

The  stain  upon  his  silver  down  will  stay. 

Poor  grooms  are  sightless  night,  kings  gbrionsday. 

Gnats  are  unnoted  wheresoever  they  fly, 

But  eagles  gaz'd  upon  with  every  eye. 

f  Ont  idle  words,  servants  to  iiiallow  fools  t 
Unpiofitoble  sounds,  weak  arbitrators ! 
Busy  yourselves  in  skill-contending  schools ; 
Debate  where  leisure  serves  with  dull  debaters ; 
To  trembling  clients  be  you  mediators : 
For  me,  I  force  not  argument  a  strew, 
Since  that  my  case  is  past  the  help  of  law. 

•.  In  vain  I  mil  at  Opportunity, 

At  Time,  at  Tarquin,  and  uneheerAil  Night; 

In  vain  I  cavil  with  mine  inlhmy, 

la  vain  t  spurn  at  my  confirm'd  despite i 

This  helpless  smoke  of  words  doth  me  no  right* 

The  remedy  Indeed  to  do  roe  good. 

Is  to  let  forth  my  foul  defiled  blo6d« 

«<  Poor  hand,  #hy  quiver*st  thou  at  this  decree? 

MoKHfr  thyself  to  rid  me  of  this  shame ; 

For  if  I  die,  my  honour  lives  in  thee. 

But  if  I  five^  thou  liv'st  in  my  defome: 

Since  thou  could'st  not  defend  thy  loyal  dame, 

And  waM  afraid  to  scratch  her  wicked  foe, 

KiU  both  thysrif  and  ber  for  yielding  aoi" 

This  said,  from  ber  be-tumbled  conch  shestartetb. 
To  find  some  deqperete  instrument  of  death. 
But  this  no-slaughter-hoose  no  tool  imparteth. 
To  make  more  vent  for  passage  of  her  breath, 
Which  thronging  through  her  lips  so  vanisheth 
At  smoke  firom  Etna,  that  in  air  consumes, 
Or  that  which  from  discharged  cannon  fumes. 


«•  In  vain,^*  qnoUi  tfie,  «  I  live,  afld  wtkih  ¥ahB  " 

Some  happy  mean  to  end  a  hapless  life. 

I  foar'd'  by  Tarquin^  fislcbion  to  be  slain. 

Yet  for  the  self-same  purpose  seek  ^  knife : 

But  when  I  foar'd,  I  was  a  loyai  wife ; 

So  am  I  now:-— O  no^  that  cannot  be ; 

Of  that  troe  type  bath  Tai^ilta  rifled  me. 

«  O!  tAat  is  gone,  for  which  I  sought  to  live. 

And  therefora  now  I  need  not  fear  to  die. 

To  clear  this  spot  by  death,  at  least  1  give 

A  btdge  of  feme  to  slander's  livery ; 

A  dying  life  to  living  infemy ; 

Poor  hapless  help,  the  treasure  stolen  away. 

To  bum  the  gnilUess  casket  whera  it  lay  I 

"  Well,  wdl,  dear  Odilatine,  tiion  shalt  not  koow 

The  stained  taste  of  violated  troth ; 

I  wiU  not  wrong  thy  true  afibction  so, 

To  flatter  thee  with  an  infringed  oalli ; 

This  bastard  graff  shall  never  come  to  growA : 

He  shall  not  boast,  who  did  thy  stock  poilate. 

That  thou  art  doCing  fotber  of  his  fniit. 

**  Nor  shall  he  smile  at  thee  in  secret  thought. 
Nor  laugh  with  bis  companions  at  thy  state ; 
But  thou  shalt  know  thy  interest  was  not  bought 
Basely  with  gold,  but  stolen  from  forth  thy  gate. 
For  me,  I  am  the  mistress  of  my  fate. 
And  with  tny  trespass  never  wilt  dispense, 
mi  Ufe  to  death  acquit  my  forc'd  olfonce. 

<*  J  will  not  poison  thee  with  my  attahit, 

Nor  fold  my  fiiult  in  clcanly-coin'd  excuses ; 

My  sable  ground  of  sin  I  will  not  paint. 

To  bide  the  tnith  of  this  false  night's  abuses : 

My  tongue  shall  utter  all ;  mine  eyes,  like  sluices. 

As  from  a  mountain-spring  that  feeds  a  dale, 

Shall  gush  pure  streams  to  purge  my  impure  tale.*' 

By  this,  lamenting  Philemel  bad  ended 
The  welUtunM  warble  of  her  nightly  sorrow. 
And  solemn  night  with  slow-sad  gait  descended 
To  ugly  Hell ;  when  lo,  the  blushing  morrow 
Lends  light  to  all  fair  eyes  that  light  will  borrow : 
But  cloudy  Lucreoe  shames  herself  to  see. 
And  thecefore  still  in  night  would  cloister'd  be. 

ReveaVmg  day  through  eveiy  cranny  spies. 
And  seems  to  point  her  out  whera  she  sits  weepingt 
1\>  whom  she  sobbing  speaks :  *<  O  ere  of  eyes,  [ing ; 
Why  pry'it  thou  through  iny  wradow  f  leave  thy  peep- 
Mock  with  thy  tickling  beams  eyes  that  aresleepiog; 
Brand  not  my  forehoid  with  thy  piercing  liglit, 
For  day  hath  nonght  to  do  what  *9  done  by  night" 

Thor^avils'iAie  witb  every  thing  she  sees : 
IVue  grief  is  fbnd  ana  testy  as  a  child. 
Who  wayward  once,  his  mood  with  nought  agreed, 
Old  woes,  not  infitnt  sorrows,  bear  him  mild ; 
Continuance  tames  the  one;  the  other  wild, 
lite  an  nnpractisM  swimmer  phmgiog  still, 
With  too  much  labour  drowns  for  want  of  skill. 

So  she,  deep-drenched  in  a  sea  of  care. 
Holds  disiYutatlon  with  each  thing  she  views. 
And  to  herself  aH  sorrow  doth  compare  j 
No  object  but  her  passloa's  strength  renews; 
And  as  one  shifts,  another  straight  ensues: 
Sometime  her  grief  is  dumb,  and  hath  tio  words; 
Sometime  H  is  mad,  and  too  much  talk  aflbrds. 
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The  littlp  ^ird*  tet  tuae  Umv  nionuiig»i  joy^ 
Mmlee  ly^r  npsiM  ouwl  with  their  iweet  melody* 
For  mirth  doth  search  the  bottom  of  smioy; 
Si|cl  tomh  are  stain  io  merry  company; 
Grief  beat  IS  pleas*d  with  giieTs  society: 
Trae  aorrow  thesi  is  feelii^y  soffic'd, 
"VVhmjmA  Uk»  aapblance  it  is  sympathis'd. 

'T  is  daaWe  death  to  diown  in  ken  of  shorn; 
ne  ten  times  {nnes,  that  pmes  beholding  food ; 
To  sfe  the  salve  doth  make  the  woond  ache  more; 
Great  grief  grieves  most  at  that  would  do  it  good; 
Deep  woes  roll  forward  like  a  gentle  flood, 
Wbo»  beiog  stopp'd,  the  bounding  banks  o^cHlows: 
Grief  dalhed  with  m>r  law  nor  limit  knows. 

"  Yoa  flMekingbiidf»1qiioth  she,  *<  your  tones  entomb 
Within  your  haUow-swelliug  feather'd  breasts  I 
And  in  my  hearing  be  you  mute  and  dumb ! ' 
(My  resdess  discord  lores  no  stops  nor  rests ; 
A  woAil  hosten  brooks  not  merry  guests :) 
Relish  your  nimble  notes  to  pleasing  ears ; 
Diitreas  lilLes  dumps  when  time  is  kept  with  tean. 

**  Corner  Philomel,  that  sing'st  of  ravishment, 
Make  thy  sad  grove  in  my  dishevel'd  hair. 
As  the  liank  earth  weeps  at  thy  laiguishmanty 
So  I  at  each  sad  strain  will  strain  a  tear. 
And  with  deep  groans  the  diapason  bear : 
For  bmtfaeo-wise  I  '11  hum  on  Tan|otn  still, 
While  thou  on  Tereos  deseanfst,  better  skill. 

**  And  whika  against  a  thorn  thou  bear^st  thy  parl^ 
T^  keep  thy  sharp  woes  waking,  wretched  I, 
To  imitate  thee  well,  against  my  heart. 
Will  fix  a  sharp  knife,  to  affright  mme  eye; 
Who,  if  it  wink,  shall  thereon  fi&ll  and  die. 
These  mean%  as  frets  upon  an  instmmcnt, 
ShaH  tune  our  beavt-etxings  to  true  languishment. 

"  And  for,  poor  bird,  thou  smg'st  not  in  th^  day. 
As  shaming  any  eye  should  thee  behold. 
Some  dark  deep  desert,  seated  from  the  way. 
That  knows  nor  parching  heat  nor  freesing  cold. 
Will  we  find  oat ;  and  there  we  will  unfold 
To  creatures  etem  sad  tones,  to  change  their  kinds: 
Since  men  prove  beasts,  let  beasts  beargentle  minds. 

"  As  the  poor  fiigfateddeer»  thai  stands  at  gaMb 

Wildly  determining  which  way  to  fly, 

Or  one  eocompass'd  with  a  winding  maze^ 

That  cannot  tread  the  way  out  readily ; 

So  with  herself  is  she  in  mutiny, 

To  live  or  die  which  of  the  twain  were  better. 

When  life  is  sham'd,  and  Death  Reproach's  debtor. 

*'  To  kill  myaa^*'  quoth  she,  «ahck  ( what  wereit, 
But  with  my  body  my  poor  soul's  pollution? 
They  that  lofe.  faai^  with  greater  patience  bear  it. 
Than  they  whose  whole  is  swallowM  in  confusion. 
That  naother  tries  a  mercileai  conclusion. 
Who,  bavmg  two  sw^  babes,  when  death  takes  one^ 
Will  alay  the  9ther,  and  be  nurse  to  none» 

*'  My  bodyorny  soul,  which  was  the  dearer? 
When  the  one  pure,  thfr  other  made  divine. 
Whose  love  of  either  to  myself  were  nearer  ? 
When  both  were  kept  for  Heaven  and  CoUatine. 
Ah  me!  the  baik peelM finom  the  lofty  pine. 
His  leaves  will  vitber,  tod  his  sap  decay  f 
&»  man  my  Md,  ber  ^vk  beiBgpaal'd  aw*y» 


**  Her  house  is  sackVI,  her  qniet  mtarrupted. 

Her  maiision  hatter'd  by  the  enemy; 

Her  sacrtd  temple  spotted,  spoil'd,  corrupted. 

Grossly  engirt  with  darii^  iodOtmy : 

Then  let  it  not  be  call'd  impiety. 

If  in  this  blemish 'd  fort  I  make  some  hole. 

Through  which  I  may  convey  this  txoabled  souU 

"  Yet  die  I  will  not,  till  my  Collatine 
Have  heard  the  cause  df  my  untimely  death  ; 
That  he  may  vow,  in  that  md  hour  of  mine, 
Revenge  on  him  that  made  me  stop  my  breath- 
My  stainad  blood  to  Tarqain  1  '11  bequeath, 
Which  by  him  tainted,  shall  for  him  be  qpent. 
And  as  his  due,  writ  in  my  testament. 

*•  My  howmr  I  '11  bequeath  unto  the  knifo 
Hiat  wounds  my  body  so  disbononted. 
T  is  honour  to  deprive  disbooour'd  life  ; 
The  one  will  live,  the  other  being  dead : 
So  of  shamed  ashes  shall  ifly  fame  be  bred ; 
For  in  my  death  I  murder  shameful  sCtent 
My  shame  so  dead,  mine  honour  is  new-bortf 

'*  Dear  h)rd  of  that  dear  jewel  I  have  lost. 
What  legacy  shall  I  bequeath  to  thee  ? 
My  Miolutkm,  love^  shall  be  thy  boast. 
By  whose  axumple  thou  reveng'd  may%t  ba. 
How  Tarqoin  must  he  us'd,  read  it  in  me : 
Myseli;  thy  friend,  will  kill  mjself,  thy  foe, 
And,  for  my  sake,  serve  thou  mise  Tarqoin  §^ 

'*  This  brief  abridgemeot  of  my  will  I  makh: 
My  soul  and  body  to  the  skies  and  gvooad ; 
My  resolution,  husband,  do  you  take ;  • 

Mine  honour  be  the  knife's,  that  makes  my  wound) 
My  shame  be  his  that  did  my  fame  confound ; 
And  all  my  fame  thet  lives,  disbursed  be 
To  those  that  live,  and  think  no  shame  of  me. 

<*  Thou,  Collatine,  shalt  oversee  tbis  will ; 
How  was  I  overseen,  that  thou  shalt  s^  it  1 
My  bkod  shall  wash  the  slander  of  mine  ill; 
My  life's  foul  deed,  my  life's  feir  end  shall  free  it. 
Faint  not,  feint  heart,  but  stoutly  say,  w  be  t/. 
Yield  to  my  hand ;  my  hand  shell  uonqoer  thee ; 
Thou  dead,  both  die,  and  both  shall  victors  be." 

This  plot  of  death  when  sadly  she  had  laid. 
And  wip'd  the  brinish  pearl  fh>m  her  bright  eyes. 
With  untun'd  tongue  she  boarMly  call'd  her  maid, 
Whose  swift  obedience  to  her  mistress  hies; 
For  fleet-winged  duty  with  thought's  feathers  flies. 
Poor  Lucrece'  cheeks  unto  her  maid  seem  so 
As  winter  meads  when  Sun  doth  melt  their  snow. 

Her  mistrem  she  doth  give  demure  good-morrow. 
With  soft-slow  tongue,  true  mark  of  modesty. 
And  sorts  a  sad  look  to  her  lady's  sorrow, 
(For  why  ?  her  face  wore  sorrow's  livery  j ) 
But  dunt  not  ask  of  her  audaciously 
Why  her  two  sons  were  cloud-eclipsed  so. 
Nor  why  her  fair  cheeks  over-wash*d  with  woe. 

But  as  the  earth  doth  weep,  the  Sun  being  set, 
Each  flower  moisten'd  like  a  melting  eye ; 
Even  so  the  maid  with  swelKng  drops  *gan  wet 
Her  circled  eyne,  enforced  by  simpathy 
Of  those  feir  suns,  set  in  her  mistress'  sky, 
Who  io  a  saltrwav'd  ocean  quench  their  light. 
Which  makes  the  maid  weep  like  the  dewy  night 
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A  prdtty  while  these  pretty  creatmnes  stand, 
like  ivory  condaits  coral  cisterns  filling : 
One  jastly  weeps ;  the  other  takes  in  hand 
No  cause,  bat  company,  of  her  drops  spilling : 
Their  gentle  sex  to  %et^p  are  often  willing ; 
Oiieying  thennelTes  to  guess  at  others'  smarts, 
And  then  they  drown  their  eycs,or  break  theirhearts: 

For  men  have  marble,  women  waxen  minds. 
And  therefore  arc  they  formed  as  marble  will ; 
The  weak  op\>res8'd,  the  impression  of  strange  kinds 
Is  form*d  in  them  by  force,  by  fraud,  or  skill : 
Then  call  them  not  the  authoA  of  their  ill. 
No  more-  than  wax  shall  be  accounted  evil, 
Wherein  is  stampM  the  semblance  of  a  devil. 

Their  smoothness,  like  a  goodly  champaign  plain. 
Lays  open  all  the  little  worms  that  creep; 
In  men,  as  in  a  ruugh-grown  grove,  remain 
Cave-keeping  evils  that  «bscorely  sleep : 
Through  c^rstal  walls  each  little  mote  will  peep : 
Though  men  can  cover  critnes  with  bold  stem  looks. 
Poor  women's  faces  are  their  own  faults'  lK)oks. 

No  man  inveigh  against  the  withered  flower. 

But  chide  rough  winter  that  the  flower  bath  kill'd ! 

Not  that  devoured,  but  that  which  doth  devour, 

Is  worthy  blame.    O  let  it  not  be  hild 

Poor  women's  faults,  that  they  are  so  fulfillM 

With  men's  abuses:  those  prond  lords,  to  blame. 

Make  weak-made  women  tenants  to  their  shame. 

The  precedent  whereof  hi  Lucroce  view, 
Areail'd  by  night  with  circumstances  strong  - 
Of  present  death,  and  shame  that  might  ensue 
By  that  her  death,  to  do  her  husband  wrong : 
Such  danger  to  resistance  did  belong. 
That  dying  fear  through  all  her  body  spread; 
And  who  cannot  abuse  a  body  dead } 

By  this,  mild  patience  bid  fair  Lucrece  speak 
To  the  poor  counteHeit  of  her  complaining : 
"  My  girl,"  quoth  sho,  "  on  what  occasion  break 
Those  tear^from  thee,  that  down  thy  cheeky  are  rain- 
If  chou  dost  weep  forr  grief  of  my  sustaining,  [ing  ^ 
Know,  gentle  wench,  it  small  avails  my  miood : 
If  tears  could  help,  mine  own  would  do  me  good. 

''  But  tell  me,  ghrl,when  wenty^^-^ndthere  she  stay'd 
Till  after  a  deep  groan — "  Tarquin  from  hence?'* 
"  Madam,  ere  I  was  iip,"  reply*d  the  maid, 
*'  The  more  to  blame  my  sluggard  negligence: 
Yet  with  the  fault  I  thus  far  can  dispense ; 
Myself  were  stirring  ere  the  break  of  day,  , 
And,  ere  I  rose,  was  Tarquin  gone  away. 

*'  But,  lady,  if  your  maid  may  be  so  bold, 
She  would  request  to  know  your  heaviness." 
•*  O  peace  !"  quoth  Lucrece ;  "  if  it  should  Ue  told, 
.  The  repetition  cannot  make  it  less ; 
For  noore  it  is  Uian  1  can  well  express : 
And  that  deep  torture  may  be  call'd  a  Hell, 
When  more  is  felt  than  one  hath  power  to  tell. 

**  Go,  get  me  hither  paper,  ink,  and  pen- 
Yet  save  that  labour,  for  f  have  them  here. 
What  should  I  say  } — One  of  my  husband's  men, 
Bid  thou  be  ready,  by-and-by,  to  bear 
A  letter  to  my  lord,  my  love,  my  dear ; 
Bid  him  with  speed  prepare  to  carry  it; 
The  cause  craves  baste,  and  it  will  icon  be  writ'* 


SHAKSPEARE'S  POEM$: 


Her  maid  is  gone,  and  she  prepares  to  write, 
l^irst  hovering  o'er  the  paper  with  her  quill : 
Conceit  and  grief  an  eager  combat  fight; 
What  wit  sets  down,  is  blotted  straight  with  wilt; 
This  is  too  curious-good,  this  blunt  and  ill : 
Much  like  a  press  oif  people  at  a  door, 
Throng  her  inventions,  which  shall  go  before. 

At  last  she  thus  begins :  «*  Thou  worthy  lord 

Of  that  unworthy  wife  that  greeteth  thee. 

Health  to  thy  person !  next  vouchsafe  to  affor^ 

(If  ever,  love,  thy  Lucrece  thou  wilt  see) 

Some  present  speed  to  come  and  visit  me : 

So  I  commend  me  from  our  house  in  grief; 

My  woes  are  tedious,  though  my  words  are  briefc** 

Here  folds  she  up  the  tenour  of  her  woe. 

Her  certain  sorrow  writ  uncertainly. 

By  this  sliort  schedule  C6llatine  may  know 

Her  grief,  but  not  her  griefs  true  quality : 

She  dares  not  thereof  make  discovery. 

Lest  he  should  hold  it  her  own  gross  abtise. 

Ere  she  with  blood  hath  stain'd  her  stain'd  exciite. 

Besides,  the  life  and  feeling  of  her  passion 
She  hoards,  to  spend  when  he  is  by  to  hear  her  ; 
When  sighs,  and  groans,  and  tears,  may  grace  the 
Of  her  disgrace,  the  better  so  to  clear  her  [fashion 
From  that  suspicion  which  the  world  might  bear  her. 
To  shun  this  blot,  she  would  not  blot  the  letter 
With  words,  till  action  might  become  them  better. 

To  see  sad  sights  moves  more  than  hear  them  told ; 

For  then  the  eye  interprets  to  the  ear 

The  heavy  motion  that  it  doth  behold. 

When  every  part  a  part  of  woe  doth  bear. 

T  is  but  a  part  of  sorrow  that  we  hear : 

Deep  sounds  make  Jesser  noise  than  shallow  fords. 

And  sorrow  ebbs,  being  blown  with  wind  of  words. 

Her  letter  now  is  seaPd,  and  on  it  writ. 

At  Ardea  to  my  lord  with  more  than  haste : 

The  post  attends,  and  she  delivers  it. 

Charging  the  sour-foc'd  groom  to  hie  as  fast 

As  lagging  fowls  before  the  northern  blast. 

Speed  more  than  speed,  but  dull  and  slow  she  deems  i 

Extremity  still  urgeth  such  extremes. 

The  homely  villain  cnrt'sies  to  her  low ; 

And  blushing  on  her,  with  a  stedfast  eye 

Receives  the  scroll,  without  or  yea  or  no. 

And  forth  with  bashfull  innocence  doth  hie. 

But  they  whose  guilt  within  their  bosoms  lie. 

Imagine  every  eye  beholds  their  blame ; 

For  Lucrece  thought  he  blush'd  to  see  her  shame. 

When,  silly  groom,  God  wot,  it  was  defect 
Of  spirit,  life,  and  bold  audacity. 
Such  harmless  creatures  have  a  true  respect 
To  talk  in  deeds,  while  others  saucily 
Promise  more  speed,  bat  do  it  leisurely : 
Even  so,  this  pattern  of  the  worn-out  age 
PaWn'd  honest  looks,  but  laid  no  words  to  gage. 

His  kindled  doty  khidled  her  mistrust. 
That  tw»  red  fires  hi  both  their  fisces  blaxed ; 
She  thought  be  blush'd,  as  knowing  Tarquin's  lust, 
And,  blushing  with  him,  wistly  on  him  gazed; 
Her  earnest  eye  did  make  him  mens  iamazed : 
The  more  she  saw  the  bkxni  his  cheeks  replenish. 
The  oipn  the  thoujght  he  spyM  in  her  some  Uemitb, 
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But  tang  Ae  tbiDlu  till  be  retain  ageiiA, 
And  yet  the  duteous  rmatm]  scarce  is  ^tme. 
The  weftjy  time  she  cannot  eiitertein» 
For  now  *t  ie  stale  to  sigh,  to  «eei>»  and  groan : 
So  woe  bath  wearied  woe,  moan  tired  moan. 
That  she  her  plaints  a  little  while  doth  stay, 
Pausing  for  means  to  mourn  some  never  way. 

At  last  she  calls  to  mind  where  hangs  a  piece 
Of  skilful  painting,  made  ior  Priam's  TtHf ; 
Bdbn  the  which  is  drawn  the  power  of  Greece, 
For  Helen's  rape  the  city  to  destroy. 
Threatening  cloud*kissing  Ilion  with  annoy ; 
Which  the  oonoeited  painter  drew  so  prond. 
As  Heaveo  (it  seemNi)  t6  kiss  the  torreU  bow'd. 

A  thousand  lamentable  objects  there, 
In  looni  of  Nature,  art  gave  lifeless  life : 
Many  a  dry  drop  seem'd  a  weeping  tear. 
Shed  for  the  slaughter*d  husband  by  the  wife : 
Tlie  rsd  blood  re^d  to  show  the  painter's  Strife  $ 
And  dying  eyes  gleam 'd  forth  their  ashy  lights, 
like  dying  coals  burnt  out  in  tediotis  nights. 

There  nig^t  yon  see  the  labouring  pioneer 
Begrim'd  with  sweat,  and  smeared  all  with  dust ; 
And  fipoai  the  towers  of  Troy  there  would  appear 
The  very  eyes  of  men  through  loop-holes  thrust. 
Gazing  upon  the  Greeks  with  little  lost : 
Such  sweet  observance  in  this  work  was  had. 
That  one  might  see  thoM  for-off  eyes  look  sad. 

lo  great  oommanden  grace  and  majesty 

You  might  behold  triumpbtug  in  their  fiices ; 

Id  youth,  quick  bearing  and  ilexterity ; 

And  here  and  there  the  painter  interlaces 

Pale  cowards,  marching  on  with  trembling  pae'es ; 

Which  heartless  peasants  did  so  well  resemble,  [hie. 

That  one  would  swear  he  saw  them  quake  and  trem- 

In  Ajas  and  Ulysses,  O  what  art 

Of  physiognomy  might  one  behold ! 

The  foee  of  either  'dpher'd  cither's  heart  j 

Their  face  their  manners  most  expressly  told : 

In  ^ax'  eyes  blunt  rage  and  rigour  n>U'd ; 

Bat  the  mild  glance  that  sly  Ulysses  lent. 

Showed  deep  regard  and  smiling  government 

There  pleadhig  might  you  see  grave  Nestor  stand. 
As  *t  were  encouraging  the  Greeks  to  fight ; 
Makhg  such  sober  action  witb  his  hand. 
That  it  beguil'd  attention,  charm'd  the  sight: 
In  speech,  it  seem'd,  his  beard,  all  silver  white, 
Wagg*d  up  and  down,  and  from  his  lips  did  fly 
Thin  winding  breath,  which  puri'd  up  to  the  sky. 

About  him  were  a  press  of  gaping  noes, 
Which  seem'd  to  swallow  up  his  sound  advice; 
All  jointly  listening,  but  with  several  graces. 
As  if  some  mermaid  did  their  ears  entice ; 
Some  high,  some  low,  the  painter  was  so  nice : 
The  scalps  of  many,  alnx»t  bid  behind, 
To  jump  up  higher  seem'd,  to  mock  the  mind. 

Here  one  man's  hand  lean*d  on  anothei's  head. 
His  nose  being  shadow'd  by  his  neighbour's  ear ; 
Bere  one  being  throng'd  bears  back,  all  blown  and 
Another,  smothered,  seems  to  pelt  and  swear;  [red ; 
And  in  their  rage  such  signs  of  rage  they  b«ir, 
As,  hot  for  loss  of  Nestor's  golden  words. 
It  ieem*d  they  would  debate  with  angry  swoids,    . 


For  ranch  imaginary  work  was  there ; 
Conceit  deceitful,  so  compact,  so  kind. 
That  ibr  Achilles*  image  stood  his  spear, 
Grip'd  in  an  armed  hand ;  himself,  behind* 
Was  left  unseen,  save  to  the  eye  of  mind: 
A  hand,  a  foot,  a  fisce,  a  leg,  a  hoad, 
Stood  fbr  the  whole  to  be  imagined. 

And  from  the  walls  of  strong-besiged  Troy 
When  their  brave  hope,  bold  Hector,  march^  ta 
Stood  many  Trojan  mothers,  sharing  joy        [field, 
To  see  their  youthful  sons  bright  weapons  wield ; 
And  to  their  hope  they  such  odd  action  yield. 
That,  through  their  light  joy,  seemed  to  appear 
(Like  bright  things  stain*d)  a  kind  of  heavy  fear. 

And,  from  the  strond  of  Danlan  where  they  fbught. 
To  SImois'  reedy  banks  the  red  blood  ran. 
Whose  waves  to  imitate  the  battle  sought 
With  swelling  ridges;  and  their  ranks  began 
To  break  upon  the  galled  shore,  and  then 
Retire  again,  till  meeting  greater  ranks 
Tbey  jo'.u,  and  shoot  their  foam  at  Simois*  banks. 

To  this  well-painted  piece  is  Lucrece  come. 
To  find  a  face  where  all  distress  is  st^l'd. 
Many  she  sees,  where  cares  have  carved  some, 
But  none  where  all  distress  and  dolour  d weird, 
Till  she  despairing  Hecuba  beheld. 
Staring  on  Priam's  wounds  with  her  old  eyes. 
Which  bleeding  under  Pyrrhus*  proud  foot  lies. 

In  her  the  painter  had  anatomis'd 
Time's  ruin,  beauty's  wreck,  and  grim  care's  reign ; 
Her  cheeks  with  chaps  and  wrinkles  were  disguis'd; 
Of  what  she  was,  no  semblance  did  remain: 
Her  i>lue  blood  £hang'd  to  black  in  every  vein, 
Wanting  the  spring  that  those  shrunk  pipes  had  fed, 
ShowM  life  imprison'd  in  a  body  dead. 

On  this  sad  shadow  Lu'crece  spends  her  eyes» 
And  shapes  her  sorrosrto  the  beldame's  woes. 
Who  nothing  wants  to  answer  her  but  cries. 
And  .itter  words  to  ban  her  cruel  foes: 
The  painter  was  no  god  to  lend  her  those; 
And  therefore  Lucrece  swears  be  did  her  wrong, 
To  give  her  so  much  grief,  aiid  not  a  tongue . 

•*  Pbor  instrument,"  quoth  she,  "  without  a  sound, 
I  Ml  tune  thy  woes  with  my  lamenting  tongue : 
And  drop  sweet  balm  in  Priam's  painted  wound. 
And  rail  on  Pyrrhus  that  hath  done  him  wrong. 
And  with  my  tears  quench  Troy  that  bums  so  long; 
And  with  my  knife  scratch  out  the  angry  eyes 
Of  all  the  Greeks  that  are  thine  enemies. 

"  Show  me  the  strumpet  that  began  this  stir, 
That  with  my  nails  her  beauty  I  may  tear. 
Thy  heat  of  lust,  fbnd  Paris,  did  incur 
This  Iqpd  of  wrath  that  burning  Troy  doth  bear ; 
Thy  eye  kindled  the  fire  that  buraeth  here  .*   . 
And  here  in  Troy,  for  trespass  of  thine  eye. 
The  sire,  the  sun,  the  dame,  and  daughter,  die. 

"  Why  should  the  private  pleasure  of  some  one 
Become  the  public  plague  of  many  moe  ? 
Let  sin,  alone  committed,  light  alone 
Upon  his  head  that  hath  transgressed  so. 
Let  guiltless  souls  be  freed  firom  guilty  woe: 
For  one's  ofiimce  why  should  so  many  fall. 
To  plague  a  private  sin  in  general  ? 
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"  liO^  here  wcqw  Heeubt,  here  Piiam  dies. 
Here  manly  Hector  faints,  here  Troilus  swoundsi 
Here  friend  by  friend  in  bloody  channel  lies. 
And  friend  to  friend  gives  unadvised  wounds, 
And  one  man's  lust  these  many  lives  confoonds: 
Had  doting  Priam  check'd  his  son's  desire, 
IVoy  had  been  bright  with  £une,  axtd  not  wijth  fire." 

Here  feelingly  she  weeps  Trojr's  painted  woes : 

For  sorrow,  like  a  heavy-hanging  bell, 

Once  set  on  ringing,  with  his  own  weight  goes; 

Then  little  strength  rings  out  the  doleful  knell: 

So'Lucrece  set  a-work,  sad  tales  doth  tell 

To  pencil'd  pensiveness  and  coloured  sorrow  ;  [row. 

She  lends  tfaiem  words,  and  she  their  kx>ks  doth  bor- 

She  throws  her  eyes  about  the  painting,  round, 
And  whom  she  finds  forlorn,  she  doth  lament : 
At  last  she  sees  a  wretched  image  bound, 
That  piteous  looks  to  Phrygian  shepherds  lent; 
His  face,  though  full  of  cares,  yet  showM  content: 
Onward  to  Troy  with  the  blunt  swains  he  goes. 
So  mild,  that  patience  seem'd  to  scorn  his  woes. 

In  him  the  painter  labour'd  with  his  skill 
To  hide  deceit,  and  give  the  harmless  show 
An  humble  g^it,  calm  looks,  eyes  waifing  still, 
A  brow  unbolt,  that  seem'd  to  welcome  woe ; 
Cheeks,  neither  red  nor  pale,  but  mingled  so 
That  blushing  red  no  guilty  instance  gave, 
Nor  ashy  pale  the  fear  that  false  hearts  have. 

But,  like  a  constant  and  confirmed  devil. 
He  entertain'd  a  show  so  seeming  just, 
And  therein  so  ensconced  his' secret  evil, 
That  jealousy  itself  could  not  mistrust 
False-creeping  craft  and  perjury  should  thrust 
Into  so  bright  a  day  such  black-fac'd  storms. 
Or  blot  with  hell-bom  sin  such  saint-like  forms. 

The  woU-ekiUM  workman  this  mild  image  dretr 
For  peijurd  Sinon,  whose  enchanting  story 
The  credulous  old  Pnam  after  slew  ; 
Whose  words,  like  wild-fire,  burnt  the  shinii^gkHry 
Of  rich-built  Dion,  that  the  skies  were  sorry, 
And  little  stars  shot  from  their  fixed  places, 
When  their  glass  fell  wherein  they  view'd  their  faces. 

This  pjoture  the  advisedly  peros'd. 
And  chid  the  pointer  fbr  his  wondrous  skill ; 
Saying,  some  shape  in  Sinon's  was  abus'd. 
So  fair  i^  form  lodged  not  a  mind  so  ill; 
And  still  on  him  she  gazM,  and  gazing  still. 
Such  signs  of  truth  in  his  plain  face  she  spy'd. 
That  she  concludes  the  picture- waff  bely^^ 

'*  It  cannot  be,**  quoth  ehe,  <*  that  so  much  gnHe 
(She  would  have  said)  "  can  lurk  m  $uch  a  look  ;*' 
But  Tarquin*s  shape  came  in  her  mind  the  while. 
And  from  her  tongue,  can  lurk  from  canmoi  t^k ; 
//  cannot  he  she  in  that  sense  forsook. 
And  tum'd  it  thus :  "It  cannot  be,  I  find. 
But  such  m  face  should  bear  a  wicked  mind: 

**  For  ev'n  as  subtle  Sioon  here  is  painted. 

So  sober-sad,  so  weary,  and  so  mild, 

(As  if  with  grief  or  travail  he  had  fainted) 

To  me  came  Tarqnin  armed ;  so  begnil'd 

With  outward  honesty,  but  yet  defil*d 

With  inward  vice :  as  Priam  him  did  cherish. 

So  did  I  Tarqoin$  io  my  Troy  did  perish. 


*«  Ix)ok,lo(^hesr|iilMri^MMftMl!lUt«f«w 
To  see  thsie  borrowed  tears  Chat  Sinon  ih«dik 
Priam,  why  art  thev  old,  aad  yet  not  wite? 
Fo/ every  tear  he  fiUb,  a  Tngan  bleeds ; 
His  eye  drops  fire,  bo  water  thence  pcooecdas 
Those  round  clear  peuk  of  his  that  movo  thypift^* 
Are  halls  of  yi^pohtois  fire  to  bum  thy  cHy% 


<«  SucbdMb«U»te«H)lifiNBlifhilMi&ll; 
For  Sinon  in  his  fire  doth  ^ooke  with  cold. 
And  in  that  cold,  hot^^rmng  fire  doth  dwell  i 
These  contraries  anch  unity  do  boU,  • 
Only  tq  flatter  fools,  a»d  make  iheM  bold : 
So  Priam's  tniflt  &ls0  Sinon's  tears  doth  flattor. 
That  he  finds  meaoi  to  bum  hia  Troy  with  ^ntm/K 


Here,  ill  enrag'd,  incli  pusioiiviiflr  mmIIs, 
That  patiepce  is  quite  beaten  firooi  her  bieeit 
She  tears  the  senseless  Sinon  with  her  nollt, 
Comparing  him  to  that  unhai^  guest 
Whose  deed  hath  made  herself  herself  detett  t 
At  last  she  smilingly  with  this  gives  o'er;    [t 
*<  Fool  I  fool !"  quoth  the^  <<  his  wooi^  will 


Thus  ebbs  aad  flows  the  dunreot  of  her  sorrow. 
And  time  doth  weary  time  with  her  oomplainiBg. 
She  looks  for  night,  and  then  she  longs  for  morrow* 
And  both  she  think*  too  long  with  her  remaiaiog  t 
Short  time  seems  long  in  sorrow^  sharp  suttainiog: 
Though  woe  be  heavy,  yet  it  sddom  iieeps  ; 
And  they  that  watch,  see  time  how  skm  it  < 


Which  all  this  time  hath  oversKppVI  her  ihonshtb 
That  she  with  painted  images  ha^  spent ; 
Being  from  the  feeling  of  her  own  grief  brought 
By  deep  surmise  of  others'  detriment4 
Losing  her  woes  in  shows  of  discontent. 
It  easeth  some,  though  none  it  ever  cored. 
To  think  their  dolonr  others  have  endured. 

But  now  ^e  mindfhl  messenger,  cotte  book, 
3rings  home  his  lord  and  oth^r  company ; 
Who  finds  his  Lucreee  clad  In  mourning  black; 
And  round  about  her  tear-distained  eye 
Blue  circles  streamed,  like  rain-hows  in  the  sky. 
These  water-galls  in  her  dim  element 
Foretell  new  storms  to  those  already  spent 

Which  when  her  sad4Mholding  husband  acw, 

Amazedly  in  her  sad  face  he  stares : 

Her  eyes,  though  sad  in  tears,  look*d  red  and  raw. 

Her  lively  colour  kiU'd  with  deadly  cares* 

He  hath  no  power  to  wA  her  how  she  fares, 

But  stood,  like  oki  acqoaintanee  in  a  trance. 

Met  for  fWun  heme,  wondering  each  other*achsact. 

At  last  he  takes  her  by  the  bkMdless  hand. 
And  thns  begins :  ^  What  uncouth  ill  event 
Hath  thee  befollen,  that  thou  dost  trembling  sUnd  ? 
Sweet  love,  what  i^Nte  hath  thy  fair  coloor  spent  ^ 
Why  art  thon  thus  attir'd  in  discontent  ? 
Unmask,  dear  dear,  this  moody  heaviness, 
Aad  tell  thy  grief;  that  we  may  give  redrev." 

Three  times  with  sighs  she  g'rres  her  sorrows  fire, 
Ere  once  she  can  diKharge  one  word  of  woe : 
At  length  address'd  to  answer  his  desire. 
She  modestly  prepares  to  Jet  them  know 
Her  honour  is  ta'en  prisoner  by  the  foe; 
While  CollatiRe  and  his  conserted  kwda 
With  aad  attention  long^to  hear  her  wordSi . 
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Ana  flov  «bb  ]Mile  stoh  in  ber  vmtery  BCft 
l^not  the  fwl  diige  of  her  certaio  ending :    [beil 
**  Few  wQcds,"  quoth  sbe,  <*  shall  fit  the  trtiptm 
Where  no  ezeose  can  give  the  lanlt  amendinf : 
To  me  more  woes  than  words  ard  now  depending ; 
And  my  himftnls  voold  be  drawn  out  too  long. 
To  tell  then  all  with  one  poor  tired  tongue. 

<'  Tbenbatfawalltiietatkitfaatbtosay:— 
Pear  hnsband,  in  the  interest  of  thy  bed 
A  stranger  came,  and  oo  that  pillow  lay 
Where  thoa  wast  wont  to  rest  thy  weary  head  ; 
And  what  wrong  else  may  be  imagined 
By  Ibol  enforcement  might  be  done'to  me^ 
From  tbatg  alas!  4hy  Lucieee  is  not  free. 

**  For  in  ^edreadla]  dead  of  daik  midnigbt, 
With^hhung  falchion  in  my  chamber  came 
A  creeping  creature,  with  a  flaming  light, 
And  softly  cry'd,  *  Awake,  thoa  Roman  dame, 
And  entertain  >aiyloTe;  else  lastix^  shame 
On  thee  and  thine  this  night  I  will  inflict. 
If  thou  my  love's  desire  do  contradict. 

" '  For  tome  hard-favour'd  gropm  of  thine,'  qooth 
'  UnlesB  thoa  yoke  thy  liking  to  my  will,         [he, 
I  ni  murder  straight,  and  then  I  *l\  slaughter  thee, 
Aod  swear  I  Ibond  yon  where  you  did  fulfill 
The  Ipathsooie  act  of  lost,  and  so  did  kill 
the  lechers  in  their  deed :  tfaia  act  will  be 
My  fiune,  and  thy  peipetaal  in£smy.' 

''  With  this  I  did  begin  to  start  andl  cry, 

Aod  then  agaamt  my  heart  he  set  his  sword, 

Svcariag,  ualees  I  took  all  patiently, 

I  shoohl  not  live  to  speak  another  word  ; 

So  should  my  riiaine  stiU  rest  npoo  record. 

And  never  be  foigot  in  mighty  Rome 

The  adulterate  death  of  Lucrcce  and  her  groom. 

"  Mine  enemy  was  strong,  my  poor  self  weak. 
And  hr  the  weaker  with  so  strong  a  fear': 
My  bloody  judge  forbade  my  tongue  to  speak ; 
Ko  rightful  plea  might  plead  lor  justice  there: 
His  scarlet  lust  came  evidence  to  swear* 
That  my  poor  beauty  had  purkrin'd  his  eyes. 
And  when  the  judge  is  robb'd,  the  prisoner  dies. 

"  O  teach  me  how  to  make  mine  own  excuse ! 

Or,  at  the  least  this  refuge  let  me  find ; 

Though  my  gross  Uuod  be  stain*d  with  thit  abuse. 

Immaculate  and  spotless  is  my  mind ; 

That  vas  not  lorcM ;  that  never  wats  inclro^d 

To  accessary  yieldings,  b^t  still  pure 

Doth  in  her  poisoned  closet  yet  endure.*' 

lo  here,  the  bopeica  merchant  of  this  loss. 

With  head  deciin'd,  and  voice  dam'd  up  with  woe, 

With  sad-«st  eyes,  and  wretebed  aims  across^ 

From  lipg  new-waxen  pala  begins  to  blow 

The  gr^  away,  that  stops  his  answer  so: 

Bat  wretched  as  he  is^  he  strives  in  vain ; 

What  he  hfoathes  ont,  his  breath  drinks  up  again. 

As  through  an  arch  the  violent  roaring  tide 

Ootmns  the  eye  that  doth'hebold  bis  haste; 

Yet  in  the  eddy  boundeth  hi  his  pride 

Back  to  the  streit  thatibrc'd  him  onso  flut; 

In  rage  sent  oot,  recali'd  in  rage,  being  past : 

Ef  en  so  his  sighs,  bb  sorrows,  make  a  saw, 

To  posh  grief  on,  and  back  the  saaM  grief  drew. 


Which  speechless  woe  of  hfs,  poor  she  attcndetty 

And  his  untimely  frenzy  thus  awaketh: 

'*  Dear  lord,  thy  sorrow  tp  my  sorrow  lendetb 

Another  power ;  no  flood  by  raining  slakeUu 

My  woe  too  sensible  thy  passion  maketh 

More  feeling  painful :  let  it  then  suffice 

To  drown  one  woe^  one  pair  af  weeping  eyes. 

**  And  for  my  sake,  when  I  might  charai  thee  so^ 

For  she  that  was  thy  Lucrece — now  attend  me  ; 

Be  suddenly  revenge^  on  my  foe. 

Thine,  mine,  his  own ;  suppose  thou  dost  defend  ma 

From  what  is  past :  the  help  that  thou  sbalt  lend  ni% 

Comes  all  too  bite,  yet  let  Ithe  traitor  die; 

For  sparing  justice  feeds  iniquity, 

'*  But  ere  I  name  him,  yon,  fair  lords,"  quoth  she,* 
(Speaking  to  those  that  oame  with  CoUatine) 
*'  SSiall  plight  your  honourable  faiths  to  miy 
With  swift  pursuit  to  venge  this  wroqg  of  raiaa  ;    - 
For 't  is  a  meritork>os  fair  design. 
To  chase  injustice  with  reveng^^U  aims :  [baraBS." 
Knights,  by  their  oaths,  should  right  poor  ladies^ 

At  this  reqnest,  with  noMe  disposition 
Each  present  lord  began  to  promise  aid. 
As  bound  in  knighthood  to  her  imposition. 
Longing  to  hear  the  hateful  foe  bewray'd. 
But  she,  that  yet  her  sad  task  hath  not  said, 
The  protestation  stops.    '*  O  speak,"  quoth  she, ' 
**  How  may  this  forced  stiim  be  wip'd  firom  me  ? 

"  What  is  the  quality  of  mme  ofibnce. 
Being  constrain'd.with  dreadful  circumstance? 
May  my  pure  mind  with  the  foul  act  dispense^ 
My  low-deoUned  honour  to  advanee  ? 
May  any  terms  acquit  me  from  .this  chance  ? 
The  poisoo'd  fountain  clears  itself  again  ; 
And  why  not  I  from  this  oompelled  stain?" 

With  this,  they  all  at  once  began  to  say. 
Her  body's  stain  her  nund  untainted  cloirs  $ 
While  with  a  joyless  smile  she  tarns  away 


The  face,  that  map  which  deep 

Of  hard  misfortune,  csrv!d  in  it  with  tears. 

*'  No»  no^"  qn<Hh  she,  "  no  dane,  hereafter  livlngv 

By  my  excuse  shall  claim  sxcuse's  giving*" 

Here  with  a  sigh,  as  if  her  heart  voald  break,  t^ys. 
She  throws  forth  Tarquin^s  name:  *•  H0,  he,'*  she 
But  niore  than  he  her  poor  tongoe  could  ttot  speak; 
Till  after  many  accents  and  delays. 
Untimely  breathingiL  sick  and  short  assays. 
She  utters  thiss  *«  He,  he,  fair  lords,  't  is  he. 
That  guides  tins  hand  to  give  this  wound  to  me.'* 

EVn  here  Ae  sheathed  in  her  barmless  breast     ' 
A  harmful  knife,  that  thence  her  soul  unsheathed : 
That  blow  did  bail  it  from  the  deqi  unrest 
Of  that  polluted  prison  where  it  breathed : 
Her  contrite  sighs  unto  the  clouds  bequeathed 
Her  winged  sprite,  aod  through  her  wosads  doth  fly 
Lifo*!  Uirttng  date  from  cancerd  destiny. 

Skon^stUl,  astonish'd  with  this  deadly  deed. 
Stood  Collatine  and  all  his  lordly  crew ; 
Till  Lucrece'  father  that  beholds  her  bleed, 
Himself  on  her  self-slaughter^  body  threw ; 
And  from  the  purple  fountain  Brutus  drew. 
The  murderous  knife,  and  as  it  left  the  place. 
Her  blood,  imo9rrev«i|g!»,  held  i|t  in  chase  i.   .. 
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And  babbling  from  ber  bretst,  it  dotb  diTide 
In  two  slow  riven,  tb&t  tbe  crimfon  blood 
Circles  ber  body  in  on  every  side, 
Who  like  a  late-sack'd  island  vAstly  stood 
Bare  and  unpeopled,  in^his  fearful  flood. 
Some  of  her  blood  still  pure  and  red  remained, 
And  some  look'd  black,and  that  false  Tarquin  stain VI. 

About  the  mooming  and  eongealed  face 
Of  that  black  blood,  a  watery  rigol  goes, 
Which  seems  to  weep  upon  the  tainted  place: 
And  ever  since,  as  pitying  Lucreoe*  woes, 
Gomiptcd  blood  some  watery  token  shows ; 
And  blood  untaiiitad  stilt  dotb  red  abide. 
Blushing  at  that  which  is  so  pntrifyM. 

**  Daughter,  dear  daughter,"  old  Lucretius  cries, 

"  That  life  was  mine,  which  thou  hast  here  deprived. 

If  in  the  child  the  father's  image  lies. 

Where  shall  I  live,  now  lAicrece  is  unlivM  ? 

Thou  wast  not  to  this  end  from  me  derivM. 

If  children  pre-decease  progenitors, 

We  are  their  o&pring,  and  they  none  of  ours; 

**  Poor  broken  glass,  T  often  did  behold 
In  thy  sweet  semblance  my  old  age  new-bom ; 
But  now  that  fhir  fVesh  mirror,  dim  and  oM, 
Shows  me  a  bare-bon*d  death,  by  time  outworn ; 
O,  from  thy  cheeks  my  image  thou  hast  torn! 
And  riiiver'd  all  the  beauty  of  my  glass. 
That  I  DO  more  can  see  what  once  I  was. 

**  O  time,  cease  thou  thy  conne,  and  last  no  longer. 
If  they  surcease  to  be,  that  should  survive. 
Shall  rotten  death  make  conquest  of  the  stronger, 
And  leave  the  faltering  feeble  souls  alive  ? 
The  old  bees  die,  the  young  possess  their  hive ; 
Then  live,  sweet  Liicrece,  live  again,  and  see 
Thy  father  die,  and  not  thy  Ihther  thee  !" 

By  this  starts  Collatine  as  from  a  dream. 
And  bids  Lucretius  give  hisaorrow  placej 
And  then  in  key-coM  Locrece'  bleeding  stream 
He  fells,  and  bathes  the  pale  fear  in  his  face, 
And  counterfeits  to  die  with  ber  a  space ; 
.  Till  manly  shame  bids  him  possess  bis  breath, 
And  live  to  be  revenged  on  her  death* 

Tbe  deep  vexation  of  his  inward  soul 
Hath  serv'd  a  dumb  arrest  upon  his  tongue 4 
Who  mad  that  sorrow  should  his  use  control. 
Or  keep  him  from  heart-easing  words  so  long. 
Begins  to  talk :  but  through  his  lips  do  throng 
Weak  words,  so  thick  come  in  his  poor  hearths  aid. 
That  no  man  could  distinguish  what  he  said. 

Yet  sometime  Tarquin  was  pronounced  plain, 
But  through  his  teeth,  as  if  the  name  he  tore. 
This  windy  tempest,  till  it  blow  up  rain. 
Held  back  his  sorrow's  tide,  to  make  it  more ; 
At  last  it  rains,  and  busy  winds  give  o'er: 
Then  son  and  father  weep  with  equal  strife. 
Who  should  weep  most  for  daughter  or  for  wife. 

The  one  doth  call  her  his,  the  other  his, 
Yet  neither  may  possess  the  claim  they  lay. 
The  father  says,  '*  She  's  mine :"  <*  O  mine  she  is," 
Replies  her  husband :  ■*  Do  not  take  away 
My  sorrow's  interest;  let  no  mourner  say 
He  weeps  for  her,  for  she  was  only  mine, 
And  enly  mutt  be  waU'd  by  Collatine.*' 
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••  O,**  quoth  Lucretius,  «« I  did  give  that  life, 
Which  she  too  early  and  too  late  hath  spill'd.'* 
«*  Woe,  woe,"  quoth  Collatine,  *'  she  was  my  vpifr, 
I  owed  ber,  and  t  is  mine  that  she  hath  kill'd.** 
My  daughter  and  my  xc\fe  with  clamours  fiU'd 
The  dispers'd  air,  who  holding  Lucrece'  life, 
Attswer'd  their  cries,  m^  daughter  and  my  wife. 

Brutus,  who  plucked  the  knife  from  Lucrece'  side. 

Seeing  such  emulation  in  their  woe, 

Beg^n  to  clothr  his  wit  in  state  and  pride, 

Burying  in  Lucrece'  wound  his  folly*s  show. 

He  with  t^e  Romans  was  esteemed  so 

As  silly -jeering  idiots  are  with  kings. 

For  sporting  words,  and  uttering  foolish  things : 

But  now  he  throws  that  shallow  habit  by. 

Wherein  deep  policy  did^him  disguise  ; 

And  arro*d  his  long-hid  wits  advisedly, 

To  check  the  tears  in  Collatinus'  eyes. 

"  Thou  wronged  lord  of  Rome,'*  quoth  he,  *•  arise ; 

Let  my  unsounded  self,  suppos'd  a  fool. 

Now  set  thy  long-experienc'd  wit  to  school. 

"  Why,  Collatioe,  is  woe  the  cure  for  woe  ? 

Do  wounds  help  wounds,  or  grief  help  grievous  deeds  ? 

Is  it  rev(!nge  to  give  thyself  a  blow, 

For  hb  foul  act  by  whom  thy  fair  wife  bleeds  ? 

Such  childish  humour  from  weak  minds  proc«edK  ; 

Thy  wretched  wife  mistook  the  matter  so,     ' 

To  slay  herself,  that  should  have  slain  her  foe. 

"  Courageous  Roman,  do  not  steep  thy  heart 

In  such  relenting  dew  of  lanxMitations, 

But  kneel  with  me,  and  help  to  bear  thy  part. 

To  rouse  our  Roman  gods  with  invocations. 

That  they  will  suffer  these  abominations, 

Since  Rome  herself  in  them  doth  stand  disgraced. 

By  our  strong  arms  from  forth  her  fair  streets  chased. 

"  Now  by  the  Capitol  that  we  adore. 

And  by  this  chaste  blood  so  unjustly  stained. 

By  Heaven's  fair  Sun«  that  breeds  the  fat  Earth's 

store. 
By  all  our  country  rights  in  Kome  maintained. 
And  by  chaste  Lucrece'  soul  that  late  complained 
Her  wrongs  to  us,  and  by  this  bloody  knife, 
We  will  revenge  the  death  of  this  true  wife»" 

This  said,  he  struck  his  hand  upon  his  breast. 
And  kissM  the  faX$\  knife  to  end  his  vow  ; 
And  to  his  protestation  urg^d  tlte  rest, 
Who  wondering  at  him,  did  him  words  allow : 
Then  jointly  to  the  glround  thair  knees  they  bow ; 
And  Uiat  deep  vow  which  Brutus  made  before. 
He  doth  agam  repeat,  and  that  they  swnre. 

When  they  had  sworn  to  this  advised  doom. 
They  did  conclude  to  bear  dead  Lucrece  tbenoe; 
To  show  the  bleeding  body  thorouf^  Rome, 
And  so  to  publish  Tarquin's  foul  offence: 
Which  being  done  with  speedy  diligence, 
Tue  Romans  plausibly  did  give  consent 
To  Tarquin*8  everlasting  banishment. 
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TO  TSB  ONLT  BECHTDl 

OV  THESE   E1IS0IK«   tOmfBTS, 
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UX  BAinm  AHD  TH%T  ETIlNnT  PROmSCD 

■T  OVE  BVBK-UVINC  rOBT 

vtsvm  TBE  wzu-witanio  AinwroEiE 

IK  UriTlKG  POETHy 

T.  T. 


SONNET  L 

nmifumt  creatnreg  we  desire  increase, 
Tbtt  thereby  beauty's  rose  might  never  die, 
B«  as  the  r^jcr  shonld  by  time  de<«ase, 
ffif  tender  behr  might  bear  his  memory : 
Bat  thoa,  eoatracted  to  thine  own  bright  eyes, 
Beed^st  thy  light's  flame  with  self-substantial  foel. 
Making  a  famtne  where  abundance  lies, 
Tijself  thy  foe,  to  thy  sweet  self  too  cruel. 
Thoa  that  art  oow  the  world's  fresh  ornament, 
iad  flto!y  herald  to  the  gaudy  spring, 
Within  thine  own  b«id  boriestthy  content. 
And,  tender  churl,  mak'st  waste  in  niggarding. 
W^  the  world,  or  else  this  glutton  be, 
To  eat  the  world's  due,  by  the  grave  and  thee. 


SONNET  IL 

Wam  forty  winters  shall  besiege  thy  brow, 
And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beanty's  field. 
Thy  youth's  proud  livery,  so  gaz'd  on  now, 
^iH  be  a  Utter'd  weed,  of  small  worth  held: 
Then  being  ask'd  where  all  thy  beauty  lies. 
Where  all  the  treasure  of  thy  lusty  days ; 
To  say,  within  thine  own  deep-sunken  eyes. 
Were  aa  alt-eating  shame,  and  thriftless  praise. 
Hov  much  more  praise  deserv'd  thy  beauty's  use, 
If  thoa  conld'st  answer — "  This  fair  child  of  mine 
^U  san  my  ooont,  and  make  my  old  expose—" 
I^'nnn^  his  beauty  by  sucoessioo  throe. 
Tb»  were  to  be  new-made  when  thou  art  old. 
And  see  thy  blood  warm  when  thoa  feePst  it  cold. 


SONNET  m. 

IfSK  io  diy  glafls,  and  tell  the  face  thoa  viewest, 
^*ov  ■  the  time  that  face  sbonid  form  another ; 
WhdM  firesh  repair  if  now  thou  not  renewest, 
Tboa  dost  begn^  the  world,  nnbless  some  mother, 
i'^rvfcere  is  she  so  fair,  whose  un-eard  womb 
IManis  the  tillage  of  thy  husbandry  } 
l*rwho  is  he  so  fond,  will  be  the  tomb 
Of  bis  aetf4ove,  to  stop  posterity  ? 
Thw  ait  thy  mother^s  glass,  and  she  in  thee 
<^  back  the  lovely  April  of  her  prime : 
fettoo  throogh  windows  of  thine  age  shalt  tee, 
^P»*L  of  wrbikles,  this  thy  golden  time 
^  if  thoQ  live,  remembcr'd  not  to  be, 
Ktaqgk,  and  thioe  nnage  dies  with  thee. 


SONNET  IV. 


UNTBBiFTr  loveliness,  why  dost  thou  qpend 
Upon  thyself  thy  b^Luty's  legacy  ? 
Natures  bequest  gives  nothing,  but  doth  lend. 
And  being  frank,  she  lends  to  those  are  free. 
Then,  beauteous  niggard,  why  dost  thou  abuse 
The  bounteous  largess  given  thee  to  give } 
Profitless  usurer,  wby  dost  thou,  use 
So  great  a  supi  of  sums,  yet  canst  not  live  ? 
For  having  traflk  with  thyself  aione. 
Thou  of  thyself  thy  sweet  self  dost  deceive. 
Then  bow»  when  Nature  calls  thee  to  be  gone. 
What  acceptable  audit  canst  thou  leave  ? 
Thy  unus'd  beauty  must  be  tomb'd  with  thee, 
Which,  ns'd,  lives  thy  executor  to  be. 


SONNET  V. 

Those  howeis,  that  with  gentle  work  did  frame 

The  lovely  gaze  where  every  eye  doth  dwell. 

Will  play  the  tyrants  to  the  very  same. 

And  that  unfair  which  fairly  doth  excell ; 

For  never-resting  time  leads  summer  on 

To  hideods  winter,  and  confounds  him  there; 

Sap  check 'd  with  frost,  and  lusty  leaves  quite  gone, 

B^uty  o'efsnow*d»  and  bareness  every  where : 

Then,  vere  not  summer's  distillation  left, 

A  liquid  prisoner  pent  in  walls  of  glass, 

Beauty's  effect  witb  beauty  were  bereft. 

Nor  it.  nor  no  remembrance  what  it  was. 

But  flowers  distiird,  though  tliey  with  winter  meet; 

Leeae  but  their  show;  theirsubstancestillUvessweet. 


SONNET  VI. 

Thsk  let  not  winter's  ragged  hand  deface 

In  thee  thy  summer,  ere  thou  be  distill'd : 

Make  sweet  some  phial,  treasure  thou  some  place 

With  beauty's  treasure,  ere  it  be  helf-kill'd. 

That  use  is  not  forbidden  usury. 

Which  happies  those  that  pay  the  willing  loan ; 

That 's  for  thyself  to  breed  another  thee. 

Or  ten  times  happier,  be  it  teu  for  one ; 

Ten  times  thyself  were  happier  than  thou  art. 

If  ten  of  thine  ten  times  refigur'd  thee : 

'llien,  what  could  death  do  if  thon  sbould'st  depart, 

Leaving  thee  living  in  posterity  ? 

Be  not  self-will'd,  for  thon  art  much  too  fair 

To  be  death's  conquest,  and  make  worms  thine  heir. 


SONNET  VIL 

Lo,  in  the  orient  when  the  gracious  light 
Lifts  up  his  burning  head,  each  under  eye 
Doth  homage  to  his  new- appearing  sight. 
Serving  with  looks  his  sacred  majesty  ; 
And  having  climb'd  the  steep-up  heavenly  hill. 
Resembling  strong  youth  in  his  middle  age. 
Yet  mortal  looks  adore  his  beauty  still. 
Attending  on  his  golden  pilgrimage; 
But  when  fh>m  high-most  pitch,  with  weary  car. 
Like  feeble  age,  he  reeleth  from  the  day. 
The  eyes,  'fore  duteous,  now  converted  are 
From  his  low  tract,  and  look  another  way : 
So  thou,  thyself  out-going  m  thy  noon, 
Unlook'd  on  diest,  unless  thou  get  a  son. 
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SONNOT  VIIL 


Monc  to  bear,  why  bear'st  tboa  raunc  sadly  ? 
Siraeta  wHb  sireeU  war  not,  joy  delights  in  joy, 
Wby  lov'st  thou  that  which  then  receiv'st  not  glad- 
Or  elae  receiT'tt  with  pleaa ore  thine  annoy }    \\y } 
U  the  trae  coooord  of  well-tuned  sounds. 
By  ttnioiM  Uttrried,  do  ctfTend  thine  ear, 
Tbey  do  hut  aweetly  chide  thee,  who  confonudi 
lo  angleoesf  the  parts  that  thou  shonld'st  bear. 
Mark  bow  one  ttring,  sweet  husband  to  another. 
Strikes  each  in  each  by  mutual  ordering; 
neseabtiDg  sire  and  child  and  happy  mother, 
Who  ail  in  one,  one  pleasing  note  do  sing : 
Wlxae  speechless  song»  being  many,  seeming  one, 
Sings  Ibti  to  thee,  **  thon  single  wilt  prove  none.** 


SONNET  IX. 

b  it  for  fear  to  wet  a  widow^s  eye. 

Thai  tbott  obi»aiii*gt  thyself  in  single  life  ? 

Ah  !  if  thou  iMoelMB  ibalt  hap  to  die. 

The  world  will  wail  thee,  like  a  nalieleBB  irife  i 

The  world  will  be  thy  widow  and  still  weep. 

That  thou  bo  form  of  thee  bast  left  behind, 

Wben  etnry  private  widow  well  may  keqs 

By  obildran's  eyes,  ber  husbaod's  ihape  in  mind. 

Look,  what  an  nnthrift  in  the  world  dotb  spend, 

Shifts  but  his  place,  for  still  the  world  enjoys  it ; 

3ot  beauty's  wasto  bath  in  the  wnrtd  an  end, 

And  kept  unna*d,  the  user  ao  destroys  it 

No  love  toward  others  in  that  bosom  sits. 

ttat  on  bimsdf  ioch  mnideaaus  i 


SONNET  X. 
Foa  shame !  deny  that  thou  bear*st  love  to  any, 
Who  for  IhjrMslf  «irt  so  unprovident 
Grant,  if  thou  wilt,  thou  art  beloT'd  of  many, 
Bat  that  thoti  none  loVst,  it  most  eridept; 
For  thon  art  so  posseas'd  with  mnrderons  hate, 
That  'gainst  thyself  thou  stick'at  not  to  conspire, 
Seeking  that  beauteous  roof  to  ruinate. 
Which  to  repair  sbonld  be  tby  chief  desire. 
O  change  tby  thought,  that  I  may  ohaqgeany  mind ! 
Shall  bate  be  fisirarlodg'd  than  gentle  lote? 
Be,  as  thy  presence  is,  gracious  and  kind. 
Or  to  tbysdi;  at  least,  kind-hearted  prove: 
Make  thee  another  self,  for  love  of  me. 
That  beanty  atill  may  live  in  thine  or  thee. 


SONNET  XL 

As  fost  as  thou  sbalt  wane,  so  fost  thon  grow'it. 
In  one  of  thine,  from  that  which  thou  departest ; 
And  that  fresh  blood  which  youngty  thou  bestow'st, 
Tbon  majr'ist  call  thine,  when  thou  from  youth  con- 
Bsrein  lives  wisdom,  beauty,and  increase ;  [veriest 
Withont  thii,  folly,  age,  and  cold  decay: 
If  all  were  minded  so,  the  times  should  cease. 
And  thteesoore  years  would  make  the  world  away. 
Let  those  wtom  Nature  hath  not  made  for  store, 
HaiBh«  fSeatareless,  and  rude,  barrenly  perish: 
Look  whom  she  boit  endowed,  she  gave  the  more ; 
Which  bounteous  gift  thou  should'st  in  bounty  che- 
rish: 
She  cart*d  thee  for  her  seal,  and  meant  theteby, 
TbOQ  ahoold'st  print  more,  nor  let  that  copy  die. 


SONNET  Xlh 

Waaif  I  do  count  the  clock  that  teUs  the  timi 

And  see  the  brave- day  sunk  in  hideous  nig-lit  ^ 

When  I  behold  the  violet  past  prime. 

And  sable  curls,  all  silvei^  o*er  with  white  ; 

When  lofty  trees  I  see  barren  of  leavea. 

Which  erst  from  heat  did  canopy  the  bercl. 

And  summer's  green  all  girded  up  in  iheaves* 

Borne  on  the  bier  with  white  and  bristly  bemrcl 

Theai>f  thy  beauty  do  I  question  make. 

That  thou  among  the  wastes  of  time  must  ^o. 

Since  sweets  and  beauties  do  themselves  forsaki 

And  die  as  fost  as  they  see  others  grow  ; 

And  nothing  'gainst  Time*sscythe  ean  make  defec 

Svff  bfeed,  to  brave  him,wben  he  takes  thee  ha 


SONNET  XIII, 

0  TBAT  yon  were  yonnelf !  but,  love,  you  are 
No  longer  yonr*8,  than  you  yourself  here  live  : 
Against  this  coming  end  you  should  prepare. 
And  your  sweet  semblance  to  some  other  grre. 
So  should  that  beauty  which  you  hold  in  leaae, 
ibid  no  determination :  then  yon  were  j 
Yourself  again,  after  yoorselPs  decease. 

When  yonr  sweet  issue  your  sweet  form  shonld  beaj 
Who  lets  00  foir  a  house  foil  to  decay. 
Which  husbandry  in  honour  might  uphold 
Against  the  stormy  gusts  of  winter's  day. 
And  barren  rage  oiF  death's  eternal  cold  ? 

0 1  none  but  unthrifts : — ^Dear  my  love,  you  know 
Youhadafother;  let  your  son  say  ao. 


SONNET  XIV. 

Not  from  the  atars  do  I  my  judgment  ^uck; 

And  yet  methinks  I  have  astronomy, 

.But  not  to  tell  of  good,  or  evil  luck. 

Of  plagues,  of  dearths,  or  seasons'  quality : 

Nor  can  I  fortune  to  brief  minutes  tell. 

Pointing  to  each  his  thunder,  rain,  aad  wind ; 

Or  say,  with  princes  if  it  shall  go  welt. 

By  oft  predict  that  I  in  Heaven  foul ; 

But  from  thine  eyes  my  knowledge  I  derive. 

And  (constant  stars)  in  them  I  read  such  art. 

As  tratb  and  beauty  shall  tbgether  thrive. 

If  from  thyself  to  store  thou  would^t  convert : 

Or  else  of  thee  this  I  prognosticate, 

Thy  end  is  truth's  and  beauty's  doom  and  date. 


SONNET  XV« 

Wbxk  I  consider  every  tbing  that  grows 
Holds  in  perfection  but  a  little  moment. 
That  this  huge  state  presenteth  nought  but  shows 
Whereon  the  stars  in  secret  influence  corament; 
When  I  perceive  that  men  as  plants  increase^ 
Cheered  and  check'd  ev'n  by  the  self-same  sky ; 
Vaunt  in  their  youthful  sap,  at  )ieight  deeresse. 
And  wear  their  brave  state  out  of  memory ; 
Then  the  conceit  of  this  inconstant  ftay 
Sets  yon  most  rich  in  yonth  before  my  sight, 
Where  wasteful  time  debateth  with  decay, 
To  change  your  day  of  youth  to  sullied  night; 
And,  an  in  war  with  time,  for  |pve  of  you, 
As  be  takes  from  you»  I  engraft  you  new.  ^ 
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SONNEt  XVI. 


f  wberdbre  do  not  yon  a  mightier  iray 

Ite  ^«rar  upon  this  bloody  t3rrant.  Time  ? 

I  foi-*ify  youraelf  in  your  decay 

th  means  more  blessed  than  my  barren  rhyme  ? 

m  stjmxid  you  on  the  top  of  happy  hoars; 

ri  many  maiden  gardens  yet  unset, 

ft  K  virtuous  wish  would  ]>ear  yon  litini;  Howtn, 

oeh  1ilEi»r  than  your  painted  counterfeit: 

»  sbouM  the  lines  of  life  tliat  life  repair, 

"^jicli  this,  Hme'ii  pencil,  or  my  pupil  pen, 

f^tHer  in  ioward  worth,  nor  ontward  fair, 

kn  inmlCe  you  lire  yourself  in  eyes  of  men. 

V>  give  away  yourself,  keeps  yourself  still; 

ind  you  most  live,  drawn  by  your  Own  sweet  skill. 


90NNET  Xnh 

^Ho  wiU  balieTe  my  veiae  in  time  to  come» 
If  it  were  fiird  with  your  most  high  deserts  ? 
Hiou^  yet  HeaYeo  knows,  it  is  but  as  a  tomb 
'W'hicli  hides  your  life,  and  i>hows  not  half  your  parts. 
if  I  cofild  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyes» 
ADd  io  fi-esh  numbers  number  all  your  graces. 
The  age  to  come  would  say,  "  this  poet  lies, 
Soch  heavenly  touches  ne*er  touch'd  earthly  fisces.^ 
So  shaald  my  papers,  yeliow'd  with  their  age. 
Be  scom'd,  like  old  men  of  less  truth  than  tongue ; 
And  your  true  rights  be  term'd  a  poet*s  rage. 
And  stretched  metre  of  an  antique  song : 
But  were  some  child  of  yours  alive  that  time, ' 
Yoa  sboald  live  twice ; — in  it,  and  in  my  rhyme. 


8D19NET  XVUf. 

Shall  I  oooipaie  thee  to  a  summer's  dsry  ? 
Thou  art  mora  lovely  and  more  temperate: 
Rough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  bods  of  May, 
And  aumoier's  lease  hath  all  too  short  a  date : 
Sometime  too  hot  the  eye  of  Heaven  shines. 
And  often  is  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd ; 
And  every  Isir  from  fair  sometime  declines. 
By  chance,  or  nature's  changing  course^  nntrioun'd; 
Bat  thy  eternal  summer  ahall  not  Aide, 
Nor  lose  possession  of  that  iair  thou  owest ; 
Nor  shal( JDeath  brag  tboa  wander*st  in  his  shnde, 
When  tn  eternal  lines  to  time  thou  growest: 
So  \oog  as  men  can  breathy  or  eyes  can  see. 
So  long  lives  this,  and  this  gives  life  to  thee* 


•  dONKET  XlXr! 

BiroinuMi  Thne,  bhmt  tSiou  the  lion's  pews. 

And  made  the  ^rth.devoar  her  own  sw^et  brood ; 

Ptaek  the  keen  teeth  ftora  the  fierce  tiger's  jaws. 

And  bam  the  lon^liv^d  phenix  in  her  blood  ; 

Make  glad  and  sorry  seasons  as  thon  4eet*st, 

And  do  whafte'er  theu  wilt,  swift-footed  Time, 

To  the  wide  world,  and  ail  her  feding  sweets ; 

But  I  forbid  thee  ene  most  heinous  crime : 

0  strve  not  with  thy  hours  my  love's  fair  brow. 

Nor  draw  no  lines  there  with  thine  antique  pen ; 

Him  in^  thy  course  ontiinfeed  do  allow, 

For  beauty's  pattern  to  snceeedii^  men. 

Yet,  do  thy  worst,  old  Thne :  dopite  thy  wrong, 

Vy  love  shall  in  ray  verse  ever  live  yotiog. 


sOKKerm 


A  woMAx  V  ftice,  with  Nhtnre's  own  hand  painted, ' 
Hast  thou,  the  master-mistress  of  my  pa«km ; 
A  woman's  gendle  heart,  but  not  acquainted 
With  shifting  change,  as  is  false  wome^*k  fashion  ; 
An  eye  more  bright  than  theirs,  less  false  in  rolling^ 
Gilding  the  object  whereupon  it  gazeth ; 
A  man  in  hue,  all  hues  in  his  controlling,        [eth. 
Whi«h  steals  men's  eyes,  and  women's  souls  amas- 
And  for  a  woman  wert  thou  Brat  created ; 
.  Tfll  Nature,  as  she  wrought  thee,  fell  a-dotfaig, 
And  by  addftkm  me  of  thee  defeated. 
By  adding  one  thing  to  my  purpose  nothing. 
But  s!m-<f  she  prick'd  theeoutfbr  women's  pleasure^ 
Mhiebe  thy  love^  and  thy  love's  use  their  tiewme. 


SONNET  XXr. 

So  it  ft  not  with  me  as  with  that  Muse, 
Stirr'd  by  a  painted  beauty  to  his  verse  ; 
Who  Heaven  itself  for  ornament  doth  use^ 
And  every  fair  with  his  feir  doth  rehearse  ; 
Making  a  cooplement  of  proud  compare. 
With  Sun  and  Moon,  with  earth  and  sea's  rich  gems; 
With  April's  6rst-bom  fknreis,  and  all  things  rare 
That  Heaven^s  air  in  this  huge  rondure  heibs. 

0  let  me,  true  in  love,  but  truly  write. 
And  then  believe  me,  my  love  is  as  fair 

As  any  mother's  child,  though  not  so  bright 
As  those  gold  candles  flx'd  in  Heaven's  air: 
Let  them  say  more  that  like  of  hearsay  well ; 

1  will  not  praise,  that  purpose  not  to  sell. 


SONNET  XXIL 

Mr  glass  shall  not  persuade  me  I  am  old. 
So  long  as  youth  and  thou  are  of  one  date  ; 
But  when  in  thee  time's  furrows  I  behold. 
Then  look  I  death  my  days  should  expiate. 
For  all  that  beauty  that  doth  cover  thee. 
Is  but  the  seemly  raiment  of  my  heart, 
Which  in  thy  breast  doth  live,  as  thine  in  me  j 
How  can  I  then  be  elder  than  thou  art  i 
O  therefore,  love,  be  of  thyself  so  wary. 
As  I  not  for  myself,  but  for  thee  will ; 
Bearing  thy  heart,  which  I  will  keep  so  chaiy 
As  tender  nurse  her  babe  from  fering  ill. 
IVesume  not  on  thy  heart  when  mine  is  slain  ; 
Thou  gav*st  me  thine,  not  to  give  back  again. 


.BONNET  ZXnL 

As  an  imperf<ict  actor  on  the  stage, 

Who  witii  his  fear  is  put  beside  his  part. 

Or  some  fierce  thnig  replete  with  too  much  rage. 

Whose  strength'sabundance  weakens  hisown  heart: 

Sol,  forfear  of  trust,  fonget  tosay 

The  perfect  ceremony  of  love's  rite, 

And  in  mine  own  love's  strength  seem  to  decay, 

0*ercharg*d  with  burthen  of  mine  own  lovels  might. 

O  let  my  books  be  then  the  eloquence 

And  dumb  presagers  of  my  speakmg  breast ; 

Who  plead  for  love,  and  look  for  recompense. 

More  th^  that  tongue- that  more  hath  moie  eit- 

O  learn  toread  what  silent  love  hath  writ  t   [piesM. 

To  hear  with  eyes  belongs  to  love's  fine  wit. 
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SONNET  XXIV. 


Mmt  eye  hatb  play'd  the  [Minter,  and  betti  steel'il 
Thy  beauty's  form  in  table  of  my  heart ; 
My  body  is  the  frame  wberoin  *t  is  held, 
And  perspective  it  is  best  painter's  art 
For  through  the  painter  must  you  see  hift^kill, 
To  find' where  your  true  image  picturM  lies, 
Which  in  my  bosom's  shop  is  banging  stiU, 
That  bath  his  windows  glazed  with  thine  eyes. 
Now  see  what  good  turns  eyes  for  eyes  have  done; 
Mine  eyes  have  drawn  thy  shape,  and  thine  for  me 
Are  windows  to  my  breast,  where-through  the  Sun 
Delights  to  peep,  to  gaze  therein  on  thee ; 
Yet  eyes  this  cunning  want  to  grace  their  art, 
Tbey  draw  but  what  they  see,  know  not  the  heart. 


SONNET  XXV. 

icT  those  who  are  in  fovour  with  their  stars. 
Of  public  honour  and  proud  titles  boast. 
Whilst  I,  whom  fortune  of  such  triumph  bars, 
UnlookM  for  joy  in  that  I  honour  most 
Oreat  princes'  favourites  their  fair  leaves  spread. 
But  as  the  marigold  at  the  Sun's  eye; 
And  in  themselves  their  pride  lies  buried. 
For  at  a  frown  they  in  their  glory  die. 
The  painful  warrior  famoused  for  fight. 
After  a  thousand  victories  once  foiVd, 
Is  from  the  book  of  honour  rased  quite. 
And  all  the  rest  forgot  for  which  he  toii'd : 
Then  happy  I,  tb&t  love  and  am  beloved. 
Where  I  may  not  remove  nor  be  removed. 


SONNET  XXVL 

LoBD  of  my  love,  to  whom  in  vassalage 
Thy  merit  hath  my  duty  strongly  knit. 
To  thee  I  send  this  written  embassage. 
To  witness  duty,  not  to  show  my  wit. 
Duty  so  great,  which  wit  so  poor  as  mine 
May  make  seem  bare,  in  wanting  words  to  show  it ; 
But  that  I  hope  some  good  conceit  of  thine 
In  thy  soul's  thought,  all  naked,  will  bestow  it : 
Till  whatsoever  star  that  guides  my  moving, 
Puints  on  me  graciously  with  fair  asptet. 
And  puts  apparel  on  my  tattered  loving. 
To  show  me.worthy  of  ^y  sweet  respect : 
Then  may  I  dare  to  boast  how  I  do  love  thee. 
Till  then,  not  show  my  head  where  thou  may'st 
prove  me. 


SONNET  XXVJL 

WiaiT  with  toil,  I  haste  me  to  my  bed, 
The  dear  repose  for  limbs  with  travel  tired ;  . 
But  then  begins  a  journey  in  my  head, 
To  work  my  mind,  when  body's  work  's  expired : 
For  then  my  thoughts  (from  far  where  I  abide) 
Intend  a  zealous  pilgrimage  to  thee. 
And  keep  my  drooping  eye-lids  open  wide. 
Looking  on  darkness  which  the  blind  do  see. 
Save  that  my.soul's  imaginary  sight     • 
Presents  thy  shadow  to  my  sightless  view. 
Which,  like  a  jewel  hung  in  ghastly  night. 
Makes  black  night  beauteous,  and  her  old  face  new. 
Lo  thus  by  day  my  limbs,  by  night  my  mind. 
For  thee,  and  for  myself,  no  quiet  findL 


SONNET  XXVlir. 

How  can  I  then  return  in  happy  piigh^f 
Thai  am  debarHd'^e  benefit  of  rest  ? 
When  day's  oppression  is  not  eas*d  by  night. 
But  day  by  night  and  night  by  day  oppress*d  ? 
And  each,  though  enemies  to  cither's  reigo. 
Do  in  consent  shake  hands  to  torture  me,    . 
The  one  by  toil,  the  other  to  complain 
How  far  I  toil,  still  further  ofif  from  thee. 
I  tell  the  day,  to  please  him,  thou  art  bright. 
And  dost  him  grace  when  clonds  do  blot  the  Hea- 
So  flatter  I  the  swart-complexioiiM  night ;       {yen: 
When  sparkling  stars  twire  not,  thou  gild'st  the  eren. 
But  day  doth  daily  draw  my  sorrows  longer. 
And  night  doth  nightly  make  griefs  length  seem 
stronger. 


SONNET  XXJX. 

When  in  disgrace  with  fortune  and  men's  eyes, 

I  all  alone  be  weep  my  outcast  state. 

And  trouble  deaf  Heaven  with  my  bootless  cries. 

And  look  upon  myself,  and  curse  my  fote, « 

Wishing  me  like  to  one  more  rich  in  hc^e. 

Featured  like  him,  like  him  with  friends  posflcss'd. 

Desiring  this  man's  art,  and  that  man*s  scope. 

With  what  I  most  enjoy  oontented  least ; 

Yet  in  these  thoughts  myself  almost  despising. 

Haply  I  think  on  thee — and  then  my  state 

(Like  to  the  lark  at  break  of  day  arising 

From  sullen  Earth)  sings  hymns  at  Heaven's  gate  $ 

For  thy  sweet  Jove  remember'd,  such  wealth  brings. 

That  then  I  soom  to  change  my  state  with  king^ 


SONNET  XXX. 

Whcn  to  the  sessions  of  sweet  silent  tbonght 

I  summon  up  remembrance  of  things  past, 

I  sigh  the  lack  of  many  a  thing  I  sought, 

And  with  old  woes  new  wail  my  dear  time's  waste: 

Then  can  I  drown  an  eye,  unns'd  to  flow. 

For  precious  friends  hid  in  death's  dateless  night. 

And  weep  afresh  bve's  long-since  eancel'd  woe. 

And  moan  the  expense  of  many  a  vanish'd  sight 

Then  can  I  g^eve  at  grievances  fors-gone. 

And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o*er 

The  sad  account  of  fore-bemoaned  moan. 

Which  I  new  pay  as  if  not  pay'd  before.- 

But  if  the  while  I  think  on  thee,  dear  ftiend. 

All  losses  are  restor'd,  and  sorrows  end. 


SONNET  XXXI. 

Tar  bosom  is  endeared  with  all  hearty 
Which  I  by  lacking  have  supposed  dead  ; 
And  there  reigns  love  and  all  love's  loving  parts. 
And  all  those  friends  which  t  thoiight  buried. 
How  many  a  holy  and  obsequious  tear 
Hath  dear  religious  love  stolen  from  mine  eye. 
As  interest  of  the  dead,  which  now  appear 
But  things  remov'd,  that  hidden  in  thee  lie  1 
Thou  art  the  grave  where  buried  love  doth  itva» 
Hung  wiUi  the  trophies  of  my  lovers  gone* 
Who  all  their  parte  of  me  to  thee  did  give; 
That  due  of  many  now  is  thine  alone : 
Their  images  I  lov'd,  I  view  in  thee. 
And  thou  (all  they)  hast  all  the  all  of  rae. 
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SONNFT  XXXII. 

If  tbou  sarriTe  my  weU-conteDted  day, 

Wbea  that  churl  Death  my  bones  with  dust  shall 

And  Shalt  by  fortone  once  more  re-sunrey  [cover, 

These  poor  rude  lines  of  thy  deceased  lover, 

CufBpar^tbem  with  the  bettcriag  of  the  time ; 

And  though  tbey  be  outstripp'd  by  every  pen. 

Reserve  them  for  my  love,  not  for  their. rhyme. 

Exceeded  by  the  height  of  happier  men. 

O  then  vouchsafe  me  but  this  loving  thought ! 

Had  myfrientTt  Mus€  grown  voith  this  growing  age, 

A  deartr  iirtk  than  this  his  hoe  had  trought. 

To  mar^h  in  fw^s  tf  better  erndpage: 

But  since  he  died,  and  poets  better -prwe, 

JUinfar  their  ttpie  I  *U  read^  Ins  for  his  laoe. 
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In  me  confeit  that  we  two  must  be  tvsii^ 

Although  our  undivided  loves  are  one : 

So  shall  those  Uots  that  do  with  me  remaiOf 

Without  thy  help,  by  me  be  borne  alone. 

In  our  two  loves  there  is  but  one  respect. 

Though  in  our  lives  a  separable  spite. 

Which  though  it  alter  not  love's  sole  effect. 

Yet  doth  it  steal  sweet  hours  from  lovers  delight*. 

I  may  not  evermore  acknowledge  thee*. 

Lest  my  bewailed  guilt  should  do  thee  shame  i 

Nor  tbou  with  public  kindness  honour  me, 

UnleKs  thou  take  that  honour  from  thy  name : 

But  do  not  so  i  I  love  thee  in  such  sort. 

As  tbou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report. 


SONNET  XXXIII. 


Fill  many  a  glorions  morning  have  I  seen 
Fiatter  the  mountain  tops  with  sovereign  eye, 
Kisung  with  golden  face  the  meadows  green, 
Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alchymy ; 
AooD  permit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 
Wiih  ogly  rack  on  his  celestial  face. 
And  frcMU  the  forlohi  world  his  visage  hide. 
Steal in^j;  unseen  to  west  with  this  disgrace: 
Even  so  my  Sun  one  early  mom  did  shine, 
With  all  triomphant  splendour  on  my  brow; 
But  out !  alack !  he  was  but  one  hour  mine, 
The  region  cloud  hath  mask'd  him  from  me  now. 
Tet  him  for  this  my  love  no  whit  disdaineth ; 
Saus  of  the  world  may  stain,  when  Heaven's  Sun 
stainetb. 


SOMHET  XX^IY<^ 

Wbt  didst  thou  promise  such  a  beauteous  day. 

And  make  me  travel  forth  without  my  cloak, 

?•  let  base  douds  overtake  me  in  my  way. 

Hiding  thy  bravery  in  their  rotten  smoke  ? 

'T  is  not  enough  tbatthrough  the  dotid  tliou  break. 

To  dry  the  rain  oq  my  storm-beaten  face. 

For  DO  man  well  of  such  a  salve  can  speak. 

That  heals  the  wo«ind»  and  euros  not  the  disgrace: 

Nor  can  thy  shame  give  physic  to  my  grief  ^ 

Though  thou  repent,  yet  I  have  still  the  loss : 

The  offender's  sorrow  lends  but  weak  relief 

To  him  that  bean  the  strong  offence's  cross. 

Ah !  hot  those  tears  are  pearl  which  thy  love  sheds, 

And  they  are  ricb,  and  ransom  all  ill  deeds. 


SONNFTXXXV. 

No  more  be  gficv'd  at  that  which  thou  hast  done : 

Bttes  have  iborns,  and  silver  fountains  mud  j 

Clouds  and  ellipses  stain  both  Moon  and  Sun, 

And  kiatbsome  canker  lives  in  sweetest  bud. 

All  BMQ  make  fiaults,  and  even  I  iu  this, 

Aathonnng  thy  trespass  with  com|pare, 

Mysdf  corraptng,  salving  thy  amiss, 

ExeusiDg  thy  tins  more  than  thy  sins  are : 

for  to  thy  sensual  lault  I  bring  in  sense, 

(Thy  sdTene  party  is  thy  advocate) 

And  'gaimt  myself  a  lawful  plea  commence : 

Soch  civil  war  is  in  my  Iove.and  hate, 

Tliat  I  an  accessary  needs  must  be 

To  that  swift  thief,  which  sour)y  robs  from  me. 


SONNET  XXXVII. 
As  a  decrepit  father  takes  delight 
To  see  his  active  child  do  deeds  of  youth. 
So  I,  made  lame  by  Fortune's  dearest  spite. 
Take  all  my  comfort  of  thy  worth  and  truth; 
For  whether  beauty,  birth,  or  wealth,  or  wit. 
Or  any  of  these  all,  or  all,  or  more. 
Entitled  in  thy  parts  do  crowned  sit, 
I  make  my  love  engrafted  to  thb  store: 
So  then  I  am  not  lame,  poor,  nor  despis'd. 
Whilst  that  this  shadow  doth  such  substance  give. 
That  I  in  thy  abundance  am  suffic'd. 
And  by  a  part  of  all  thy  glory  live. 
Look  what  is  best,  that  best  I  with  in  thee; 
This  wish  I  have  j  then  ten  times  happy  me!      / 


SONNET  XXXVIII. 

How  can  my  Muse  want  subject  to  invent. 

While  thou  dost  breathe,  that  ponr'st  into  my  Terse 

Thine  own  sweet  argument,  too  excellent 

For  every  vulgar  paper  to  robearse  ? 

Oh,  give  thyself  the  thanks,  if  aught  in  me 

Worthy  perusal,  stand  against  thy  sight. 

For  who  's  so  dumb  that  cannot  write  to  thee. 

When  thou  thyself  dost  give  invention  light  ? 

Be  thoo  the  tenth  Muse,  ten  times  moro  in  worth 

Than  those  old  nine,  which  rhymers  invocate;  ' 

And  he  that  calls  on  thee,  let  him  bring  forth 

£temal  numbers  to  out-live  long  date. 

If  my  slight  Muse  do  please  these  curious  days. 

The  paiu  be  mine,  but  thine  shall  be  the  praise. 


SONNET  XXXIX. 

O  BOW  thy  worth  with  manners  may  I  smg^ 

When  thou  art  all  the  better  part  of  me  ? 

What  can  mine  own  praise  to  mine  own  self  bring  ? 

And  what  is  *t  but  mine  own,  when  I  praise  thee? 

Even  for  this  let  us  divided  live. 

And  our  dear  love  lose  name  of  single  one. 

That  by  this  separation  I  may  give 

That  due  to  thee,  which  thou  deserv'st  alone. 

O  absence,  what  a  torment  would'st  tbou  prove, 

Wero  it  not  thy  sour  leisure  gave  sweet  leave 

To  entertain  the  time  with  thoughU  o£  love, 

(Which  time  and  thoughts  so  sweetly  doth  deceive) 

And  that  thou  teachest  how  to  make  one  twain, 

By  praifing Jkim  here,  who  doth  hence  remajp. 
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Takb  ftH  my  toret,  my-\o^e,  yet,  take  them  aH ; 
What  hast  ibou  then  more^an  tboa  hadst  before  ? 
No  lofi^  my  love,  that  thoo  may^  true  love  call; 
All  mineiraa  thine,  before  thoa  hadst  this  more. 
Then  if  for  my  love  thou  my  love  receivest, 
I  cannot  bUme  thee,  for  my  love  thou  usest ; 
But  yet*  be  blam'd,  if  thou  thysdf  deoeivest 
By  inlfol  taste  of  what  tiiyself  refiisest. 
I  do  forgive  thy  robbery,  gedtle  thief. 
Although  thou  steal  thee  all  my  poverty ; 
And  yet  love  knows,  it  is  a  greater  grief 
To  bear  love's  wrong,  than  hate's  known  injury. 
Lascivious  grace,  in  whom  all  ill  well  shows. 
Kill  nie  with  spites ;  yet  we  must  not  be  foes. 


SONNET  XLI. 

Tnoa  pretty  wrongs  that  liberty  commits. 
When  I  am  sometime  absent  from  thy  heart. 
Thy  b«Luty  and  thy  yean  full  well  befits. 
For  still  temptation  follows  where  thou  art. 
Gentle  thou  art,  and  therefore  to  he  woo. 
Beauteous  thou  art,  therefore  to  be  assajl'd; 
And  when  a  woman  wooes,  what  woman's  son 
Will  sourly  leave  her  till  she  have  prevaiPd  ? 
Ah  me!  but  yet  thou  migbt*8t,  my  sweet,  foibear. 
And  chide  thy  beauty  and  thy  straying  youth, 
Who  lead  thee  in  their  riot  even  there 
Where  thoo  art  forc'd  to  break  a  two-fold  truth ; 
Her's,  by  thy  beauty  tempting  her  to  tbee. 
Thine,  by  thy  beauty  being  false  to  me. 


SONNET  XLII. 

That  thOtt  hast  her,  it  is  not  all  my  grief, 
And  yet  it  may  be  said  I  lov*d  her  dearly ; 
That  she  hath  thee,  is  of  my  wailing  chief, 
A  loss  in  love  that  touches  me  more  nearly. 
Loving  (Offenders,  thus  I  will  excu^se  ye: — 
Thou  dost  love  her,  because  thou  know'st  t  love  her  j 
And  for  my  sake  even  so  doth  she  abuse  roe. 
Suffering  my  friend  for  my  sake  to  approve  her. 
If  I  lose  thee,  my  loss  is  my  love's  gain. 
And  losing  her,  my  friend  hath  found  that  loss ; 
Both  find  each  other,  and  I  lose  both  twain. 
And  both  for  m^  sake  lay  on  me  this  cross : 
But  here  *s  the  joy ;  my  firiend  and  I  are  one  ; 
Swtet  flattery ! — then  she  loves  but  me  alone. 


SONNET  axnt. 

Whsh  most  I  wink,  then  do  mine  eyea  best  see» 
For  all  the  day  they  view  things  onrespected ; 
But  when  I  sleep,  in  dreams  they  look  on  thee, 
And  darkly  bright,  are  bright  ip  dark  directed. 
Then  thoo,  whose  shadow  shadows  doth  make  bright. 
How  would  thy  shadow^  form  form  happy  show 
To  the  clear  day  with  thy  iiniefa  clearer  Ugh't^ 
When  to  unse^ng  eyes  thy  shade  shines  so  ? 
How  would  (t  say)  arine  eyes  be  blessed  made 
By  lobking  on  thee  m  the  liriog  day. 
When  in  dead  nieht  thy  fair  impcrfoet  shade 
Through  heavr  sleep  on  sightless  eyes  doth  stay  ^ 
All.davs  are  mghts  to  see,  till  I  see  thee,        [me. 
And  n^hts,  bt^faC  dayi,  wbea  drtamt  do  show  thee 


IK>NNCT  TUV. 

Tr  the  dull  substance  of  my  ffesh  were  thougbt. 
Injurious  distance  should  not  stop  my  way  ; 
For  then,  despite  of  space,  I  would  be  brought 
From  limits  far  remote,  where  thoo  dost  stay. 
No  matter  then,  although  my  foot  did  stand 
Upon  the  furthest  earth  removM  fVom  tbee. 
For  nimble  thought  can  jump  both  sea  and  land. 
As  SQon  as  think  the  place  wher^  be  would  be. 
But  ah !  tboQght  Kills  me,  that  I  am  not  thoa^it. 
To  leap  large  lengths  of  miles  when  thou  art  gooe^ 
But  that,  so  much  of  earth  and  water  wrought, 
I  must  attend  time's  leisure  with  my  moan  ; 
Receiving  nought  by  elements  so  slow 
But  heavy  tesirs,  badges  of  either^  woe. 


SONNET  XLV. 

T^  other  two^  sligl^t  air  and  purging  fire^ 

Are  both  with  thee,  wherever  I  abide ; 

The  first  my  thought,  the  other  ray  desire. 

These  present-absent  withswift  motioQ  slide. 

For  when  these  quicker  elements  are  gone 

In  tender  embassy  c^  lose  to  thee^ 

My  life  being  made  of  four,  with  two  alooe. 

Sinks  down  to  death,  oppressed  with  metaocholy  t 

Until  life's  compositiou  be  recured 

By  those  swift  messengers  retum'd  firom  tbee* 

Who  even  but  now  come  back  again,  assured 

Of  thy  fair  health,  recounting  it  to  me : 

This  told,  I  joy  i  but  then  no  km^ex  glad, 

I  send  them  back  again,  and  straight  go  sad. 


SONNET  XLVL 

Mm  eye  and  heart  are  at  a  Wfital  war. 

How  to  divide  the  conquest  of  thy  sight ; 

Mine  eye  my  heart  thy  pictare's  sight  would  bar. 

My  heart  mine  eye  the  freedom  of  that  right.' 

My  heart  doth  plead,  that  thou  in  him  doet  lie, 

(A  closet  never  pierc'd  with  crystal  eyei) 

But  the  def^Midant  doth  that  plea  deny. 

And  aays  ra  him  thy  fsir  appearanoe  lies. 

To  'cide  this  title  is  impannelled 

A  quest  of  thoughts,  all  tenants  to  the  heart ) 

And  by  their  verdict  is  determined 

The  clear  eye's  moiety,  and  the  dear  heait'a  psirt  r 

As  thus ;  mine  eye*S  dwe  is  thy  outward  part. 

And  my  heart's  nght  thy  inward  bve^of  heait. 


SONNET  XLVIL 

Btrwixrmine  eye  and  heart  a  league  is  took. 
And  each  doth  good  tonur  now  unto  the  ottier: 
Whee  that  mine  eye  4s  famish'd  for  a  look. 
Or  beast  in  love  with  sighs  himself  doUi  smellier. 
With  my  love's  picture  then  my  eye  doth  lettt. 
And  to  the  painted  banquet  bids  my  heart : 
Another  time  mine  eye  is  my  heart's  guest. 
And  in  his  Uioughts  of  love  doth  share  a  part: 
So,  ekher  by  thy  picture  or  my  k>ve. 
Thyself  away  art  present  stiH  with  me ; 
For  thoa  not  further  than  my  thoughts  canst  uwtt 
And  I  am  still  with  them,  and  they  with  tiiee  ; 
Or  if  they  sleep,  thy  pl<6tnre  hi  my  sight 
AwAhes  my  hMtft  Co  hMtl^  and  eye%  deKgbt. 
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SONNET  XLVIII. 


ITovr  carefol  was  1  wlken  I  took  my  way, 

Each  trifle  under  truest  bars  to  tbruit. 

That,  to  my  use,  it  might  unused  stay 

From  bands  cf  falsehood,  in  sure  wards  of  trust ! 

Bat  tboo,  to  whom  my  jewels  trifles  are. 

Most  worthy  comfort,  now  my  greatest  grief, 

Thou,  best  of  dearest,  and  mine  only  care, 

Art  left  the  prey  of  every  ralgar  thief. 

Tbee  bave  I  ooc  lock'd  up  in  any  chest. 

Save  where  thou  art  not,  though  I  feel  thou  art, 

M^ithin  the  gentle  closure  of  my  breast. 

From  whence  at  pleasure  thou  may 'st  come  and  part; 

Aid  eren  thence  thou  wilt  be  stolen  I  fear. 

For  truth  pfovca  tbterish  for  a  price  lo  dear. 


SONNET  XUX.       . 

AcAnwr  that  tame,  if  ever  that  time  come. 
When  I  shall  see  thee  frown  on  my  defects, 
V^lieDas  thy  love  bmth  cast  bis  utmost  sum, 
Call'd  to  that  audit  by  advis'd  respects, 
Agaimt  that  time,  when  thou  shalt  strangely  pass, 
And  scarcely  greet  me  with  that  sun,  thine  eye. 
When  love,  conveited  fttMn  the  thing  it  was, 
Shalt  reasons  find  of  settled  gravity. 
Against  that  time  do  I  ensconce  me  here 
Within  the  knowledge  of  mine  own  desert. 
And  this  my  hand  against  myself  uprear,   ' 
To  g:uard  the  lawfol  reasons  on  thy  pait : 
To  leave  poor  me  thou  hast  the  strength  of  laws, 
SiDce,  why  to  lote^  I  can  allege  no  cause. 


SONNET  L.      • 

How  heavy  do  I  journey  on  the  way. 

When  what  1  seek, — my  weary  travel's  end,— 

Doth  teach  that  ease  and  that  repose  to  say, 

**  Thus  iar  the  miles  are  measur'd  from  thy  friend !" 

The  beast  that  bean  me,  tired  with  my  woe. 

Plods  dully  on,  to  bear  that  weight  in  me, 

A.%  if  by  some  instinct  the  wretch  did  know 

His  rider  lov*d  not  speed,  beiug  made  fh>m  thee : 

The  bloody  spmr  cannot  provoke  him  on 

That  sometimes  anger  thrusts  into  his  hide. 

Which  heavily  he  answers  with  a  groan. 

More  sharp  to  me  than  spurring  to  his  side ; 

For  that  same  groan  doth  put  this  in  my  mind, 

My  grief  lies  onward,  and  my  joy  behind. 


SONNET  LL   ' 

Trui  can  ray  love  cxeuae  the  slow  ofllBiice 
Of  my  dull  bearer,  when  firom  thee  I  speed ; 
From  where  tlMMi  art  why  should  I  hasle  me  theneef 
Till  1  return,  of  posting  is  no  nped. 
O,  what  eieuie  will  my  poor  beasi  then  find, 
When  swift  e«trepity  can  seem  but  slow.? 
Then  shoald  I  spar,  though  moonted  on  the  wind ; 
la  winged  speed  no  niolioa  shall  I  know : 
Then  can  no  horse  with  my  desire  keep  pace ; 
Therefore  desire^  of  perfect  love  being  made, 
Shall  neigh  (no  doll  flesh)  in  his  ft'ry  race ; 
But  bve,  for  tove,  that  shall  excuse  my  jade  j 
Kece  from  thee  going  he  went  wilful  alow. 
Towards  ttice  I  'II  run,  and  giva  him  lenva  to  go* 
VtlUV. 


SONNET  lit 


So  am  I  as  the  rich,  whose  blessed  key 
Can  bring  him  to  his  sweet  up-locked  treasure. 
The  which  he  will  not  every  hour  survey. 
For  blunting  the  fine  point  of  seldom  {^leasure^ 
Therefore  art  feasts  so  solemn  and  so  rare. 
Since  seldom  coming,  in  the  long  year  set. 
Like  stones  of  worth  they  thmly  placed  are. 
Or  captain  jewels  in  the  carcanet 
So  is  the  time  that  keeps  you,  as  my  chest. 
Or  as  the  wardrobe  which  the  robe  doth  hide. 
To  make  some  special  instant  special-bless'd. 
By  new  unfolding  his  tmprisooM  pride. 
Blessed  are  you,  whose  worthiness  gives  scope^ 
Being  had,  to  triumph,  being  lack'd,  to  hop& 


SONNET  U1L 

What  Is  your  substance,  whereof  are  you  tnade^ 
That  millions  of  strange  shadows. on  you  tend  f 
Since  every  one  hath,  every  one,  one  shade. 
And  you,  but  one,. can  every  shadow  lend* 
Describe  Adonis,  and  the  Counterfeit 
Is  pooriy  imitated  after  you ; 
On  Helen's  cheek  all  art  of  beauty  set. 
And  you  in  Grecian  tires  are' painted  new : 
Speak  of  the  spring,  and  fbizon  of  the  yeai*} 
llie  one  doth  shadow  of  your  beauty  show, 
Tlie  other  as  your  bounty  doth  appear. 
And  vou  in  every  blessed  shape  we  know. 
In  all  external  grace  you  have  some  part. 
But  you  like  none,  none  yoo,  for  constant  heiTt 


SONNET  UV^ 

0  BOW  mnch  more  doth'  beauty  beanteods  seemf 
By  that  sweet  ornament  which  troth  doth  give  ! 
The  rose  looks  fair,  but  fairer  we  it  dean  - 
For  that  sweet  odour  which  doth  in  it  live. 
The  canker-blooms  have  fiall  as  deep  a  dye 
As  the  perfumed  tii^ure  of  the  roses. 
Hang  on  such  thonJ,  and  play  aa  wantonly 
When  summer's  breath  their  masked  bads  discloseif 
But,  for  their  virtue  only  is  their  show. 
They  live  nmroo'd  and  unrespected  fade ; 
Die  to  themselves.    Sweet  roses  do  not  so ; 
Of  their  sweet  deaths  are  sweetest  odours  mside ; 
And  so  of  you,  beauteous  and  lovely  youth. 
When  that  shall  fade,  my  verse  (fistills  youc,tiuth# 


SONNET  LV. 

Not  maible,  nor  the  gilded  monuments 
Of  princes,  shall  outlive  this  powerful  rhyme ; 
But  you  shall  shine  more  bright  in  these  content* 
Than  un^wept  stone,  besmear'd  with  sluttish  tima. 
When  wasteful  war  shall  stttues  overturn, 
And  broils  root  out  the  works,  of  masonry. 
Nor  Mars  his  swont  nor  war's  quick  fire  shall  burti 
The  living  reoord  of  your  memory. 
*Qainst  death  and  all-oblivious  enmity 
Shall  you  pace  forth  r'yourpraise  shall  still  find  roam. 
Even  in  the  ^es  of  all  posterity 
That  wear  this  world  out  to  the  ending  doom. 
So  till  the  judgment  that  yourself  arise. 
Yon  live  in  thts^  and  dwell  in  lovers^  eyes^ 
& 
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SOVNKTLVL 


SwiET  lore, .renew  tby  force;  be  it  not  said* 
Thy  edge  riioald  blunter  be  than  appetite. 
Which  but  to  day  by  feeding  is  allay'd. 
To  morrow  sharpenM  in  his  former  might : 
So,  love,  be  thou;  although  to  da^  ttou  fill 
'  Thy  hungry  eyes,  even  till  they  wins  with  fuhiesa, 
Tb  morrow  see  again,  and  do  not  kill 
The  spirit  of  love  with  a  perpetual  dolnesa. 
Let  this  sad  interim  like  the  ocean  be 
Whicb  parts  the  shore,  where  two  contracted-new 
Come  daily  to  the  banks,  that,  when  they  see 
Return  of  love,  more  bless'd  may  be  the  view : 
Or  call  it  winter,  which  behig  full  of  care,     [rare^ 
Makes  summer's  welcome  thrice  more  wished,  more 


SONNET  LVm 

Bbvd  your  slave,  what  sboold  I  do  hot  tend 
Upon  Uie  hours  and  times  of  your  desire  ? 
I  have  no  precious  time  at  all  to  spend. 
Nor  services  to  do^  till  you  require. 
Nor  dare  I  chide  the  world»without-end  boor,  . 
'  Whilst  I,  my  sovereign,  watched  the  clock  for  you, 
Nor  think  the  bitterness  of  absence  sour. 
When  you  have  bid  your  servant  once  adieu ; 
Nor  dare  I  question  with  my  jealous  thought. 
Where  you  may  be,  or  your  afiairs  suppose. 
But,  like  a  sad  slavey  stay  and  think  of  nought. 
Save,  where  you  are  how  happy  you  make  those : 
80  true  a  fool  is  love,  that  in  your  will 
(Though  yoa  do  any  thing)  he  thinks.no  ill. 


SONNET  IX 


Like  as  the  waves  make^towEtds  the  pebbled  sbore^ 

So  do  our  minutes  hasten  to  their  end ; 

Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes  he^ore. 

In  secfuent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend.      > 

Nativity  once  in  the  main  of  light. 

Crawls  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crowned. 

Crooked  eclipses  'gainst  his  glory  fight. 

And  time  that  gave,  doth  now  his  gift  confound. 

Time  doth  transfix  the  flourish  set  on  youth. 

And  delves  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow  ; 

Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature's  truth. 

And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mov. 

And  yet,  to  times  in  hope,  my  vene  shall  stand. 

Praising  tby  worth,  despite  his  cruel  hand. 


SONNET  LXL 

Ts  it  thy  will,  t^y  image  should  keep  open 

My  heavy  eyelids  t<^e  weaiy  night? 

Dost  thou  desire  my  slumbers  should  be  brokn*. 

Wliile  shadows,  like  to  thee,  do  mock  my  sight  i 

U  it  thy  spirit  that  thou  send'st  from  thee 

So  far  from  home,  into  my  deeds  to  pry  ; 

To  find  out  shames  and  idle  hours  in  me. 

The  scope  and  tenour  of  thy  jealousy  ? 

O  no !  thy  love,  though  much,  is  not  so  great ; 

It  is  my  love  that  keeps  mine  eye  awake  i 

Mine  own  true  love  that  doth  my  rest  defeat* 

To  play  the  watchman  ever  fur  thy  sake : 

For  thee  watch  I,  whilst  thou  dost  wake  elsewhere^ 

From  me  far  off,  with  others  all-teo-iiear. 


SONNET  LVni. 

TsAT  God  fovbid,  that  mam  me  fint  your  slave, 

I  should  in  thought  control  your  times  of  pleasure, 

Or  at  yoor  band  the  account  of  hours  to  crave. 

Being  yonr  va«al,  bound  to  stay  your  leisure ! 

Ob.  let  me  tulfer  (being  at  your  beck) 

Th'  imprison*d  absence  of  your  liberty. 

And  patience,  tame  to  sufibrance,  bide  each  check 

Without  accusing  you  of  injury. 

Be  where  you  list ;  your  charter  is  so  strong. 

That  you  yourself  may  privilege  your  time : 

Do  what  you  will,  to  you  it  dot!)  belong 

Youraelf  to  pardon  of  self-doing  crime. 

I  am  to  wait,  though  waiting  so  be  Hell ; 

Not  blame  yoor  pleasure,  be  it  ill  or  well. 


SONNET  LDC 

Ir  there  be  nothing  new,  but  that,  which  is. 
Hath  been  before,  how  are  onr  brams  beguird. 
Which  labouring  for  invention  bear  amiss 
The  second  burden  of  a  former  child  ? 
O  that  record  oould  with  a  backward  look. 
Even  of  five  hundred  courses  of  the  Sun, 
Show  me  your  hna^  in  some  antique  book. 
Since  mind  at  first  in  character  was  done ! 
That  I  might  see  what  the  old  world  could  say 
Tc^this  composed  wonder  of  yom  fTarae  | 
Whether  we  are  mended,  or  whe'r  better  they. 
Or  whether  revolution  be  the  same.     ^ 
O !  sure  I  am,  the  wits  of  former  days 
To  subject!  worse  have  given  admiring  praise. 


SONNET  UOI. 

StK  of  self-love  possesseth  all  mine  eye. 
And  all  my  soul,  and  all  my  every  part ; 
And  for  this  sin  there  is  no  remedy. 
It  is  so  grounded  inward  in  my  heart 
Metbinks  no  face  so  gracious  is  as  mine^ 
No  shape  so  true,  no  truth  of  such  acconnt. 
And  for  mjrself  mine  own  worth  do  define. 
As  I  all  other  in  all  worths  surmount. 
But  when  my  glass  shows  me  myself  indeed, 
'Bated  and  cho{>p*d  with  tan'd  antiquity. 
Mine  own  self«love  quite  contrary  I  read. 
Self  so  self-loving  were  iniquity. 
T  is  thee  (myself)  that  for  myself  I  praise, 
Painting  my  age  with  beauty  of  thy  days. 


SONNET  LXIIL 

AcAiKST  my  love  shall  be,  as  I  am  now. 

With  Time's  injurious  hand  crusb'd  and  o'erworn ; 

When  hours  have  drain'd  his  blood,  and  fill'd  his  brow 

With  lines  and  wrinkles;  when  his  youthful  mora 

Hath  travelFd  oa  to  age's  steepy  nighty 

And  all  those  beauties,  whereof  now  he  *%  king^ 

Are  vanishing  or  vanished  out  of  sight, 

Stealing  away  the  treasure  of  his  spring  ; 

For  sncb  a  time  do  I  now  fortify 

Against  confounding  age*s  cruel  knife. 

That  he  shall  never  cu(  from  memory 

My  sweet  love's  beauty,  though  my  lover^s  life 

Hjs  beauty  shall  in  these  black  lines  be  seen, 

And  they  shall  live,  and  be  in  them  still  green* 
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SDKKET  tXIV. 


When  I  hsve  Men  by  Time's  fell  htnd  ^slkc'd 
The  rich  proud  coat  of  out-wora  bury'd  age  i 
When  aometime  lofty  towere  I  see  dowa-nu'd, 
And  bmsB  eternal  slave  to  mortal  rage ; 
When  I  baTO  seen  the  hungry  ocean  gain 
Advantage  oo  the  kingdom  oif  the  shme. 
And  the  firm  soil  win  of  the  wat'ry  main, 
TtKreasiBg  store  with  loss,  and  loss  with  store ; 
When  I  have  seen  soch  interchange  of  state. 
Or  sute  itaelf  confounded  to  decay; 
Ruin  hath  taught  me  thus  fo  ruminate— 
l*bat  time  will  oome  and  take  my  love  away. 
This  thought  b  as  a  death,  which  cannot  choose 
Bat  weep  to  JMve  that  which  it  fears  to  lose 


SpNNST  LXV. 

StKcB  brass,  ifor  stone,  nor  earth,  nor  boundless  sea. 

Bat  sad  mortality  o*er-sways  their  power. 

How  with  Uiis  rage  shall  beauty  hold  a  plea, 

Whose  action  is  no  stronger  than  a  flower  ? 

O  how  shall  Suoun^er's  hooey  breath  hold  out* 

Against  the  wreckTul  siege  of  battering  days, 

^^eo  racks  impregnable  are  not  so  stout, 

Kor  gates  of  steel  so  strong,  but  Time  decays  ? 

O  fesrfol  mediution !  where,  alack  ! 

^all  Time's  best  jewel  from  Trace's  chest  lie  hid  ? 

Or  what  strong  band  can  hold  his  swift  foot  back? 

Or  who  his  spoil  of  beauty  can  forbid  ? 

0  Done,  unless  this  miracle  hare  might. 

That  in  black  hik  my  lore  may  still  shine  bright. 


SOlflNET  LXVI* 

Tii'o  with  ail  tbese,  for  restful  death  I  cry,-^ 

A%  to  behold  desert  a  beggar  b<»m, 

And  needy  nothing  tiimM  in  jollity, 

And  purest  foith  an|iappily  forsworn, 

^od  gilded  hoopar  shainefuUy  misptaeM, 

And  maiden  virtue  rudely  stmmpeted. 

And  right  perfection  wrongfully  disgrac'd^ 

And  strength  by  limping  sway  disabled. 

And  art  made  toogue-ty'd  by  authority. 

And  folly  (doctor-like)  controiing  skill. 

And  simple  troth  miscall'd  simplicity, 

Aod  captive  Good  attending  eapUin  111 : 

Tir  d  with  aU  these,  from  these  would  I  be  goae^ 

Sarethat,  tti4ie,  Ile^ve  my  loveakmc 


aONNET  LXVIi 

Ah  t  wherefore  with  mfeotioij  should  he  litrei 

And  with  his  presence  grace  impiety. 

That  sin  by  him  adrantage  should  achiere, 

^  iace  itself  with  his  sodety  ? 

Why  should  foke  painting  imitate  his  cheek. 

And  steal  detd  seang  of  his  living  hue  ? 

Why  thoald  noor  beauty  indirecUy  ieek 

*»«  of  shadow,  since  his  rose  is  true  ? 

Why  atRKiid  he  live  now  Nature  bankrupt  is,' 

^^SPr'd  of  blood  to  blush  through  lively  veins? 

w  she  hath  no  exchequer  now  but  his. 

And  prood  of  many,  lives  upon  his  gains. 

V;  ■"»  *c  stores,  to  show  what  wealth  she  had^ 

«<l«|i  long  since,  before  these  but  so  bad. 


flOKNfiT  tXVUL 


Tavs  is  his  dbeek  the  map  of  days  ootwortf, 
When  b«auty  livM  and  died  as  ifowers  do  noiT^ 
Before  these  basUrd  signs  of  fair  were  borae» 
Or  durst  inhabit  on  a  living  brow  j 
Before  the  golden  tresses  of  the  dead. 
The  right  erf"  Kepuichres,  were  shorn  away. 
To  live  a  second  life  on  second  bead. 
Ere  beauty's  dead  fleece  made  another  gay  I 
In  bim  those  holy  antique  hours  are  seeo^ 
Withocit  all  ornament,  itself,  and  true^ 
Making  no  summer  of  another's  green, 
Robbing  no  old  to  dress  his  beauty  new  | 
And  him  as  for  a  map  doth  nature  store. 
To  show  folse  art  what  beauty  was  of  yore. 


901VNETI4XDC 

Taosi  parts  of  thee  that  the  worid's  eye  doth  ti«v« 
Want  nothing  that  the  thought  of  hearts  can  meod  i 
All  tongoeb-  (the  voice  of  souls)  give  thee  that  do^ 
Uttering  bare  truth,  even  so  as  foes  commend. 
Thy  outward  thus  with  outward  praise  is  crowned) 
But  those  same  tongues  that  give  thee  so  thine  owo^ 
In  othte  accents  do  this  praise  confound. 
By  seeiQg  filrtber  than  the  eye  hath  shown. 
They  look  into  the  beauty  of  thy  mind. 
And  that,  in  guess,  they  measure  by  thy  deeds; 
Then  (churls)  their  thoughts,  although  their  eyes 

were  kind. 
To  thy  fair  flower  add  the  rank  smell  of  weeds : 
But  why  thy  odour  mttcheth  not  thy  sbow« 
The  Boite  is  this,— that  thou  dost  common  groi^. 


SONNET  UOL 

TuAt  thou  art  blam*d  shall  not  be  thy  defeetg 
For  slander's  mark  was  ever  yet  the  foir  ; 
The  ornament  of  beauty  is  suspect, 
A  crow  that  flies  in  MeaVen's  sw^test  air. 
So  thou  be  good,  slander  doth  but  approve 
Thy  worth  the  greater,  being  woo*d  of  time  | 
For  canker  vice  the  sweetest  buds  doth  love^ 
And  tbod  present'st  a  pore  unstained  prima. 
Thou  hast-pass'd  by  the  ambush  of  young  days^ 
Either  ni>t  assail'd,  or  victor  bemg  chai^d  ; 
Yet  this  thy  praise  cannot  be  so  thy  praise^ 
To  tie*  up  envy,  evermore  enlarg*d : 
If  some  suspect  of  ill  mask'd  not  thy  show. 
Then  tbou  alone  kingdoms  of  hearts'  tfaould'iit  •wa 

SONNET  UCSL 

No  kmger  mourn  for  me  when  I  att  daa^ 

Than  you  shall  hear  the  surly  sullen  beli 

Give  warning  to  the  world  that  I  am  fled 

From  this  vile  worid,  with  vilest  worms  to  dwells 

Nay,  if  yon  read  this  line,  remember  not 

The  hand  that  writ  it ;  foir  I  love  you  sO^ 

That  I  in  your  sweet  thoughts  would  be  forgo^ 

If  thinking  on  me  then  should  make  you  woa» 

O  if,  I  say,  you  look  upon  this  verse. 

When  I  perhaps  compounded  am  with  day. 

Do  not  SO'  much  as  my  poor  name  rehearse  ^ 

But  let  your  love  even  with  my  life  decay: 

Lest  the  wise  world  should  look  into  your  moan. 

And  nock  you  with  at  altar  I  am  80im«  * 
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SONNET  LXXIL 


O,  Lin  the  world  sboald  task  you  to  recite 
What  tnerit  liv*d  in  me,  that  you  should  love 
After  my  death,  dear  love,  forget  me  quite. 
For  you  in  me  can  nothing  worthy  prove ; 
Unless  you  would  devise  some  virtuous  lie. 
To  do  more  for  me  than  mine  own  desert. 
And  hadg  more  praise  upon  deceased  I, 
I'han  niggard  truth  would  willingly  impart: 
O,  lest  your  true  love  may  seem  folse  in  this, 
That  you  for  love  speak  well  of  me  untrue, 
My  name  be  buried  where  my  body  is, 
And  live  no  more  to  shame  nor  me  nor  yon. 
For  I  am  tham'd  by  that  which  I  bring  forth, 
And  so  should  you,  to  love  things  nothing  worth. 


SONNET  UOCn, 

Wbt  is  my  verse  so  barren  of  new  pride  ? 

So  for  froni  variation  or  quick  change  ? 

Why,  with  the  time,  do  I  not  glance  aside 

To  new-found  methods  and  to  compounds  stima|^  I 

Why  write  I  still  all  one,  ever  the  same. 

And  keep  invention  in  a  noted  weed, 

That  every  word  doth  almost  tell  my  name. 

Showing  their  birth,  and  where  they  did  proceed  ? 

O  know,  sweet  love,  I  always  write  of  you. 

And  you  and  love  are  still  my  argument; 

So  all  my  best  is  dressing  old  words  new. 

Spending  again  what  is  already  qpent : 

For  as  the  Sun  is  daily  new  and  old. 

So  is  my  love  still  telling  what  is  told. 


SONNET  LXXUL 

That  time  of  year  thou  may'st  in  me  behold 
When  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few,  do  hang 
Upon  those  boughs  which  shake  against  the  cold. 
Bare  ruin'd  choirs,  where  late  the  sweet  birds  sang. 
In  me  thou  seest  the  twilight  of  such  day, 
As  after  sun-set  fodeth  in  the  west. 
Which  by  and  by  black  night  doth  Uke  away. 
Death's  second  self,  that  seals  up  all  in  rest 
In  me  thou  seest  the  glowing  of  such  fire. 
That  on  the  ashes  of  his  youth  doth  lie. 
As  the  death-bed  whereon  it  must  expire, 
Consom'd  with  that  which  it  was  nourish*d  by. 
This  thou  perceiv'st,  which  makes  thy  love  more 

strong. 
To  love  that  well  which  thou  must  leave  ere  long. 


SONNET  LXXIV. 
Birr  be  contented :  when  that  fell  arrest 
Without  all  bail  shall  carry  me  away. 
My  life  bath  in  this  line  some  interest. 
Which  for  memorial  still  with  tbec  shall  stay. 
When  thou  reviewest  this,  thou  dost  review 
The  very  part  was  consecrate  to  thee. 
The  earth  can  have  but  earth,  which  is  his  due ; 
My  spirit  is  thine,  the  better  part  of  me : 
So  then  thou  hast  but  lost  the  dregs  of  life. 
The  prey  of  worms,  my  body  being  dead  j 
The  coward  conquest  of  a  wretoh's  knife. 
Too  base  of  thee  to  be  remembered.  • 

The  worth  of  that,  is  that  which  it  contains. 
And  that  this  is,  and  this  with  thee  remains. 


SONNET  LXXV. 

So  are  you  to  my  thoughts,  as  food  to  life. 

Or  as  sweet-season'd  showers  are  to  the  ground ; 

And  for  the  peace  of  yoU  I  bold  such  strife 

As  'twixt  a  miser  and  his  wealth  is  fouud ; 

Now  proud  as  an  enjoyer,  and  anon 

Doubting  the  filching  age  will  steal  his  treasure ; 

Now  counting  best  to  be  with  you  alone. 

Then  bettered  that  the  worid  may  see  my  pleasirre : 

Sometime,  all  full  with  feasting  on  your  sight. 

And  by  and  by  clean  starved  for  a  took  i 

FosMssing  or  pursuing  no  delij^ht, 

Save  what  is  had  or  most  from  yon  be  took. 

Thus  do  I  pine  and  surfoit  day  by  day, 

9r  glottOBing  on  all,  or  all  away. 


SONNET  LXXVII. 

Thy  glass  will  show  thee  how  thy  beauties  * 
Thy  dial  how  thy  precious  minutes  wasto ; 
The  vacant  leaves  thy  mind's  imprint  will  bear. 
And  of  this  book  this  learning  may*8t  thou  taste. 
The  wrinkles  which  thy  glass  will  truly  show. 
Of  mouthed  graves  will  give  thee  memory ; 
Thou  by  thy  dial's  shady  stealth  may'st  know 
Time's  thievish, progress  to  eternity. 
Look,  what  thy  memory  cannot  contain. 
Commit  to  these  waste  blanks,  and  thou  shaft  find 
Those  children  nurs'd,  delivered  from  thy  braio. 
To  take  a  new  acquaintance  of  thy  mind. 
These  offices,  so  soft  as  thou  wilt  look. 
Shall  profit  thee,  and  much  enrich  thy  book. 


SONNET  LXXVni. 

So  oft  have  I  invok*d  thee  for  my  Muse, 

And  found  such  fair  assistance  in  my  verse. 

As  every  alien  pen  hath  got  my  use, 

And  under  thee  their  poesy  disperse. 

Thine  eyes,  that  taught  the  dumb  on  high  to  sing. 

And  heavy  ignorance  aloft  to  fly, 

Have  added  feathers  to  the  leamed's  wing, 

And  giv^en  grace  a  double  majesty. 

Yet  be  most  proud  of  that  which  I  compile. 

Whose  influence  is  thine,  and  bom  of  thee. 

In  others*  works  thou  dost  but  vnend  the  style. 

And  arts  with  thy  sweet  graces  graced  be  ; 

But  thou  art  all  ray  art,  and  ijost  advance 

As  high  as  learning  my  rudelgnoi^ace. 


SONNET  LXXIX. 

Whilst  I  alone  did  call  upon  thy  aid. 
My  verse  alone  had  all  thy  gentle  grace  ; 
But  now  my  gracious  numbers  are  decayed. 
And  my  sick  Muse  doth  give  another  place. 
I  grant,  sweet  love,  thy  lovely  argument 
Deserves  the  travail  of  a  worthier  pen ; 
Vet  what  of  thee  thy  poet  doth  invent. 
He  robs  thee  of,  and  pays  it  thee  again. 
He  lends  thee  virtue,  and  he  stole  that  word 
From  thy  behaviour ;  beauty  doth  he  give. 
And  found  it  in  thy  check ;  he  can  afibrd 
No  praise  to  thee  but  what  in  thee  doth  live. 
Then  thank  him  not  for  that  which  he  doth  say. 
Sinoe  what  he  owes  thee  thou  thyself  dost  pay. 
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SONNET  LXXX. 


O  HOW  1  fitiot  when  I  of  yoD  do  write, 
Knowing  a  better  ipirit  doth  use  yonr  name, 
And  in  the  praise  thereof  spends  all  his  might. 
To  make  me  tongue-ty'd,  speaking  of  your  fame ! 
Bat  since  your  worth  (wide,  as  the  ocean  is) 
The  bamble  as  the  proudest  sail  doth  bear. 
My  saucy  bark,  inferior  far  to  his, 
On  your  broad  main  doth  wilfully  appear. 
Your  shallowest  help  will  hold  me  up  afloat, 
Whikt  he  opoo  your  soundless  deep  doth  ride ; 
Or,  being  wreck'd,  I  am  a  worthless  boat,  . 
He  of  ull  buildmg,  and  of  goodly  pride: 
Then  if  he  thrive,  and  I  be  cast  away. 
The  wont  was  this  ;~^ny  love  was  my  decay. 


SONNET  LXXXI. 
Oa  I  shall  live  your  epitaph  to  make. 
Or  you  sorrive  when  I  in  earth  am  rotten ; 
From  hence  your  memory  death  cannot  take, 
Although  In  roe  each  psut  will  be  fiirgotten. 
Youir  name  from  hence  immortal  life  shall  have. 
Though  I,  once  gone,  to  all  the  world  must  die. 
The  earth  can  yield  me  but  a  common  grave. 
When  you  entombed  in  men's  eyes  shall  lie. 
Your  monument  shall  be  my  gentle  verse, 
Which  eyes  not  yet  created  shall  o'er-read; 
And.tongnes  to  be,  your  being  shall  rehearse, 
^lieo  all  the  breathers  of  this  world  are  dead ; 
You  itilf  shall  live  (such  virtue  hath  my  pen). 
Where  breath  most  breathes,— even  in  the  mouths 
of 


SONNET  UCXXII.  ^ 

1  GBAwr  thou  wert  not  married  to  my  Muse, 
And  therefore  may'st  without  attaint  o'eriook 
The  dedicated  words  which  writers  use 
Of  their  fair  subject,  blessing  every  book; 
Thou  art  as  fair  in  knowledge  as  in  hue, 
Finding  thy  worth  a  limit  past  my  praise ; 
And  therefore  art  enforc'd  to  sfeck  anew 
Some  fresher  stamp  of  the  time-bettering  days. 
And  do  so,  love ;  yet  when  they  have  deris'd 
What  stndned  touches  rhetoric  can  lend, 
Thou  truly  fair  wert  truly  sympathized 
In  true  plain  words,  by  thy  true-tellhig  friend ; 
And  their  gross  painting  might  be  better  usM 
Where  cheeks  need  blood ;  in  thee  it  is  abus'd. 


SONNET  LXXXIII. 

I  Kim  saw  that  yon  did  paintimg  need, 

And  therefore  to  your  fab  no  painting  set 

Hound,  or  thought  I  found,  yon  did  exceed 

The  barreu  tender  of  a  poet*s  debt: 

Aod  therefore  have  I  slept  in  your  report, 

That  yon  yoorself,  being  extant,  well  might  show 

How  far  a  modern  qaill  doth  eome  too  short. 

Speaking  of  worth,  what  worth  in  yon  doth  grow. 

Ta»  silence fijT  my  sin  you  did  impute. 

Which  shaU  be  most  my  glory,  bemg  dumb  j 

jw  I  impair  not  beauty  being  mote. 

When  others  would  give  life,  and  bring  a  tomU 

Thar  fives  more  life  fn  one  of  your  fair  eyes, 

laan  both  yonr  poets  can  in  pniie  devise. 


SONNET  LXXXrV. 


Who  is  it  that  says  mo^t  ?  which  can  say  more, 
Than  this  rich  praise, — that  you  alone  are  you? 
In  whose  confine  immured  is  the  store 
Which  shouki  example  where  your  equal  grew. 
L«an  penury  within  that  pen  doth  dwell. 
That  to  his  subject  lends  not  some  nnall  glory ; 
But  he  that  writes  of  3^00,  if  he  can  tell 
That  you  are  yon,  so  dignifies  h  s  story, 
Let  him  but  copy  what  in  you  is  writ. 
Not  making  worse  what  nature  made  so  clear. 
And  such  a  counterpart  shall  fame  his  wit. 
Making  his  style  admired  every  where. 
You  to  your  bounteous  blessings  add  a  curse. 
Being  fond  en  praise,  which  makes  your  praises 
worse. 


SONNET  LXXXV. 

My  tongue-tyM  Muse  in  manners  holds  her  still. 
While  comments  of  your  praise,  riclUy  compiled. 
Reserve  their  character  with  golden  quill. 
And  precious  phrase  by  all  the  Muses  fil'd. 
I  think  good  thoughts,  while  others  write  good  words, 
And,  like  unlettered  clerk,  still  cry  Amen 
To  every  hymn  that  able  spirit  afibrds. 
In  poltshM  form  of  well-refined  pen. 
Hfsaring  you  prais'd,  I  say,  7  is  w,  *t  is  true, 
And  to  the  most  of  praise  add  something  more; 
But  that  is  in  my  thought,  whose  love  to  yob, 
Though  words  come  hind-most,  holds  his  rank  before. 
Then  others  for  the  breath  of  words  respect. 
Me  for  my  dumb  thoughts,  speaking  in  effect. 


SONNET  LXXXyi. 

Was  it  the  proud  full  sail  of  his  great  verse. 
Bound  (or  Uie  prize  of  all-too-precious  you, 
That  did  my  ripe  thoughts  in  my  brain  inhcane, 
Making  their  tomb  the  womb  wherein  they  grew  ? 
Was  it  his  spirit,  by  spirits  taught  to  write 
Above  a  morUl  pitch,  that  struck  me  dead  ? 
No,  neither  he,  nor  his  compeers  by  night 
•  Giving  him  aid,  my  verse  astonished. 
He,  nor  that  afiable  familiar  ghost 
Which  nightly  gulls  him  with  intelligence. 
As  victors,  of  my  silence  cannot  boast ; 
I  was  not  sick  of  any  fear  from  thence. 
But  when  your  countenance  fill'd  up  his  line. 
Then  lackM  I  matter ;  that  enfeebled  mine. 

SONNET  LXXXVII. 

FAKEweLLl  thou  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing 
And  like  enough  thou  know'st  thy  estimate :      ' 
The  charter  of  thy  worth  gives  thee  releasing : 
My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate. 
For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  granting  ? 
And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  deserving  ? 
The  cause  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  is  wanting. 
And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving. 
Thyself  thou  ga  v'st,  thy  own  worth  then  not  knowing. 
Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gav'st  it,  else  mistaking; 
So  thy  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing. 
Comes  home  a^in,  on  better  judgment  making. 
Thus  have  1  had  thee,  as  a  dream  doth  flatter 
In  sleep  a  king,  but  waking,  no  such  mattv.  '  * 


Digitized  by 


Google 


H 


SHAK8FEARES  POEMS. 


flONHET  ISXXVin. 


Wnm  thou  sbalt  be  distm'd  to  wt  me  li|^t, 

And  place  my  merit  to  the  eye  of  tconii 

UpoD  thy  side  s^ainBt  myself  I  '11  fight. 

And  pm^e  thee  vartuous,  though  tfaou  art  fonworik 

With  mine  owo  weakness  being  best  acquainted, 

Upon  thy  part  I  ean  set  down  a  story 

Of  faults  concealed,  wherein  I  am  attainted; 

That  thou,  in  losing  me,  shall  win  much  glory : 

And  I  by  this  will  be  a  gainer  too ; 

Foe  bending  all  my  loving  thoi^hts  on  thee. 

The  injuries  that  to  myself  I  dot 

Doing  thee  rautage,  douhle-vanuge  me. 

Such  ia  my  love,  to  thee  I  so  belong, 

Tb»t  f^r  thy  right  myself  will  bear  all  wrong. 


gONNET  iXXXIX. 

Bat  tb^  thoii  didst  forsake  me  for  some  fiiult. 

And  I  will  comment  upon  that  offence : 

filpeak  of  my  lameness,  and  I  straight  will  halt; 

Against  thy  reasons  making  no  defenre. 

Thou  canst  not,  love,  disgrace  me  half  so  ill. 

To  set  a  form  upon  desired  change, 

As  I  '11  myself  disgrace :  knowing  thy  will, 

I  will  acquaintance  strangle,  and  look  strange ; 

Be  absent  froixi  thy  walks ;  and  in  my  tongue 

Thy  sweet-beloved  name  no  more  shall  dwell ; 

Lest  I  (too  much  profane)  should  do  it  wrong. 

And  hapJy  of  our  old  acquaintance  tell. 

iW  thee,  against  myself  I  Ul  vow  debate, 

For  I  must  ne'er  love  him  whom  thou  dost  hate. 


SONNET  Xa 

Thbn  hate  me  when  thou  wilt;  if  ^var,  now  i 

Now  while  the  world  is  bent  my  deeds  to  cvoh, 

Join  with  the  3pite  of  fortune,  make  me  bow. 

And  do  oot  drop  in  for  an  after-loss: 

Ah  !  do  not,  when  my  heart  hath  scap'd  this  sorrow, 

Come  in  the  rearward  of  a  ooqquer*d  woe; 

Give  not  a  windy  night  a  rainy  morrow. 

To  linger  out  a  purposed  overthrow. 

If  thou  wilt  leave  me,  do  not  leave  me  last. 

When  other  petty  griefs  have  done  their  ^te, 

But  in  the  onset  come ;  so  shall  I  taste 

At  first  the  very  worst  of  Fortune's  might ; 

And  other  stmins  of  woe,  which  now  seam  woe, 

ppmpar'd  w;tJ^  loss  of  thee,  will  not  seepi  so. 


BONNET  XCL 

fioMC  glory  In  their  birth,  some  in  their  «kill,- 
fbme  in  their  wealth,  some  in  thetr  body's  foive ; 
Some  in  their  garments^  though  new-fangled  ill, 
Som^  In  their  hawks  and  bounds,  some  in  their  horse; 
And  every  humour  hath  bis  adjunct  pleasure. 
Wherein  it  finds  a  joy  above  the  rest  5 
Bnt  these  particulare  are  not  my  measure. 
All  these  I  better  in  one  general  best. 
Thy  love  is  better  than  high  birth  to  me. 
Richer  than  wealth,  prouder  than  garments'  cost, 
Of  more  delight  than  hawks  dr  horses  be ; 
And  having  thee,  of  all  men's  pride  I  boa»t 
WMched  in  this  alone,  that  thon  may*st  take 
4.11  this  awa^^  and  me  most  wretched  ^ke. 


90NKET  XCIt* 

BoT  do  thy  w^rtt  to  steal  thyself  away^ 

For  term  of  life  thou  art  assured  mine; 

And  life  no  longer  than  thy  love  will  stay. 

For  it  depends  upon  that  love  of  thine. 

Then  need  I  not  to  fear  the  worst  of  wroogt. 

When  in  the  least  of  them  my  lifis  bath  end. 

I  see  a  better  state  to  me  belongs 

Than  that  which  on  thy  humonr  dotb  depend. 

Thou  canst  not  vex  me  with  inconstant  mind. 

Since  that  my  life  on  thy  revolt  doth  lie. 

O  what  a  happy  title  do  I  find, 

Happy  to  have  thy  love,  bftppy  to  die  ! 

But  what 's  so  blessed-fair  that  fears  no  blot  ? — 

Thou  raay'fit  be  false,  and  yet  I  know  it  not : 


SONNET  XCIIL 

So  shall  I  live,  supposing  thcni  art  true. 
Like  a  deceived  husband ;  so  love*s  face   ' 
May  still  seem  love  to  me,  though  alter'd-new  ^ 
Thy  looks  with  me,  thy  heart  in  other  place: 
For  there  can  live  lio  hatred  in  thine  eye; 
Therefore  in  that  I  cannot  know  thy  change. 
In  many  looks  the  false  heart's  history 
Is  writ,  in  moods  and  frowns  and  wrinkles  strangey 
But  Heaven  in  thy  creation  did  decree. 
That  in  thy  face  sweet  love  should  ever  dwell ; 
Whate'er  thy  thoughts  or  thy  heart's  workings  be. 
Thy  looks  should  nothing  thertce  but  sweetness  tell. 
How  like  Eve's  apple  doth  thy  beauty  grow. 
If  thy  tweet  virtue  answer  not  thy  show ! 


SONNET  XCIV. 

Tkrar  that  have  power  to  hurt  and  will  do  none^ 
That  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do  show, 
'  Who,  moving  others,  are  themselvps  as  stooe^ 
I  Unmoved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow; 
'  They  rightly  do  inherit^eaven^  graces. 
And  husband  Nature's  riches  from  expense ; 
They  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  faoesv 
Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 
The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet. 
Though  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die ; 
But  if  that  flower  with  base  infection  meet. 
The  basest  weed  out-braves  his  dignity : 
For  sweetest  thaigs  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds  ; 
Lilies  that  fester,  smell  far  worse  than  weeds. 


SCttjlNETXCV. 

How  sweet  $dA  lovely  dost  tbon  make  the  abanie 
Which,  like  a  canker  in  the  fragvant  rose, 
Doth  spot  the  beauty -of  thy  budding  naose  ? 
O,  in  what  sweets  dost  thou  Ihy  sine  enclose ! 
That  tongue  that  tells  the  story  of  thy  days, 
Makmg  tascivions  ooamKnts  on  thy  sport. 
Cannot  dispraise  but  in  a  kind  of  praise  ; 
NfHning  thy  name  blesses  an  ill  report. 
O  what  a  mansion  have  those  vices  got. 
Which  for  their  habitation  dioae  out  thee  I 
Where  beauty's  veil  doth  cover  every  Met, 
An4  all  thin|s  turn  to  fair,  that  eyea  can  s«e  ! 
Take  heed,  dear  heart,  of  this  Ui|^  privilege ; 
The  hardest  knife  iU-nsVl  dotk  lose  fan  edge; 
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SoMS  tmy  thy  fiaalt  is  yooth,  some  wantoimess, 

Socne  say  thy  grace  is  youth  and  gentle  sport ; 

Both  grace  and  faults  are  lov'd  of  more  and  less : 

Thou  mak*8t  faults  graces  that  to  thee  resort. 

Aa  on  the  finger  of  a  throned  queen 

The  basest  jewel  will  be  well  esteemed ; 

So  are  those  errours  that  in  thee  are  seen. 

To  troths  translated,  and  for  true  things  dcem*d. 

How  many  lambs  might  the  stern  wolf  betray. 

If  like  a  Iamb  he  could  his  looks  translate ! 

How  many  gazeis  might'st  thou  lead  away. 

If  then  would'st  use  the  strength  of  all  thy  state ! 

But  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort. 

As  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report. 


SONNET  XCVIL 
How  like  a  winter  hath  my  absence  been 
From  thee,  the  pleasure  of  the  fleeting  year ! 
What  freezings  have  I  felt,  what  dark  days  seen  } 
What  old  De^mber's  bareness  every  where  ! 
And  yet  this  time  remov'd  was  summer's  time ; 
The  teeming  autumn,  big  with  rich  increase. 
Bearing  the  wanton  burden  of  the  prime. 
Like  widowM  wombs  alter  their  lords*  decease  i 
Yet  this  abundant  issue  seem'd  to  me 
But  hope  of  orphans,  and  unfathered  fruit ; 
For  saaimer  and  his  pleasures  wait  on  thee. 
And  tboa  away,  the  rery  birds  are  mute ; 
Or,  if  they  sing,  t  is  with  so  dull  a  cheer. 
That  leaves  kx>k  pale,  dreading  the  winter's  near. 


SONNET  XCVUI. 

FaoM  yoa  have  I  been  absent  in  the  spring, 
When  proud-pied  April,  dreas'd  in  all  bis  trim. 
Hath  pot  a  spirit  of  youth  in  every  thing  ; 
That  heavy  Saturn  laugh*d  and  leap'd  with  him. 
Yet  nor  the  lays  of  birds,  nor  the  sweet  smell 
Of  different  flowers  in  odour  and  in  hue, 
Coald  make  me  any  summer's  story  tellf 
Or  from  their  proud  lap  pluck  them  where  they  grew: 
Nor  did  I  wonder  at  thelilies  whiter 
Not  praise  the  deep  vermilion  in  the  rose ; 
They  were  but  sweet,  but  flgures  of  delight. 
Brawn  after  you,  you  pattern  of  all  those. ' 
Yet  seem'd  it  winter  sUU,  and,  you  away. 
Am  with  your  shadow  I  with  these  ^d  play. 


SONNET  C. 


Watas  art  thou.  Muse,  that  thou  forget*tt  fo  lone 
To  speak  of  that  which  gives  thee  all  thy  might? 
Spend'st  thou  thy  fury  on  some  worthless  song, 
Darkening  thy  power,  to  lend  base  subjects  lights 
Return,  forgetful  Muse,  and  straight  redeem 
In  gentle  numbers  time  so  idly  spent ;  ' 

Sing  to  the  ear  that  doth  thy  lays  esteem, 
And  gives  thy  pea  both  skill  and  argument 
Rise,  restive  Muse,  my  love's  sweet  face  survey, 
If  Time  have  any  wrinkle  graven  there; 
If  any,  be  a  satire  to  decay, 
And  make  Timers  spoils  despised  eveiy  where. 
Give  my  love  fame  faster  than  Time  wastes  life ; 
So  thou  prevent*8t  his  scythe,  ai^  crooked  knife. 


SONNET  CL 

O  twjAKT  Muse,-  what  shall  be  thy  amends, 
For  thy  neglect  of  truth  in  beauty  dy*d  ? 
Both  truth  and  beauty  on  my  love  diepettdf  ; 
So  dost  thou  too,  and  therein  dignify'd. 
Make  answer,  Muse:  wilt  thou  not  haply  say, 
Tmih  needs  no  colour,  with  kit  colour  Ji^d^ 
Beauty  no  pencil,  beantfi  truth  to  lay : 
Bui  bett  ii  best,  if  never  intermixed  9--^ 
Because  he  needs  no  praise,  wilt  then  be  dumb^ 
Excuse  not  silence  so ;  for  it  lies  in  thee 
To  make  him  much  outlive  a  gilded  tomb. 
And  to  be  prais'd  of  ages  yet  to  be. 
Th^  do  thy  oflloe,  Muse ;  I  teach  thee  bow 
To  make  him  seem  long  hienee  as  he  shows  now. 


SONNET  XCIX. 

Taa  forward  vblet  thos  did  I  chide ; —      [smells. 

Sweet  thiel^  whence  didst  thoo  steal  thy  sweet  that 

If  not  from  my  love's  breath  ?  The  purple  pride 

Which  en  thy  soft  cheek  for  complexion  dwells. 

In  my  kyve's  veins  thou  hast  too  grossly  dy'd. 

The  lily  I  condemned  for  thy  hand. 

And  bods  of  marjoram  had  stolen  thy  hair  t 

The  roses  fearfully  on  thorns  did  stand. 

One  bloshing  shame^  another  white  deqiair; 

A  third,  nor  red  nor  wbite,  had  stolen  of  both. 

And  to  bis  robbery  bad  annexed  thy  breath ; 

Bat  for  his  theft,  in  pride  of  ail  his  growth 

A  vengefol  canker  eat  him  iq>  to  death. 

Mofe  flowen  I  noted,  yet  I  none  could  see,    ^    ~ 

Bet  fweet  or  coionr  it  had  stolea  fnm  thee. 


SONNET  aL 

Mt  love  is  ttrengthen*d,  tboogh  morrweak  in  seem- 
I  lov^  not  less,  though  less  the  show  appear:  [ing; 
That  love  is  merchandise,  whose  rieh  esteeming 
The  owner's  tongue  doth  publish  ev*ry  where. 
Our  love  was  new,  and  then  but  in  the  spring, 
When  I  was  wont  to  greet  it  with  my  lays; 
As  Philomel  in  summer*s  front  doth  sing. 
And  stops  his  pipe  in  growth  of  riper  dasrs : 
Not  that  the  summer  Is  less  pleasant  now 
Than  when  her  mournful  hymns  did  hush  the  night. 
But  that  wild  music  burdens  ev*ry  bough. 
And  sweets  grown  common  lose  their  dear  delights 
Therefore,  like  her,  I  sometime  hold  my  tongue, 
Because  I  would  not  dull  you  with  my  song. 


SONNET  Cin. 

Alack  !  what  poverty  my  Muse  briAgs  forth. 
That  having  such  a  tcope  to  show  her  pride^ 
The  argument,  all  bare,  is  of  more  worth, 
Ulan  when  it  hath  my  added  praise  besidep  ^ 
O  blame  me  not  if  I  no  more  can  write ! 
Look  hi  your  glass,  and  there  appears  a  fooe 
That  over-goes  my  blunt  invention  quite, 
Dullmg  my  lines,  and  doing  me  disgrace. 
Were  it  not  sinful  then,  striving  to  mend. 
To  mar  the  subject  that  befbre  was  well } 
For  to  no  other  pass  my  venes  tend. 
Than  of  yoar  graces  and  year  gifts  to  tell ; 
And  more^  much  more,  than  in  my  verse  can  si^ 
Yoor  own  glass  s)iowi  yon,  when  yoa  look  in  it. 
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Xo  SiQ>  &ur  fiiend,  yon  never  can  be  old, 
llbr  as  you  were,  when  first  your  eye  I  ey*d. 
Such  seems  your  beauty  still.    Three  wintera  cold 
jlave  from  tbe  forests  shook  three  summers*  pride  j 
Three  beauteous  springs  to  yellow  autumn  turned. 
In  process  of  the  seasons  have  I  seen. 
Three  April  perfumes  in  three  hot  Junes  bum'd, 
JSmee  fiist  I  saw  you  fresh  which  yet  are  green. 
Ah !  yet  doth  beauty,  like  a  dial  hand, 
Steal  fix>m  his  figure,  and  no  pace  perceiv'd, 
Bo  your  sweet  hue,  which  methinks  still  doth  stand, 
Hath  motion,  and  mine  eye  may  be  deceiv*d. 
For  fear  of  whieh,  hear  this,  thou  age  unbred, 
^  you  were  bom  was  beauty>  summer  dead. 


SONNET  CV. 

hn  not  my  Iftve  be  calPd  idolatry. 
Nor  my  belov^  as  an  idle  show. 
Since  a}I  -alike  my  songs  and  praises  be, 
To  one,  of  one,  still  such,  and  ever  so. 
Kind  is  my  love  to  day,  to  morrow  kind» 
Still' constimt  in  a  wondrous  excellence; 
Therefore  my  verse  to  constancy  coiifin'd. 
One  thing  expressing,  leaves  out  difFerence. 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  is  all  my  arguroeotp 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  varying  to  other  words  i 
And  in  this  change  is  my  inyention  spent. 
Three  themes  in  one,  which  wondrous  scope  affordl. 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  have  often  liv*d  alone, 
l¥hich  three,  till  now,  never  kept  seat  in  one. 


SONNET  CVl 

5iriiiii  m.  tbe  cbroincle  of  wasted  timA 

I  see  descriptions  of  the  fairest  vrights, 

And  beauty  making  beautiful  old  rhyme. 

In  praise  of  ladies  dead,  and  lovely  knights. 

Then  in  the  blazon  of  sweet  beauj^y's  brat. 

Of  hand,  of  foot,  of  lip,  of  eye,  of  brow, 

I  see  their  antique  pen  would  have  expressed 

Even  such  a  beauty  as  you  master  now. 

So  all  their  praises  are  but  prophecies 

Of  this  our  time,  all  you  prefiguring; 

And,  for  they  look*d  but  with  divining  eyes. 

They  h^  not  skill  enough  your  worth  to  sing : 

For  we,  which  now  behold  these  present  days. 

Have  eyes  to  wonder,  but  l^cl^  ^gues  to  p]rai^ 


SONNET  CVIL 
KoT  mipe  own  ^rs,  nor  the  propheti<*  soul 
Of  the  wide  worul  dreaming  on  things  to  come. 
Can  yet  the  lease  of  my  tnie  love  control, 
fSluppos*d  as  forfeit  to  a'  confinM  doom. 
The  mortal  Moon  hath  her  eclipse  endured. 
And  the  sad  augurs  mock  their  own  presage: 
Ineertainties  now  crown  them^lves  assur'd. 
And  peace  proclaims  olives  of  endless  age. 
Now  with  the  drops  of  this  roost  balmy  time 
My  love  looks  fresh,  and  Death  to  me  subscribes. 
Since  spite  of  him  I  '11  live  in  this  poor  rhyme. 
While  he  insults  o'er  dull  and  speechless  tribes. 
And  tbou  in  this  shalt  find  thy  monument, 
>ViieD  tyrants*  crests  and  tombs  of  bran  are  spent 


SONNET  CVIIL 
What  *b  in  tbt  brain  that  ink  may  character. 
Which  hath  not  figured  to  thee  my  true  spirit  ? 
Wbat  *s  new  to  speak,  what  new  to  register, 
lliat  may  express  my  love,  or  thy  dear  merit  ? 
Nothing,  sweet  boy;  but  yet,  like  prayen  divine, 
I  must  each  day  say  o'er  the  very  same ; 
Counting  no  old  thing  old,  thou  mine,  I  thine, 
Efen  arwhen  first  1  hallow'd  thy  fair  wime. 
So  that  eternal  love  in  love's  fresh  case 
Weighs  not  the  dust  and  injury  of  age. 
Nor  gives  to  necessary  wrinkles  place. 
But  makes  antiquity  for  aye  his  (Mige; 
Finding  the  first  conceit  of  k>ve  there  bred. 
Where  time  and  outward  form  would  show  it  dead. 


SONNET  CIX. 

O  KBvm  say  that  I  was  false  of  heart. 

Though  absence  seem'd  my  flame  to  qualify. 

As  easy  might  I  from  myself  depart. 

As  from  my  soul  which  in  thy  breast  doth  tie: 

That  is  my  home  of  k>ve :  if  I  have  raog*d. 

Like  him  that  travels,  I  return  again  ; 

Just  to  the  time,  not  with  the  time  exchang*d,- 

So  that  myself  bring  water  for  my  stain. 

Never  1>elieve,  tliough  m  my  nature  reign'd 

All  frailties  that  besiege  all  kinds  of  blood. 

That  it  could  so  preposterously  be  stained. 

To  leave  for  notlung  alt  thy  sum  of  good; 

For  nothing  this  wide  universe  T  call. 

Save  thou,  my  rose;  in  it  thou  art  my  alL    ' 


SONNET  ex. 

Alas,  'i  is  true,  I  have  gone  here  and  there. 

And  made  myself  a  motley  to  the  view,        [dear, 

Gor'd.mine  own  thou^^ts,  sold  cheap  vdiat  is  most 

Made  old  offences  of  siflections  new. 

Most  true  it  is,  that  I  have  look'd  on  truth 

Askance  and  strangely;  but,  by  all  above, 

These  blenches  gave  my  heart  another  youth. 

And  worse  essays  prov'd  thee  my  best  ^  love. 

Now  all  is  done,  save  what  shall  have  no  end : 

Mine  appetite  1  never  more  will  grind 

On  newer  proqf,  to  try  an  older  friend^ 

A  god  in  love,  to  whom  I  am  confin'd. 

Then  give  me  welcome,  next  my  Heaven  the  best. 

Even  to  thy  pure  and  most  most  loving  breast. 


SONNET  CXr. 

O  von  my  sake  do  you  with  fortune  chide, 
The  guilty  goddess  of  my  harmful  deed^ 
That  did  not  better  for  my  life  provide, 
llian  public  means,  which  public  manners  breeds. 
Thence  comes  it  that  my  name  receives  a  brand. 
And  almost  thence  my  nature  is  subdu'd 
T»  what  it  works  in,  like  the  dyer's  hand. 
Pity  me  then,  and  wish  I  were  renewed  ; 
Whilst^  like  a  willing  patient,  f  will  drink 
Potiobs  of  eyesell,  'gainst  my  strong  infection ; 
No  bitterness  that  I  will  bitter  think. 
Nor  double  penance  to  correct  correction. 
Pity  me  then,  dear  friend,  and  I  assure  ye. 
Even  that  your  pity  is  enough  to  cure  me. 
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Yoom  lore  and  pHy  doth  the  imiuression  fill 

Which  vulvar  acaudal  stampM  upon  my  brovr; 

For  what  care  I  who  calls  me  well  or  ill. 

So  you  o'er-green  my  bad,  my  go<id  allow  ? 

You  are  my  all-the-world^  and  I  must  strire 

To  know  my  shames  and  praises  from  your  tongue  ; 

None  ehe  to  me,  nor  I  to  none  alive, 

That  my  steel'd  sense  or  changes,  right  or  wrong. 

Id  to  profiofund  abysm  I  throw  all  care 

Of  others*  voices,  that  my  adder's  sense 

To  critic  and  to  flatterer  stopped  are. 

Mark  how  with  my  neglect  I  do  dispense: — 

You  are  so  strongly  in  my  purpose  bred, 

That  all  the  world  besides  methinks  are  dead. 


SONNET  CXIIL 

SflicB  I  left  yoQ,  mine  eye  is  in  my  mind. 

And  that  which  governs  me  to  go  about. 

Doth  part  his  function,  and  is  partly  blind. 

Seems  seeing,  but  effectually  is  out ; 

For  it  no  form  delivers  to  the  heart 

Of  bird,  of  flower,  or  shape,  which  it  doth  lack  ; 

Of  his  quick  objects  bath  the  mind  no  part. 

Nor  his  own  visioo  holds  what  it  doth  catch; 

For  if  H  see  the  rud*st  or  gentlest  nght. 

The  most  sweet  favour,  or  defbrmed*st  creature. 

The  mountain  or  the  sea,  the  day  or  night. 

The  crow,  or  dove,  it  shapes  them  to  your  feature^ 

Incapable  of  more,  replete  with  you. 

My  most  true  mind  thus  maketh  mine  untrue. 


SONNET  CmV. 

Ob  whether  doth  my  mind,  being  crown*d  with  you, 

prink  up  the  monarch's  plague,  this  flattery, 

Or  whether  shall  I  say  mine  eye  saith  true. 

And  that  your  love  taught  it  this  alcumy, 

To  make  of  monsters  and  things  indigest, 

Sach  chembins  as  your  sweet  self  resemble, 

Creating  every  bad  a  perfect  best, 

As  fast  as  6bjects  to  his  beams  assemble  ? 

0  *t  is  tbe  first;  H  is  flattery  in  my  seeing. 

And  my  great  mind  most  kingly  drinks  it  up : 

Mine  eye  well  knows  what  with  his  gust  is  'greeing. 

And  to  his  pabte  doth  prepare  the  cup : 

If  it  be  potno'd,  t  is  the  lesser  tin 

That  mine  eye  loves  it,  and  doth  first  hegin. 


SONNKT  CXV. 

Trou  lines  that  I  before  have  writ,  do  lie, 

Even  those  that  said  I  could  not  love  you  dearer; 

Yet  then  my  judgment  knew  nu  reason  why 

My  most  fell  flame  should  afterwards  bum  clearer. 

But  reckoning  time,  whose  million'd  accidents 

Creep  m  *twtat  vows,  and  change  decrees  of  kings. 

Tan  sacred  beMty,  blunt  the  sharp'st  intents, 

Divertstnmg minds  to  the  course  of  altering  things; 

Alas !  why,  fearing  of  time's  tyranny. 

Might  I  not  then  say,  now  I  hoe  tfou  best, 

When  I  was  certain  o'er  incertainty, 

^vDiDg  the  presedt,  doubting  of  the  rest  ? 

1^1^  is  a  babe;  then  might  I  not  say  so^ 

1^  give  full  growth  to  that  which  still  doth  grow  ? 


SONNET  CXVL 


LcT  m^^  not  tu  the  marriage  of  true  i 
Admit  impediments.  Love  is  not  love 
Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds. 
Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove :  . 

0  no !  it  is  an  ever-fixed  mailK, 

That  looks  on  tempests,  and  is  never  shaken; 
It  is  the  star  to  every  wandering  bark,        [taken. 
Whose  worth's  unknown,  although  his  height  be 
Love  *snot  Time's  fool,  though  rosy  lips  and  cheeka 
Within  his  bending  sickle's  compass  come ; 
Love  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and  weeks, 
But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom. 
If  this  be  errour,  and  upon  me  prov'd, 

1  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  lov'd. 


SONNET  CXVIL 

Accijsa  me  thus ;  that  I  have  scanted  all 
Wherein  I  should  your  great  deserts  repay; 
Foigot  upon  your  dearest  love  to  call. 
Whereto  all  bonos  do  tie  me  day  by  day ; 
That  I  have  frequent  been  with  unknown  minds. 
And  given  to  time  yoyr  own  dear  purchased  right; 
That  I  have  hoisted  sail  to  all  the  winds 
Which  should  transport  me  furthest  from  your  sights 
Book  both  my  wilfulness  and  errours  down. 
And  on  just  proof,  surmise  accumulate. 
Bring  me  within  the  level  of  your  frown. 
But  shoot  not  at  me  in  your  waken'd  hate : 
Since  my  appeal  says,  I  did  strive  to  prove 
The  constancy  and  virtue  of  your  love. 


SONNET  CXVIIL 

LtKB  as,  to  makcour  appetites  more  keen. 
With  eager  compounds  we  our  palate  urge ; 
As,  to  prevent  our  maladies  unseen, 
We  sicken  to  shun  sickness,  when  we  purge ; 
Even  so,  being  full  of  your  ^e^er-cloying  sweetnesi^i 
To  bitter  sauces  did  T  frame  my  feeding. 
And,  sick  of  welfare,  found  a  kind  of  meetnesa 
To  be  diseas'd,  ere  that  there  was  true  needing. 
Thus  policy  in  love,  to  anticipate 
Tbe  ills  that  were  not,  grew  to  faults  assured. 
And  brought  to  medicine  a  healthful  state. 
Which,  rank  of  goodness,  would  by  ill  be  cured. 
But  tlience  I  learn,  and  find  the  lesson  true. 
Drugs  poison' him  that  so  fell  sick  of  you. 


SONNET  CXIX. 

What  potioaa  have  I  drunk  of  Syren  tears, 

Distird  from  limbecks  foul  as  Hell  wiUiin, 

Applying  fears  to  hopes,  and  hopes  to  fears. 

Still  losing  when  I  saw  myself  to  win ! 

What  wretched  errours  hath  my  heart  committed. 

Whilst  it  hath  thought  itself  so  blessed  never ! 

How  have  mine  eyes  out  of  their  spheres  been  fitted. 

In  the  distraction  of  this  madding  fever  1 

O  benefit  of  ill !  now  I  find  true 

That  better  is  by  evil  still  made  better; 

And  min'd  love,  when  it  is  built  anew. 

Grows  fairer  than  at  first,  more  strong,  far  greater. 

So  I  return  rebuk'd  to  my  content. 

And  gain  by  ill  thrice  more  than  I  have  spent. 
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SONNET  CXX. 


That  yon  %ere  once  unkind,  befriends  me  now, 
And  for  that  sorrow,  which  I  then  did  feel, 
Needs  mast  I  under  my  transgression  bow, 
Unless  my  nerves  were  brass  or  hammer'd  steel. 
For  if  you  were  by  my  unkindness  shaken. 
As  I  by  yonr's,  yon  have  pass'd  a  hell  of  time ; 
And  I,  a  tyrant,  have  no  leisure  taken 
To  weigh  how  once  I  sufTerM  in  your  crime. 
O  that  our  night  of  woe  might  have  remember*d 
My  deepest  sense,  how  hard  true  sorrow  hits. 
And  soon  to  you,  as  you  to  me,  then  tendered 
The  hamble  salve  which  wounded  bosom  fits ! 
But  that  your  trespass  now  becomes  a  fee ; 
Mhie  ransom  yoar*s,  and  your^  must  ransom  me. 


SONNET  GXXI. 

T  IS  better  to  be  vile,  thap  vile  esteem'd. 

When  not  to  be  receives  reproach  of  being, 

And  the  just  pleasure  lost,  which  is  so  deem*d 

Not  by  our  feeling,  but  by  others'  seeing. 

For  why  should  others' false  adulterate  eyes 

Give  salutation  to  my  sportive  blood  ? 

Or  on  my  frailties  why  are  frailer  spies, 

Which  in  their  wills  count  bad  what  I  think  good  ? 

No, — I  am  that  1  am ;  and  they  that  level 

At  my  abuses,  reckon  up  their  own : 

I  may  be  straight,  though  they  themselves  be  bevel ; 

By  their  rank  thoughts  my  deeds  must  not  be  shown  j 

Unless  this  general  evil  they  maintain. 

All  men  are  bad  and  in  their  badness  reign. 


SONNET  CXXII.  . 

Tht  gift,  thy  tables,  are  within  my  brain 
Full  character'd  with  lasting  memory, 
Which  shall  above  that  idle  rank  remain. 
Beyond  all  date,  even  to  eternity: 
Or  at  the  least  so  long  as  brain  and  heart 
Have  faculty  by  nature  to  subsist ; 
Till  each  to  raz*d  oblivion  yield  his  part 
Of  thee,  thy  record  never  can  be  missed. 
That  poor  retention  could  not  so  much  hold. 
Nor  need  I  tallies,  thy  dear  love  to  score; 
Therefore  to  give  them  from  me  was  I  bold. 
To  trast  those  tables  that  receive  thee  more : 
To  keep  an  adjunct  to  remember  thee. 
Were  to  import  forgetfnlness  in  me. 


SONNET  CXXIIL 

No  !  Time,  thon  shalt  not  boast  that  I  do  change : 

Thy  p3rramids  built  up  with  newer  might 

To  me  are  nothing  novel,  nothing  strange  j 

They  are  but  dressings  of  a  former  sight. 

Our  dates  are  brief,  and  therefore  we  admire 

What  thou  dost  foist  upon  us  that  is  old. 

And  rather  make  them  bom  to  our  desire. 

Than  think  that  we  before  have  heard  them  told. 

Thy  registers  and  thee  I  both  defy. 

Not  wondering  at  the  present  nor  the  past ; 

For  thy  records  and  what  we  see  doth  lie,    • 

'Made  more  or  less  by  thy  continual  haste: 

Hiis  I  do  vow,  and  this  shall  ever  be, 

I  will  be  true,  desgiU  thy  scythe  and  thee. 


SONNET  CXXrv. 

Ir  my  dear  lOve  were  but  the  child  of  state. 

It  might  for  fbrtane*s  bastard  be  unftither'd. 

As  subject  to  time's  love,  or  to  time's  hatew 

Weeds  among  weeda,  or  flowers  with  flowen  gathe^d. 

No,  it  was  boilded  far  from  accident ; 

It  sufiers  not  in  smiling  pomp,  nor  falls 

Under  the  bkiw  of  thralled  discontent. 

Whereto  the  invitmg  time  our  fashion  calif  r 

It  fean  not  policy,  that  heietic. 

Which  works  on  leases  of  sbort-number'd  hoars. 

But  all  alone  stands  hugely  politic,  ^showers. 

That  it  not  grows  with  heat,  nor  drowm   with 

To  this  I  witness  call  the  fbols  of  time^ 

Which  die  Ibr  goodness,  who  have  tiv^d  fMr  c 


SONNKTCXXV. 

Waaa  it  aught  to  me  I  bore  the  canopy. 
With  my  extern  thy  outward  honouring, 
Or  lay'd  great  bases  for  eternity. 
Which  prove  more  short  than  waste  or  ruining  ? 
Hav«  I  not  seen  dwellers  on  form  and  favour 
Lose  all,  and  more,  by  paying  too  much  rent. 
For  compound  sweet  foregoing  simple  fisvour. 
Pitiful  tbrivers,  in  then:  ga2tng  spent  ? 
No  I —let  me  be  obsequious  in  thy  heart, 
And  take  thou  my  oblation,  poo^  but  free. 
Which  is  not  mix*d  with  seconds,  knows  no  art. 
Hut  mutual  render,  only  me  for  thee. 
,  Hence,  thou  subom'd  informer!  a  true  soul. 
When  most  impeached*  standi  least  in  thy  cootiol. 


SONNET  CXXVL 

O  THOU,  my  lovely  boy,  who  in  thy  power 
Dost  hold  Time's  fickle  glass,  his  sickle,  boor; 
Who  hast  by  waning  grown,  and  therein  show*8t 
Thy  lovers  withering,  as  thy  sweet  self  grow*8t ! 
If  Nature,  sovereign  mistress  over  wrack. 
As  thou  goest  onwards,  still  will  pluck  thee  back. 
She  keeps  thee  to  this  purpose,  that  her  skill 
May  time  disgrace,  and 'wretched  minutes  kill. 
Yet  fear  her,  O  thoa  minion  of  her  fAeasnre ; 
She  may  detain,  but  not  atiU  keep  her  treasure : 
Her  audit,  though  delay'd,  answered  mast  be. 
And  her  quietus  is  to  render  thee. 


SOKNOT  CXXVIL 

Iw  the  old  age  black  was  not  counted  fair. 
Or  if  it  were,  it  bore  not  beauly*s  name  $ 
But  now  is  black  beauty's  successive  heir, 
And  beauty  slandered  with  a  bastard  shame. 
For  since  each  hand  hath  put  on  nature's  power, 
Fairing  the  fbul  with  art's  false-borrow'd  face^ 
Sweet  beauty  hath  no  name,  no  holy  hour, 
But  is  profiu'd,  if  not  lives  in  disgrace. 
Therefio^  my  mistress'  eyes  are  raven  black, 
Her  eyea  so  suited  $  and  they  mourners  seem     ^ 
At  such,. who  not  bom  fiur,  no  beauty  lack. 
Slandering  creation  with  ji  fis]se  esteem : 
Yet  ab  they  mourn,  becoming  of  their  woe^ 
iHiai  evi^ry  tongue  tayii,  beauty  ihouldiook  n. 
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'    SONNET  CXXfUI. 

How  oft,  vhCB  tboo,  «y  iumc,  amiie  plty^t, 
Upoo  that  blmeil  wood  whotft  modoii  soundt 
With  thy  tnvwft  fingen,  when  tboa  gently  «Wfty%t 
The  wiry  eoBeord  that  miiie  ear  oonfbandlh 
Do  I  enry  tliote  jacks,  that  nimtrie  )«a^ 
To  kjsi  the  tender  inward  of  thy  hand, 
Whikt  my  poor  lips,  which  thonld  that  hanrtit  raap, 
At  the  wood's  boldnew  by  thee  Mushing  stand ! 
To  be  10  tiefcled,  they  woold  change  their  sute 
And  sitnation  with  those  dancing  chfpS, 
O'er  whoHi  thy  llngeis  walk  wMb  gentle  gait, 
Makiqg  dead  wood  qmre  blesiVI  than  liting  lips. 
Siace  saucy  jaelcs  so  happy  are  in  this, 
GirethesB  thy  fingeiSy  ne  thy  lips  to  kiss.  • 


SONKET  CXXOL 

Tut  eipsnsF  of  spirit  in  a  waste  of  shame 

Is  last  in  action ;  and  till  action,  lost 

Is  peijm^,  morderous,  bloody,  full  of  btame, 

Savage,  estreme^  rude,  cruel,  not  to  tnist; 

Eojof'd  DO  sooner,  bat  despised  straight ; 

Past  reason  banted ;  and  no  sooner  bad. 

Past  reason  hated,  as  a  Swal1ow*d  bait. 

On  purpose  laid  to  make  the  taker  mad : 

Mad  in  parsoit,  and  in  possession  so; 

Had,  baring,  and  in  quest  to  bare,  extretne ; 

A  bliss  m  proof, — and  prorV,  a  very  woe  j 

Before,  a  joy  prapo^d;  behind,  a  dream : 

AHthis the  world  well  knows;  yet  none  knows  wdl 

To  shun  the  Heaven  that  leads  men  to  this  Hell. 


0DNNETCXXX. 

Mr  miftreaf  eyes  are  nothing  like  the  Sun ; 
Coral  is -far  more  red  than  her  lips'  red : 
If  snow  be  white,  why  then  her  breasts  are  dun; 
If  baiR  be  wwes,  black  wires  grow  on  her  head. 
I  bave  seen  roses  damask'd,  red  and  white. 
Bat  no  soch  roses  see  I  in  her  cheeks ; 
And  ia  some  perfames  is  there  more  delight 
Than  in  the  breath  that  fitrni  my  mistress  recks. 
Ilove  to  bear  her  speak,— yet  well  I  know 
That  music  hath  a  Car  more  pleasing  sound  ^ 
1  grant  I  nerer  saw  a  goddess  go, — 
,My  mistress,  when  she  walks,  treads  on  the  ground; 
And  yrt,  by  Heaven,  X  think  my  love  as  rare 
As  any  she  bely'd  with  false  compare. 


tfdNNBT  CXXXt 

TsoD  ait  as  tyrannous,  so  as  thpn  art, 
A»  those  whose  beauties  proadly  make  tbeni  cnie! ; 
Jj*J»«U  thoa  know'st  to  my  dear  dothig  heart 
™*  wt  the  fairest  and  most  precious  jewel. 
l^  n  good  fcith,  some  say  that  thee  behold, 
^yfcce hath  not  the  powY  to  make  love  groan: 
^^J^  they  err,  1  dai«  not  be  so  bold, 
AUhough  I  swear  it  to  myself  alonie. 
And,  to  be  sure  that  is  not  fhlse  I  swear, 
AUwosand  groanS,  but  thinking  oi  thy  fiace, 
!^  on  another's  nnck,  do  witness  bear 
|°y  black  is  lairest  in  my  judgment's  place, 
la  nUbiBg  ait  tbon  blad(,  save  in  tby  deedli, 
Aad  theses  thii  abuder,  as  I  thmk^  proceeds. 


soKKCT  cxzxn. 


Tanrt  eyes  I  love,  and  they,  as  pitying  me, 

Knowing  thy  heart,  torment  me  with  disdain; 

Have  pat  on  black,  and  loving  moomers  be. 

Looking  with  pretty  ruth  upon  my  pain. 

And  truly  not  tiie  morning  Sun  or  Heaven 

Better  becomes  the  grey -cheeks  of  the  east, 

Nor  that  full  star  that  oshers  in  the  even, 

Doth  half  that  glory  to  the  sober  west. 

As  these  two  momiiing  eyes  become  thy  fiaoei 

O  let  it  then  as  well  beseem  thy  heart 

To  mourn  fbr  me,  since  momnoing  doth  thee  grace^ 

And  suit  thy  pity  tike  in  every  part. 

Then  will  I  swear  beaoty  herself  is  black. 

And  all  they  Ibnlthat  thy  oomplexieB  Uolu 


SONNET  CXXXni. 

Bbshrbw  that  heart  that  makes  my  heart  to  groan 
For  that  deep  wound  it  gives  my  Hend  and  me ! 
Is  't  not  enough  to  torture  me  alooe. 
But  slave  to  slavery  my  sweefst  friend  must  be  } 
Me  from  myself  thy  cruel  eye  hath  taken, 
And  my  next  self  thou  harder  hast  engross'd  ; 
Of  him,  myself,  and  thee,  I  am  forsaken; 
A  torment  thrice  three-fold  thus  to  be  cross'd. 
Prison  my  heart  in  thy  steel  bosom's  ward, 
But  then  my  friend*s  heart  let  my  poor  heart  bail} 
Whoe'er  keeps  me,  let  my  heart  be  his  guard  ; 
Thou  canst  not  then  use  rigour  in  my  jail : 
And  yet  thuu  wilt;  fbr  I,  being  pent  in  thee. 
Perforce  am  thine,  and  all  that  is  in  me. 


SONNET  CXXXIV. 

So  now  I  have  oonfes6*d  that  he  is  thine. 
And  I  myself  am  mortgag*d  to  thy  will ; 
Myself  I  '11  forfeit,  so  that  other  mine 
Thou  wilt  restore,  to  be  my  comfort  still  t 
Bu£  thou  wilt  not,  nor  he  will  not  be  frec^ 
For  thou  art  covetous,  and  he  is  kind; 
He  leamM  but,  surety-like,  to  write  for  me^ 
Under  that  bond  that  him  as  fisstdoth  bind* 
The  statute  of  thy  beauty  thou  wilt  take. 
Thou  usurer,  that  put'st  forth  all  to  use,      . 
And  sue  a  friend,  came  debtor  ibr  my  sake  y 
So  him  I  lose  through  my  unkind  abuse. 
Him  have  I  lost ;  thou  hast  both  him  and  me; 
He  pays  the  whole,  and  yet  am  I  not  free. 


flbWNET  CXXXY. 

Wnoivta  hath  ber  wish,  thou  hast  thy  will. 
And  will  to  boo^  and  will  in  over-plus; 
More  than  enough  am  I  that  vex  thee  still. 
To  thy  sweet  will  making  addition  thus. 
Wilt  thou,  whose  will  is  large  and  spacious. 
Not  once  vouchsafe  to  hide  my  will  in  thin^? 
Shall  will  in  others  seem  right  gracious. 
And  in  my  will  no  fair  acceptance  shine  ? 
The  siea,  all  water,  yet  receives  rain  still. 
And  in  abundance  addeth  to  his  store ; 
So  thou,  being  rich  in  will,  add  to  thy  will 
One  wilt  of  mine,  to  make  thy  largfe  will  more. 
Let  no  unkind,  no  fair  beseecbcrs  kill ; 
Think  ^  but  one,  end  me  hi  that  one  H^SU 
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SOKN£T  CXXXVI. 


If  thy  ioul  check  thcie  that  I  come  to  near, 
Swettr  to  thy  blind  aoai  that  I  was  thy  will. 
And  will,  thy  soul  knows,  it  admitted  there ; 
Thus  far  for  love,  my  love-suit,  sweet,  fulfil. 
Will  will  fulfil' the  treasure  of  thy  love, 
Ay^  fill  it  full  with  wills,  and  my  will  one. 
In  things  of  great  receipt  with  ease  we  prove ; 
Among  a  number  one  is  reckoned  none. 
Then  in  the  number  let  me  pass  untold, 
Though  in  thy  stores'  account  I  one  must  be ; 
For  nothing  bold  me,  to  it  please  thee  hold 
That  nothing  me,  a  something  sweet  to  thee: 
Make  but  my  name  thy  love,  and  love  that  still. 
And  then  thou  lov  ist  me, — for  my  name  is  WilL 


SONNET  CXXXVIL 

Thou  blind  fbol,  Love,  what  dost  thou  to  mine  eyes, 
That  they  behold,  and  see  not  what  they  see  ? 
They  know  what  beauty  is,  see  where  it  lies. 
Yet  what  the  best  is,  take  the  worst  to  be. 
If  eyes,  corrupt  by  over-partial  looks, 
Be  anchored  in  the  bay  where  all  men  ride. 
Why  of  eyes*  falsehood  hast  thou  forged  hooks, 
Whereto  the  judgment  of  my  heart  is  tyM  ? 
Why  should  my  heart  think  that  a  several  plot. 
Which  my  heart  knows  the  wide  world's  common 
Or  mine  eyes  seeing  this,  say  this  is  no^     [place  ? 
To  put  fair  truth  upon  so  foul  a  face  ? 
In  things  right  true  my  heart  and  eyes  have  crr'd. 
And  to  this  false  plague  are  they  now  tram>ferr*d. 


SONNEl'  CXXXVIII. 

Wflt)i  my  love  swears  that  she  is  made  of  truth, 
1  do  believe  her,  though  I  know  she  lies ; 
That  she  might  think  me  some  untiitor'd  youth, 
Unleamed  in  the  world's  false  subtilties. 
Thus  vainly  thinkhag  that  the  thinks  me  young. 
Although  she  knows  my  days  are  past  the  best. 
Simply  1  credit  her  false-speaking  tongue ; 
On  both  sides  thus  is  simple  truth  suppressed. 
But  wherefore  says  she  not,  she  is  unjust? 
And  wherefore  say  not  I,  that  I  am  old  ? 
O  love's  best  habit  is  in  seeming  trust 
And  age  in  love  krves  not  to  have  years  told : 
Therefore  I  lie  with  her,  and  she  with  me. 
And  in  our  fonlts  by  lies  we  flattered  be. 


SONNET  CXXXDC 

O  cALt  not  me  to  justify  the  wrong. 
That  thy  unkindness  lays  upon  my  heart ; 
Wound  me  not  with  thine  eye,  but  with  thy  tongue; 
Use  power  with  poirer,  and  slay  me  not  by  art. 
Tell  me  thou  lov'st  elsewhere ;  but  in  my  sight, 
Dearheart,  forbear  to  glance  thine  eye  aside,  [might 
What  need*st  thou  wound  with  cunning,  when  Uiy 
Is  more  than  my  o*erprest*d  defence  can  'bide? 
Let  me  excuse  thee :  ah !  my  love  well  knows 
Her  pretty  looks  have  been  mhie  enemies ; 
And  theredfore  from  my  face  she  turns  my  foes. 
That  they  elsewhere  might  dart  their  injuries: 
Yet  do  not  so;  but  since  I  am  near  slain. 
Kill  me  ootright  with  looks,  and  rid  my  pain. 


SONNET  CXL. 

Bswiteai  thonartcrad;  donotpretl 
My  tongue-tjr'd  patienoe  with  too  much  disdain  ; 
Lett  torrow  lend  me  words,  and  words  eipi^eaa 
The  mamier  of  my  pity-wanting  pain. 
If  I  might  .leAch  thee  wit,  better  it  were, 
Though  not  to  love,  yet,  love,  to  tell  me  to ; 
(As  testy  sick  jnen^  when  their  death  be  near. 
No  news  but  health  from  their  physicians  know  r) 
Foiv  if  I  should  despair,  I  should  grow  mad. 
And  in  my  madness  might  speak  ill  of  thee : . 
Now  this  ill-wresting  world  is  grown  so  bad. 
Mad  slanderers  by  mad  ears  believed  b& 
That  I  may  not  be  so,  nor  thou  bely'd,  [wide. 

Bear  thine  eyes  straight,  though  tikj  proud  hekit  go 


WNNET  CXLL 

Ik  faith  1 4o  not  love  thee  with  mims  eyet^ 

For  they  in  thee  a  thousand  errours  note ; 

But 't  is  my  heart  that  loves  what  they  despite,. 

Who  in  despite  of  view  is  plea^'d  to  dote. 

Nor  are  mine  ears  with  thy  tongue's  tune  delighted ; 

Nor  tender  feeling,  to  base  touches  prone. 

Nor  taste  nor  smell,  desire  to  be  invited 

To  any  sensual  feast  with  thee  akme : 

But  my  five  wits,  nor  my  five  senses  can 

Dissuade  one  foolish  heart  from  serving  thee. 

Who  leaves  unswayed  the  likeness  of  a  man. 

Thy  proud  heart's  slave  and  vassal  wretch  to  be : 

Only  my  plague  thus  far  I  count  my  gain. 

That  she  that  makes  me  sin,  awards  me  pain. 


SONNET  CXUL 

LovB  is  my  sin,  and  thy  dear  virtue  hate. 
Hate  of  my  sin,  grounded  on  sinful  loving  t 
O  but  with  mine  compare  thou  thine  own  state. 
And  thou  shalt  find  it  merits  not  reproving^ 
Or  if  it  do,  not  from  those  lips  of  thine, 
That  have  profan'd  their  scarlet  ornaments. 
And  seal'd  false  bonds  of  bve  as  oft  as  mine  ; 
Robb'd  others*  beds  revenues  of  their  rents. 
Be  it  lawful  I  love  thee,  as  thou  lov'st  those 
Whom  thine  eyes  woo  as  mhie  impbrtune  thee: 
Root  pity  in  thy  heart,  that  when  it  grows. 
Thy  pity  may  deserve  to  pity'd  be. 
If  thou  dost  seek  to  have  what  thou  dost  hide. 
By  self-example  may'st  thou  be  deny'd ! 


SONNET  CXLUf. 
Lo,  as  a  careful  housewife  nms  to  catch    . 
One  of  her  feather'd  creatnret  broke  away,  ' 
Sets  down  her  babe,  and  makes  all  swift  ditpatdi 
In  p6rsuit  of  the  thing  she  would  have  stoy  ; 
Whilst  her  neglected  child  holds  ber  in  chase. 
Cries  to  cateh  her  whose  busy  care  is  bent 
To  follow  that  which  flies  before  her  face. 
Not  prizing  her  poor  infant's  discontent ; 
So  ron'st  thou  after  that  which  fiies  from  thee^ 
Whilst  I  thy  babe  chase  thee  afar  behind; 
But  if  thou  cateh  thy  h(q>e,  turn  back  to  ne. 
And  play  the  mother's  part,  kiss  me,  be  krod : 
So  will  I  pray  that  thou  may'st  have  thy  WiH, 
If  thou  turn  back,  and  my  loud  cryii^  itiU. 
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SONNET  CXUV. 


Two  loTefl  I  bare  of  comfort  and  despair. 
Which  like  twtf-  spirits  do  snggeit  me  still ; 
The.  better  angd  is  a  man  right  fair. 
The  worser  spirit  a  wotQan,  colour'd  ill. 
To  vio  me  sooo  to  Hell,  my  female  evil 
Temptcth  my  better  uogel  from  my  side^ 
And  woald  corrupt  my  samt  to  be  a  devil, 
Wooing  his  purity  with  her  ibal  pride. 
And  vhetber  that  my  aagel  be  tum'd  fiend, 
Suspect  I  may,  yet  noi  direetly  tell ; 
Bot  being  both  from  me,  both  to  each  friend, 
1  guess  one  angel  in  another's  Hell. 
Yet  this  shall  I  ne'er  know,  bnt  lire  in  donbt. 
Till  my  bad  angel  fire  my  good  one  out. 


SONNET  CXLV. 

Thosi  lips  that  Love's  own  hand  did  make, 

Brcath'd  forth  the  sound  that  said,  « I  hate/* 

To  me  that  langnirii'd  for  her  sake ; 

But  when  she  saw  my  woeful  state. 

Straight  in  her  heart  did  mercy  come, 

Cbidiog  that  tongue,  that  ever  sweet 

Was  usM  in  giving  gentle  doom ; 

And  taught  it  thus  a-new  to  greet: 

Jhaie  she  alter'd  with  an  end. 

That  foitow'd  it  as  gentle  day 

Both  follow  night,  who  like  a  fiend 

fnm  Heaven  to  Hell  is  flown  away. 

I  hate  from  hate  away  she  threw. 

And  8av*d  my  life,  saying — "  not  you." 


SONNET  CXLVL 

Poos  soul,  the  centre  of  my  sinful  earth, 
Fool'd  by  those  rebel  powers  that  thee  array. 
Why  dost  thou  pine  within,  aud  suffer  dearth. 
Painting  thy  outward  walls  so  costly  gay  ? 
Why  90  large  cost,  ba%'iog  so  short  a  lease, 
I>ost  thou  QpoD  thy  fading  mansion  spend  ? 
Shall  worms,  ioheritors  of  this  excess,    • 
£at  up  thy  charge  ?  Is  this  thy  body*s  end  ? 
Then,  soul,  live  thou  upon  thy  servant's  loss. 
And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  store; 
Buy  terms  divine  in  selling  hours  of  dross ; 
Within  be  fed,  without  be  rich  no  more : 
So  Shalt  thou  feed  on  Death,  that  feeds  on  men, 
And,  Death  ODce  dead,  there 's  no  more  dying  then. 


SONNET  CXLVnt 


SONNET  CXLVII. 

My  tove  b  like  a  fever,  longing  still 

f  ov  that  which  longer  nurseth  the  disease  ; 

Pwding  on  that  which  doth  preserve  the  iU, 

The  UDCertain  sickly  appetite  to  please. 

My  reason,  the  physician  to  my  love, 

Angry  that  his  prescriptions  are  not  kept. 

Hath  left  me,  and  J  desperate  now  approve. 

Desire  bis  d^tb,  which  physic  did  except. 

^>st  care  I  am,  now  reason  is  past  care, 

^d  fraotic-mad  with  ever-more  unrest; 

My  thoughts  and  my  discourse  as  mad  men's  are. 

At  random  from  the  truth  vainly  expressed ; 

For  1  have  swum  thee  fair,  and  thought  thee  bright, 

w  iH»  art  as  bla«k  as  Hell,  as  dark  as  qight. 


O  MB  !  what  eyes  bath  love  put  in  my  head, 
Which  have  no  correspondence  with  true  sight  ? 
Or,  if  they  have,  where  is  my  judgment  fled. 
That  censures  falsely  what  they  see  aright } 
If  that  be  fair  whereon  my  false  eyes  dote. 
What  means  the  world  to  say  it  is  not  so  ? 
If  it  be  not,  then  Inve  doth  well  denote 
Love's  eye  is  not  so  true  as  all  men's:  no,     ' 
How  can  it  ^  O  how  can  Love's  eye  be  true. 
That  is  so  vex'd  with  watching  and  with  tears  } 
No  marvel  then  though  I  mistake  my  view ; 
The  Sun  itself  sees  not,  till  Heaven  clears. 
O  cunning  Love !  with  teats  thonkeep'stme  blind. 
Lest  eyes  well-seenig  thy  foul  fiiults.ahould  find. 


SONNET  CXLDC 

Canst  thou,  O  cruel !  say  I  love  thee  not. 
When  I,  against  myself,  with  thee  partake  ? 
Do  I  not  think  on  thee,  when  I  forgot 
Am  of  myself,  all  tyrant,  for  thy  sake  ? 
Who  hateth  thee  that  I  do  call  my  friend  ? 
On  whom  frown'st  thou  that  I  do  fiswn  upon  ? 
Nay  if  thou  lowr*st  on  me,  do  I  not  spend 
Revenge  upon  myself  with  present  moan  ? 
What  merit  do  I  in  mjrself  respect. 
That  is  so  proud  thy  service  to  despise. 
When  all  my  best  doth  worship  thy  defect. 
Commanded  by  the  motion  of  thine  eyes  ? 
But,  love,  hate  on,  for  now  I  know  thy  mind ; 
Those  that  can  see  thou  lov'st,  and  I  am  blind. 


SONNET  CL. 

O  paoM  what  power  hast  thou  this  powerfol  might. 
With  insufficiency  my  heart  to  sway  ? 
To  make  me  give  the  lie  to  my  true  sight. 
And  swear  that  brightness  doth  not  grace  the  day  ? 
Whence  hast  thou  this  becoming  of  things  ill. 
That  in  the  very  refuse  of  thy  deeds 
There  is  such  strength  and  warrantise  of  skillj 
That  in  my  mind,  thy  worst  all  best  exceeds  ? 
Who  taught  thee  how  to  make  me  love  thee  more. 
The  more  I  hear  and  see  just  cause  of  hate  ? 
O,  though  I  love  what  others  do  abhor,        ^ 
With  others  thou  should'kt  not  abhor  my  state  ; 
If  thy  unworthiness  raisM  love  in  me. 
More  worthy  I  to  be  belov'd  of  tbee. 


SONNET  CLI. 

Lovi  is  too  young  to  know  what  conscience  is; 
Yet  who  knows  not,  conscience  is  bom  of  love } 
Then,  gentle  cheater,  urge  not  my  amiss. 
Lest  guilty  of  my  faults  thy  sweet  self  prove.  *^ 
For  thou  betraying  me,  I  do  betray 
My  nobler  part  to  my  gross  body's  treason; 
My  soul  doth  tell  my  body  that  he  may 
Triumph  in  love;  flesh  stays  no  further  reason; 
But  rising  at  thy  name,  doth  point  out  thee 
As  his  triumphant  prize.    Proud  of  this  pride. 
He  is  contented  thy  poor  drudge  to  be. 
To  stand  in  thy  affairs,  fall  by  thy  side. 
No  want  of  conscience  hold  it  that  I  call 
.Her  \av9,  for  whose  dear  love  I  rise  and  fall. 
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SONNET  CUL 


In  Vmng  tbte  thoa  kfiow%t  I  am  fi^swonw 
Bnt  Uioa  art  twice  forsworn,  tQ  me  love  tweanng  ; 
In  act  thy  bed-vow  bioke,  and  new  &ith  torn. 
In  vowing  new  bate  after  new  love  bearing. 
But  why  of  two  oaths'  breach  do  I  accote  thee^ 
When  I  break  twenty  ?  I  am  perjur'd  moat ; 
^or  all  my  vows  are  oaths  but  to  misuse  tbee^ 
And  dl  my  honest  ftuth  in  thee  is  lost: 
For  I  have  sworn  deep  oatbs  of  thy  deep  kindness 
Oaths  of  thy  love,  thy  truth,  thy  constancy; 
And,  to  enlighten  th^s,  gave  eyes  to  blindness. 
Or  made  them  swear  against  the  thing  they  see; 
For  I  have  sworn  thee  fiiir ;  mone  peijur'd  I, 
Tq  swear,  against  the  truth,  so  foul  a  lie ! 


SONNET  CUTl. 
Cdmd  lay*d  by  his  brand,  and  fell  asleep} 
A  maid  of  Dian's  this  advantage  found. 
And  bi^  love-kindliug  fire  did  quickly  steep 
In  a  cold  valley-fountain  of  that  ground; 
Which  borrowM  from  this  holy  fire  of  love 
A  dateless  lively  heat,  still  to  endure. 
And  drew  a  seething  bath  which  yet  men  prove, 
Against  Strang^  maladies  a  sovereign  aire. 
But  at  my  mistress'  eye  Love's  brand  new-flr'd, 
The  boy  for  trial  needs  would  touch  my  breast ; 
I  sick  withal,  the  help  of  bath  desirM, 
And  hither  hied,  a  sad  distem))er*d  guest. 
But  found  no  cure ;  the  bath  for  my  he!p  lies 
yWhcre  Cupid  got  new  fire ;  my  mistress'  eyes. 


SONNET  CLIV. 

Tas.Iittle  love-god  lyiug  once  asleep, 

Laid  by  his  side  his  heart-inflaming  brand, 

Whilst  many  nymphs  that  v,uw'd  chaste  lifo  to  keep. 

Came  tripping  by  ;  but  in  her  maiden  hand 

The  fairest  votary  took  up  tbaufire 

Which  many  legions  of  true  hearts 4iad  warin'd ; 

And  so  the  general  of  hot  desire 

Was  sleeping  by  a  virgin  band  disarm'd. 

This  brand  Ae  quenched  in  a  cool  well  by. 

Which  from  love's  fire  took  heat  perpetual. 

Growing  a  bath  and  healthful  remedy 

:^r  men  diseased;  but  J,  my  mistress*  thrall, 

Chme  there  for  cure,  and  this  by  that  I  prove, 

Love's  fire  heats  water,  water  cools  not  love. 


PASSIONATE  PILGRIM. 

I. 

Dm  not  the  heavenly  rhetoric  of  thine  eye, 
"Gainst  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument, 
Persuade  my^  heart  to  this  false  peijury  ? 
Vows  for  thee  broke  deserve  not  punishment. 
A  woman  I  forswore ;  but  I  will  prove, 
Thou  being  a  goddess,  I  forswore  not  thee:  - 
My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love ; 
Thy  grace  being  gainM,  cures  all  disgrace  in  me. 
My  vow  was  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  Is : 
Then  thou  foir  Snn,  which  on  my  earth  dost  shine, 
Eahal'st  this  vapour  now  ;  in  thee  it  is : 
If  broken,  then  it  is  n8  fault  of  mine. 
If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  so  wise 
To  break  an  oath,  to  win  a  pandiae  ? 


tL 


Ssveet  Qytberea,  aitti|ig  by  a  braok. 

With  yodng  Adooia,  lovely,  fiesh,  and  green  # 

Did  court  the  lad  with  many  a  far ely  look. 

Such  looks  as  none  coukl  look  bat  beauty's  queen. 

She  told  bim  stones  to  delight  his  ear ; 

She  showM  him  fovoun  to  allnra  his  eye; 

To  win  his  heart  she  ttmeh'd  him  here  and  there  < 

Touches  so  soft  still  conquer  ehaatity. 

But  whether  unripe  years  did  want  oooeeit. 

Or  he  refns*d  to  Uke  her  figur'd  pro6er. 

The  tender  nibbler  would  not  touch  the  bait. 

But  smile  and  jest  at  every  gentle  offer : 

Then  fell  she  on  her  back,  foir  queen,  and  toward  ; 

He  rose  and  ran  away ;  ah,  fool,  too  fiwward  ! 

UL 

If  lore  make  me  forsworu,  how  shall  I  iwear  to  tove  ? 
O  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow'd: 
Though  to  myself  forsworn,  to  thee  I  *11  coostaoe 

prove;  [bow'd. 

Those  thoughts  to  me  like  oaks,  to  thee  like  osiers 
Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes» 
Where  all  those  pleasures  live,  that  art  can  compr&- 

heud. 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  shall  suflice  ^ 
Well  learned  is  that  tongue  that  well  can  thee  com* 

mend; 
A 11  ignorant  that  soul  tl^at  sees  thee  without  wonder  ; 
Which  is  to  me  some  praibe,  that  I  thy  parts  admires 
Thine  eye  Jove's  lightning  seems,  thy  voice  his 

dreadful  thunder. 
Which  (not  to  anger  bent)  is  music  and  savet  fire* 
Celestial  as  thou  art,  O  do  not  love  that  wrong. 
To  sing  the  Heavens'  praise  with  such  an  earthly 

tongue. 

IV. 

Scarce  had  the  Sun  dried  up  the  dewy  mom, 

And  scarce  the  henl  gone  to  the  hedge  for  shade. 

When  Cytherea,  all  in  love  forlorn, 

A  longing  tarriance  for  Adonis  made^ 

Under  an  osier  growing  by  a  brook, 

A  brook,  where  Adon  us'd  to  cool  his  spleen. 

Hot  was  the  day ;  she  hotter  that  did  look 

For  his  approach,  that  often  there,  had^been. 

Anon  he  comes,  and  throirs  his  mantle  by, 

And  stood  stark-naked  on  the  brook's  green  brim ; 

The  Sun  look'd  on  the  world  with  glorious  eye. 

Yet  not  so  wistly,  as  this  queen  on  him : 

He  spying  her,  bounc'd  in,  whereas  he  stood  ; 

"  Oh,.  Jove,**  quoth  she,  **  why  was  I  not  a  flood  }" 

V. 

Fair  is  my  love,  bnt  not  so  fair  as  fickle. 
Mild  as  a  dove,  but  neither  true  nor  trusty; 
Brighter  than  glass,  and  yet,  as  glass  is,  britUey 
Sofier  than  wax,  and  yet,  as  iron,  rasty : 
A  little  pale,  with  damask  dye  to  grace  her. 
None  fahr,  nor  none  faber  to  defoce  her. 

Her  lips  to  mine  how  often  hath  she  join'd, 
Between  each  kiss  her  oath  of  true  love  swearing  I 
How  many  tales  to  please  me  hath  she  ooin'd, 
Dreading  my  love,  the  loss  whereof  still  feaxmg! 
Yet  in  the  midst  of  all  her  true  pratestmgs, 
fler  laithy  her  eath%  bar  tiart^  and  idl  wei*jcstiD8«. 
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5he  burnt  viCh  lore,  at  itfmw  with  fire  flameih. 
She  burnt  out  love,  as  aooD  at  ttrai(  ont  bumeth  ; 
She  fram'd  the  love,  and  yet  the  foilM  t{ie  framing, 
She  bad  tote  last,  and  yet  she  fell  a  turning. 
Was  this  a  Borer,  or  a  lecher  whether } 
Bad  in  the  best,  though  excellent  in  n«itbar» 

VL 

If  music  and  sweel  poetry  agice. 
As  they  mutt  needs,  the  nster  and  the  brother, 
Then  mutt  ttae  lore  be  gre$t  'twixt  thee  and  me. 
Because  thou  lov'tt  the  one,  and  I  the  other. 
Dovlaod  to  thee  it  dear,  whose  heavenly  touch 
I'poo  the  lute  doth  ravish  human  sense ; 
Spenser 'to  me,  whose  deep  conceit  is  such. 
As  passing  all  oonceit,  needs  no  defence. 
Thou  lot'st  to  hear  the  sweet  melodious  sound 
That  Phcebos*  lute,  the  queen  of  music,  makes  ; 
And  I  in  deep  deltght  am  chiefly  drown'd, 
Wbeoas  himself  to  singing  he  betakes. 
One  god  it  god  of  both,  as  poets  feign ; 
One  knight  loves  both,  and  Oulh  in  thee  remdn. 

VH. 

?air  was  the  more  when  the  fitir  queen  of  lore^ 

«      .*        #        «        #        « 
Paler  for  sorrow  ^han  her  milk-white  dove^ 
For  AdoB*s  sak^,  a  youngster  proud  and  wild; 
Her  lUnd'she  takes  upon  a  steep-up  hill : 
Anon  Adonis  comes  with  horn  and  boands; 
She,  silly  queen,  with  more  than  love's  good  will, 
F«rbade  the  boy  be  thouki  not  putt  tbote  groundt ; 
**  Once,*^  quoth  she,  "  did  I  «ee  a  fiiir  sweet  youth 
Here  in  these  brakes  deep-*wounded  ^with  a  boar. 
Deep  in  the  thigh,  a  spectacle  of  ruth ! 
S«e  in  Diy  thigh,"  quoth  sbe^  "  here  was  the  sore :  *' 
She  ibuwed  bin ;  he  saw  more,  wounds  than  one, 
Aad  blushing  fled,  and  left  her  all  alone. 

Via 
Sveet  rose,  €ur  flower,  nntime1yp1uck*d,  soon  faded, 
Plock'd  in  the  bud,  and  faded  in  the  spring ! 
Bright  orient  pearl,  alack  !  too  timely  shaded  ! 
Fair  creatuie,'kill*d  too  soon  by  0eath*s  sharp  sting! 
like  a  green  plumb  that  bangs  upon  a  tree. 
And  fails,  tbroQgb  wind,  befbre  the  foil  thooM  be. 

I  veep  for  thee,  and  yet  no  caote  I  have, 
For  vhy  ?  thou  leftist  me  nothing  in  thy  will. 
And  yet  thou  left'st  me  more  than  I  did  crave ; 
For  vhy  ?  I  cmv«l  nothing  of  thee  still : 
0  ye«,  dear  friend,  I  pardon  crave  of  thee; 
Tby  diicootent  thou  didst  bequeath  to  me. 

DC 
Fair  Veoos  with  Adonit  titting  by  her, 
VAder  a  myrtle  shade,  began  to  woo  him : 
Sbe  told  the  yoonglhig  how  god  >f  ^^rt  did  try  her, 
AihI  u  he  felt  to  her,  she  felt  to  htm.  [me ;" 

''Eraitfaui,»quothshe,  "the  warlike  god  embracM 
And  then  she  dip'd  Adonis  in  her  arms :        [roe," 
**  Even  thus,"  quoth  she,  **  the  warlike  god  onlac'd 
^  if  the  boy  should  use  like  loving  charms. 
**  Eren  thoi,"  quoth  the,  -  he  seised  on  my  lips," 
And  vith  her  lipt  on  hit  did  act  the  teixure; 
And  81  the  fetched  breath,  away  he  sk(pt. 
And  vooM  not  uke  her  meaning  nor  her  pleature. 
i^\  that  I  bad  my  lady  at  t^it  bay. 
To  ki«  tod  clip  me  till  I  na  away ! 


Crabbed  age  and  youth 

Cannot  live  together; 
Youth  it  full  of  pleatance, 

Age  it  full  of  cares 
Youth  like  tummer  inoni. 

Age  like  winter  weather ; 
Youth  Itkatummer  brave» 

Age  like  winter  bare. 
Youth  it  full  of  qiort, 
Age'^t  breath  it  thort. 

Youth  it  nimble,  ^age  it  lames 
Youth  it  hot  and  bold. 
Age  it  weak  and  arid; 

Youth  it  wild,  and  age  it  tama. 
Age,  I  do  abhor  thee. 
Youth,  I  do  adore  thee ; 

O,  my  love^  my  love  it  young : 
Age,!  do  defy  thee; 
O,  sweet  thepherd,  hie  theoi 

For  methinkt  thou  ttay'tt  too  long. 

XI. 

Beauty  is  but  a  vain  and  doubtfhl  good, 
A  shining  gloss  that  fadeth  suddenly ; 
A  flower  that  dies,  when  first  it  *gins  to  bod; 
A  brittle  glass,  that  *b  broken  presently : 
A  doubtful  good,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flower. 
Lost,  faded,  bvtkeo,  dead  within  an  hour. 

And  as  goods  lost  are  seld  or 'never  found. 
As  fisded  gloss  no  rubbing  will  refresh. 
As  flowen  dead,  lie  witherM  on  the  ground,  . 
As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  redress, 
So  beauty  blemish 'd  once,  for  ever  't  lost. 
In  wpite  of  physic,  painting,  pain,  and  cost. 

XII. 
Good  night,  good  rest    Ah !  neither  be  my  share; 
She  bade  good  night,  that  kept  my  rest  away  ; 
And  daft  me  to  a  cabin  hang'd  with  care, 
To  descant  on  the  doubts  of  my  decay.        [row  ;'* 
*<  Farewell,"  quoth  she,  **  and  come  again  to  mot« 
Farewell  I  couki  not,  for  I  supp'd  with  sorrow. 

Yet  at  my  parting  sweetly  did  she  smile, 
In  scorn  or  friendship,  nill  I  construe  whether  : 
May  be,  she  joyM  to  jest  at  my  exile, 
«May  be,  again  to  make  me  wander  thither  i 
Wander,  a  word  for  shadows  like  myself. 
As  take  the  pain,  but  caimot  pluck  the  pelfl 

XIII. 

I/)rd  how  mine  eyes  throw  gazes  to  the  east  t 
My  heart  doth  charge  the  watch ;  the  morning  ritr 
Doth  cite  each  moving  sense  from  idle  rest 
Not  daring  trust  the  office  of  mine  eyes. 
While  Phibmela  tits  and  sings,  I  sit  and  mark. 
And  wish  her  lays  wero  ^uned  like  the  lark. 

For  she  doth  welcome  day-light  with  her  ditty. 
And  drives  away  dark  dismal-dreaming  night: 
The  night  to  pack*d,  I  post  unto  my  pretty; 
Heart  hath  his  hop^  and  eyes  their  wished  sight ; 
Sorrow  chang'd  to  solace,  solace  mix^d  with  sor- 
row; 
For  why  ?  she  sighed,  and  bade  me  come  to  morrow. 
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Were  t  with  her,  the  night  would  post  too  looo; 
But  DOW  are  minutes  added  to  the  hours ; 
To  spite  me  now,  each  minute  seems  an  hour; 
Yet  not  for  me,  shine.  Sun,  to  succour  flowers !  [raw ; 
Pack  night,  peep  day ;  good  day,  of  night  now  bor- 
Short,  Night,  to  night,  and  length  thyself  to 


XIV. 
It  was  a  lordling's  dangfater,  the  imirest  one  of  three. 
That  liked  of  her  master  as  well  as  well  might  be. 
Till  looking  on  an  Englishman,  the  fisireat  that  eye 

Her  fimcy  fell  a  turning.  [Could  see. 

Long  was  the  combat  doubtful,  that  lo^e  with  love 

did  fight,  [knight: 

To  leave  the  master  lovdess,  or  kill  the  gallant 

To  put  in  practice  either,  alas  it  was  a  spite 

Unto  the  silly  damsel. 

But  one  must  be  refbaed,  more  mickle  was  the  pain. 

That  nothing  could  be  used,  to  torn  them  both  to 

gain,  [disdain: 

For  of  the  two  the  trusty  knight  was  wounded  with 

Alas,  she  could  not  help  it ! 
Thus  art  with  arms  conteikling  was  victor  of  the  day, 
Which  by  a  gift  of  learning  did  bear  the  maid  away  ^ 
Then  luUaby,  the  learned  man  hath  got  the  lady  gay; 

For  now  my  song  is  ended. 

XV. 

On  a  day  (alack  the  day !)  « 

Love,  whose  month  was  ever  May, 

Spy'd  a  blossom  passing  fair. 

Playing  in  the  wanton  air. 

Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind. 

All  unseen,  'gan  passage  find ; 

That  the  lover,  sick  to  death, 

Wish*d  himself  the  Heaven's  breath ; 

"  Air,"  aooth  he,  "  thy  cheeks  may  blow  j 

Air,  would  I  might  triumph  so ! 

But,  alas !  my  hand  hath  sworn 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn : 

Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet, 

Youth,  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet. 

Do  not  call  it  sin  in  me. 

That  I  am  forsworn  for  thee ; 

Thou  for  whom  even  Jove  would  swear 

Juno  but  an  Ethiope  were; 

And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. 

XVL 

<*  My  flocks  feed  not. 
My  ewes  breed  not. 
My  rams  speed  not, 

All  is  amiss : 
Love^  denying, 
Faith*s  defying. 
Heart**  renying. 

Causer  of  this. 
All  my  merry  jigs  are  quite  forgot, 
AD  my  lady's  love  is  feat,  God  wot : 
Where  her  faith  was  firmly  fix*d  in  love. 
There  a  nay  is  plac'd  without  remove. 
One  silly  cross 
Wrought  all  my  loss ; 

O  frownhig  Fortune,  coised,  fickle  dame! 
For  now  I  see. 
Inconstancy 

More  in  women  than  in  man  remain. 


"  In  black  mourn  t^ 
All  fsars  scorn  I, 
Love  hath  forlorn  me^ 

Living  in  thrall : 
Heart  is  bleeding. 
All  help  needing, 
(O  cruel  speeding!) 

Fraughted  with  gall. 
My  shepherd's  pipe  can  aomid  no  deaf» 
My  wethers'  bell  rings  dolefuU  knell; 
My  curtail  dog  that  wont  to  have  play'd. 
Plays  not  at  all,  but  seems  afraid  i 
With  sighs  so  daqv    " 
Procures  to  weep. 

In  howling-wise,  to  see  my  doleful  pU^it. 
How  sighs  resound 
Through  heartless  ground. 

Like  a  thousand  vanquish'd  men  in  bbody  fight ! 
Clear  welb  spring  not. 
Sweet  birds  sing  not. 
Green  plants  bring  not 

Forth;  they  die: 
Herds  stand  weeping. 
Flocks  all  sleeping. 
Nymphs  back  peeping 

Fearfully. 
All  our  pleasure  known  to  ns  poor  twahis, 
All  our  merry  meetings  on  the  plains. 
All  our  evening  sport  fVom  us  is  fled. 
Ail  our  love  is  lost,  for  love  is  dead. 
Farewell,  sweet  love. 
Thy  like  ne'er  was 

For  sweet  content,  the  cause  of  all  my  mono: 
PoorCoridon, 
Must  live  alone. 

Other  help  for  him  I  see  that  thare  is  none.'* 

XVH. 
When  as  thine  eye  hath  chose  the  dame. 

And  stali'd  the  deer  that  thou  should'st  strike. 
Let  reason  rule  things  worthy  blame, 
'  As  well  as  fancy,  partial  might : 
Take  coua^l  of  some  wiser  head. 
Neither  too  young,  nor  yet  unwed. 

And  when  thou  oom'st  thy  tale  to  tell. 
Smooth  not  thy  tongue  with  filed  talk. 

Lest  she  some  subtle  practice  smell ; 
(A  cripple  soon  can  find  a  halt :) 

But  plainly  say  thou  lov^st  her  well. 

And  set  her  person  forth  to  sale. 

What  though  her  frowning  brows  be  bent. 
Her  cloudy  looks  will  calm  ere  night; 

And  then  too  late  she  will  repent. 
That  thus  dissembled  her  delight; 

And  twice  desire,  ere  it  be  day. 

That  which  with  scorn  she  put  away. 

What  though  she  strive  to  try  her  strength. 
And  ban  and  brawl,  and  say  thee  nay. 

Her  feeble  force  will  yield  at  length. 
When  craft  hath  Uught  her  thus  to  say : 

**  Had  women  been  so  strong  as  men. 

In  faith  yon  had  not  had  it  then." 

And  to  her  will  fhime  all  thy  ways; 

Spare  not  to  spend,  and  chiefly  thert 
Where  thy  desert  may  merit  praise. 

By  ringing  in  thy  liuly's  ear: 
The  strongest  castle,  tower,  and  town. 
The  golden  bullet  beatt  it  down. 
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3erTe  always  with  •snired  tnut. 
And  io  thy  suit  be  humble,  tme; 

linless  thy  lady  pngre  nujuat. 
Pros  new  thou  tp  ohoose  anew: 

When  time  ahftll  nrve,  be  thou  not  slaciL 

TDfiralEBr,  thot^Kahe^oi  thee  back. 

The  wiles  and  g^iIes  that  women  woik, 
DiflKf^blod  with  apiOtttward  abqir. 

The  tri«ks  and  taya  that  in  them  InA, 
The  cock- that  treads  them  shall  v^  knew« 

Have  yoonot  beard  it  nid  full  eft, 

A  woman^aay  doth  stand  for  doogfat? 

Think  womeo  atill  to  thrive  wHh  i 

To  sin,  and  never  for  to  saint : 
Tfae^e  is  no  Heaven,  by  holy  then,  * 

When  time  with  age  shall  them  attaint 
Were  kjises  all  the  joys  in  bed. 
One  woman  would  another  wed. 


Bat  soft ;  enough, — too  mwjh  I  foar, 
I^st  that  my  mistress  hear  my  song; 

She  *I1  not  stick  to  round  me  i'  th'  ear. 
To  teach  my  tongoe  to beso  long : 

Yet  inll  she  blosh,  here  he  it  said. 

To  hear  her  secreta  so  bewrayed. 

XVIIL 

As  it  fell  upon  a  day. 
In  the  merry  month  of  May, 
Sitting  in  a  pleasant  shade 
Which  a  grove  of  myrtles  made, 
Bessu  did  leap,  and  birds  did  sing, 
Trees  did  grow,  and  plants  ^  spring ; 
Every  thing  did  banish  moao. 
Save  the  nightingale  aJone : 
^c,  poor  bird,  ^  all  forlorn, 
I^so'd  her  bieast  up-till  a  thorn. 
And  there  soog.the  dolefolFst  ditty. 
That  to  hear  it  was  great  pity : 
"  Fie,  fie,  fie,"  now  would  she  cry, 
"  Tero,  Tern,"  by  and  by  : 

That  to  hear  her  so  complain. 

Scarce  I  could  from  tears  refrain  ; 

For  her  griefr,  so  lively  shown. 

Made  me  think  upon  mine  own. 

^ !  (thought  I)  thou  moum'st  in  vain ; 

None  Uke  pity  oo  thy  pain : 

SeweleaB  trees,  they  cannot  hear  thee; 

Rpthleas  beasts,  they  will  not  cheer  theei 

KiiigPaodioB.heiBdead: 

All  thy  friends  are  lapp'd  in  lead : 

AHthyfelkmbiidsdosing, 

^lessor  thy  sonowmg, 

«▼««),  poor  bird,  like  thee. 

None  alive  will  pity  me. 

JJWlrtas  fiekle  Fortone  smird, 
Thoo  and  I  were  both  beguiPd. 
wery  we  that  flatters  thee, 
h  no  friend  in  miseiy. 

faithfbl  frwods  are  hard  to  find. 
g«7  man  wifl  be  thy  friend, 
^' W  thoo  hast  wherewith  to  spend ; 
^  xtnon  of  crowns  he  scant, 
%*«^«««?Plythyw«it. 


If  that  one  be  prodigal, 
Bountifol  they  will  him  calh 
And  with  such  lika  flattering^ 
*<  FUyhUkewereukiM§,' 

If  he  be  addict  to  viee^ 
Quickly  him  they  will  entioe; 
If  to  women  he  be  bent, 
Tbey  have  him  at  coqamaadement  i 
But  if  fortune  once  do  frown. 
Than  forewell  his  great  renown: 
They  that  fown'd  on  him  before, 
Ui^  his  company  no  morew 
He  that  is  thy  friend  iodeett. 
He  will  help  thee  hi  thy  need  ; 
If  thoo  sorrow,  he  will  weep; 
If  thou  wake,  he  cannot  sleeps 
Thus  of  every  grief  in  heaii 
He  with  thee  doth  haar  a  part 
These  are  certain  signs  to  know 
Faithful  friend  from  flattering  foe. 

XIX. 

Take,  oh,  Uke  those  Ups  away. 
That  so  sweetly  were  forswora  ; 

And  those  eyes,  the  break  of  day. 
Lights  th|it  do  mislead  the  mom : 

But  my  kisses  bring  again. 

Seals  of  10^*6,  but  seai'd  in  vaiik 

Hide,  Ob,  hide  those  hills  of  snow 
Which  thy  frocen  bosom  bears. 

On  whose  tops  the  pinks  that  gn>ir« 
Are  of  those  that  April  wears. 

But  first  set  my  poor  l^eart  fr^ 

Bound  in  those  icy  chains  by  thee. 

>  XX. 

Let  the  bird  of  loudest  lay. 
On  the  sole  Arabian  tree, 
Herald  sad  and  trumpet  be. 
To  whose  sound  chaste  wings  obey. 

But  thou  shrieking  harbinger. 
Foul  pre-currer  of  the  fiewl. 
Augur  of  the  fever^  end, 
To  this  tro^  come  thou'not  near. 


From  this  sessnn  interdict 
Every  fowl  of  tyrant  wing, 
Sav«  the  eagle,  ieather*d  khig: 
Keep  the  obsequy  so  strict 

Let  the  priest  in'  surplice  white, 
That  defonctive  music  can. 
Be  the  death-divmlng  swan. 
Lest  the  uqtdem  lack  his  right 

And  thou,  treble-dated  crow. 
That  thy  sable  gender  mak'st 
With  the  breath  thou  giv'st  and  tak*st, 
'Mongst  our  mourners  shalt  thou  ga 

Here  the  anthem  doth  commence  :— 
Love  and  constancy  is  dead  j 
Phenix  and  the  tnrtle  fled 
In  a  mutual  flame  fnm  hence. 
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Hearts  remote,  yet  oot  afundar  ; 
PisUDce,  aad  noqpadiB  wai  le«ii 
Twixt  the  turtle  and  bit  qoeefl : 
But  in  them  it  iteM  a  voiiier. 

80  between  them  lo^e  did  BblM^ 
That  the  turtle  iaw  hi*  right 
Flaming  in  the  pheniz'  sifllt: 
Either  was  the  other's  aftind. 

Property  was  thus  appallM, 
That  the  self  was  not  the  iaffliB; 
Single  natvre's  double  naliiid 
Neither  tsro  nor  one  was  eall'd. 

Reason,  in  itself  eonlband6d, 
^aw  diTisioo  grow  together  j 
To  themselves  yet  either-neiOier. 
Simple  were  so  well  compounded ; 

That  it  cried,  **  h*#  true  ft  twain 
Seemeth  this  concordant  one ! 
liove  hath  reasMi,  r«aioa  nMe, 
If  what  parts  can  so  remasn.*" 

Whereupon  it  made  this  threqe 
To  the  pheoix  and  the  dove, 
Co-supremes  and  stars  of  knra ; 
As  chorus  ^  thalr  tragic  scenes 

tHttlVOl. 

beauty,  truth,  and  rarity, 
Grace  in  all  simplicity, 
Here  enclos'd  in  cinders  lie. 

Death  is  now  the  phenia'  neit^ 
And  the  turtle's  foyal  bnait 
To  eternity  doth  rssC, 

leaving  no  posterity : — 
»T  was  not  their  in6nnity« 
U  was  married  cbattity. 


Truth  may  seem,  but  cannot  be; 
Beauty  brag,  but 't  is  not  she^ 
Truth  and  beauty  bury*d  be. 

To  this  urn  let  those  repair 

That  are  either  true  or  fair; 

For  these  dead  birds  sigh  a  prayer. 


LovEnrs  coMPLAtm 

FaoM  off  a  hill  whose  concave  womb  re-woided 
A  plaintful  story  from  a  sistering  vale. 
My  spirits  to  attend  this  double  voice  accorded. 
And  down  1  lay  to  1!n  the  ead-tun^d  tale : 
Ere  long  espyM  a  6ckl(i  tnaid  full  pale. 
Tearing  of  papers,  breakinp:  rings  a- twain. 
Storming  ber  world  irith  sorrov's  wind  and  rain. 


Upon  her  bend  ft  pUMi  MwrnrHnMr, 
Which  fortify 'd  Mr  l^sftg«  f fdto  the  fta^ 
1  Whereon  the  thought  tfUgbttMllk  sOift«tin«  it  «av 
I  The  carcass  of  a  beauty  ipeM  tnd  done 
Time  had  not  leytHed  aQ  thai  ynmh  liagVB, 
Nor  youth  all  q^H;  b«t,ipitenf  Hci««n'sMlcnc% 
Some  beauty  peep*d  through  lattico  of  sear*d  «se. 

Oft  did  she  heafft  ller  tttlMft  tft  to  aymy 
Which  on  it  hnd  conoeitsd  ehftACtMa» 
LaundVlag  the  silken  flgnres  hi  Che  hrinft 
That  seasoned  woe  had  pellHed  in  teaii. 
And  often  reading  what  Oontenta  it  beMi; 
As  often  shrieking  ondisiinguishM  woe. 
In  clamours  of  ftBlbe,  bOtt  high  and  Ivr. 

Sometimes  her  ]ef«rt'd  eyfli  iMr  enrriagft  Hdt^* 
As  they  did  battery  to  thfO  a^hftrtf  fotend ; 
Sometime  diverted  UMr  poor  balls  ar§  ty*4 
To  the  orbed  earth;  •omMoMf  they  do  tStflBd 
Their  riew  right  on  \  anon  their  gases  lend 
To  every  place  at  onoe,  and  no  whefc  •a'd. 
The  mind  and  tight  dUtmctndly  oottaani*4* 

Her  hair,  nor  loose,  nor  tyd  hi  Ibnnal  piftt, 
Proelaim'd  in  bei'  a  careless  hand<if  pride  ; 
For  some,  uvtuck*d,  descended  her  sbeaVd  hnc; 
Hanging  her  pale  and  pined  cheek  beside  ; 
Some  in  her  threaden  fillet  still  did  bide, 
And  true  to  bondage,  would  not  break  from  thence. 
Though  slacUy  braided  in  loose  negligence^ 


A  thousand  favours  Tirom  a  maund  she  drsnr 

Of  amber,  crystal,  and  of  bedded  jet. 

Which  one  by  one  she  in  a  river  threw. 

Upon  whose  wiping  margOnt  she  was  set,-**' 

like  usury,  applying  wet  to  wet« 

Or  mcnarchs*  hands,  that  let  not  bonnty  ftdl 

Whore  want  cries  lontf ,  but  where  exOess  bep  aJi 

Of  folded  schedules  had  she  many  a  one^ 
Which  she  perus'd,  sigh*d,  tore,  and  gave  the  flood  ; 
Crack*d  many  a  ring  of  posied  gold  and  bone. 
Bidding  them  find  their  sepulchres  in  mud ; 
Found  yet  more  letters  sadly  pen'd  in  blood. 
With  sleided  silk  feat  and  affeetedly 
Eoawath'dj.and  senlM  to  curious  secreiy. 

These  often  bath*d  she  in  hiir  hndre  eyes. 
And  often  ktis'd,  and  often  'gnn  to  tear  $ 
Cry*d,  •<  O  folse  blood !  thou  register  of  lies. 
What  unapprovedwitnasadoat  thou  bear!  [boR!* 
Ink  would  havn  soam'd  nMN«  Mack  and  dan 
This  said,  in  top  of  rage  thnHnas  she  reotm^ 
Big  discontent  so  branking  Uielr  conlMtB, 

A  reverend  man,  that  grsa'd  his  cattia  nigh, 

(Sometime  a  blusteref,  that  the  ruffle  knew 

Of  court,  of  city,  and  had  letgo  by 

The  swiftest  hours)  observed  as  they  flew ; 

Towards  this  afflicted  foncy  fostly  drew  i 

And,  privileged  by  age,  desirsa  ia  know 

In  brief,  the  grounds  and  motives  of  her  woe. 

So  slides  he  down  upon  his  grained  bat. 
And  comely-distant  tits  he  by  her  side ; 
When  he  again  desires  her,  being  sat. 
Her  grievance  with  his  hearing  to  divide: 
If  that  from  him  there  may  be  aught  apply'd 
Which  may  her  soffering  ecstasy  assuage^ 
T  is  pnmiis*d  in  the  charity  of  age. 
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^  Fttbefv**  ihemya,  "  tSttan^  m  me  yon  heboid 
The  injuTf  of  mmnj  a  blasting  bour, 
Let  it  BOtteli  yoor  judlgmeot  I  am  old ; 
Not  age,  bat  wrrov,  orar  ma batii  power: 
I  might  at  yvt  hSTe  been  a  spreadiag  flovcr, 
IVeih  to  nyaelf,  if  I  bad  lalf-applyM 
Lore  to  nyietf,  and  to  bo  lore  beaida. 


A  LOVER*  COBfPLAINT.  gf 

**  Many  there  were  that  dl^biipictort  gal. 

To  serve  their  eyes,  and  in  it  pat  their  mind ; . 

iike  fools  that  in  the  imagination  let 

The  goodly  objects  which  abroad  they  find 

Of  bunds  and  maraiouSi  their%  in  thotigbt  assiga'd  ; 

And  labourinf^  in  more  pleasurss  to  beitow  theni» 

Than  the  tma  gouty  landlord  which  doth  owe  thenu 


•<  Bat  woo  is  mal  too  eaity  I  attanded 
A  yootblbi  soit^it  was  to  gam  my  graoe) 
Of  one  by  NkUnw's  outwards  so  commeaded, 
That  maideD'a  ayas  slock  omr  aU  his  fhce : 
love  hcfc'd  a  dweiUng,  and  made  him  her  place; 
And  when  in  hts  fair  parts  she  did  abides 
She  was  new  lodg*d»  and  newly  deified. 

"  Hirbrawny  loc1(s  did  hang  in  crooked  carls; 

And  every  Hgfat  oecaakm  of  the  wind 

Upon  his  Kps  tbairsilfccB  parrels  hnrls. 

What 's  sweet  to  do»  to  do  wiH  aptly  find : 

Eaeh  eye  that  saw  him  did  eocbaat  the  mind ; 

For  on  his  vinga  was  in  little  drawa« 

What  higraean  tJwnks  in  Famdise  waa  sawn. 

"  Small  show  of  man  was  yet  upon  bis  chin ; 
His  pheaix  down  began  bat  to  appear. 
Like  UBshoiD  velvet,  on  that  termless  skin. 
Whose  bare  oat^bng^d  the  web  it  seem'd  to  wear; 
Yet  fhow'd  bis  visage  by- that  cost  most  dear; 
Asd  Bice  affectioos  wavering  stood  in  doabt 
if  Vest  *t  were  as  it  was»  or  best  without 

"  His  qualities  were  beaoteous  as  his  form. 

For  maideii.taBgii'd  he  was,  and  thereof  free ; 

Yet,  if  men  mov'd  him,  was  he  such  a  storm 

As  oft  *twixt  May  and  April  is  to  see, 

^1)en  winds  bieathe  sweet,  unruly  thoagh  they  be. 

His  radeoess  so  wiih  Ms  aathoris*d  youth. 

Did  lirery  fslseness  in  a  pride  of  troth. 

"  Well  conM  he  ride,  and  often  men  would  say, 
*  That  bofse  bia  mettle  from  his  rider  takes: 
Froad  ofsalyectaDa,  noble  by  the  sway. 
What  rounds,  what  bomids,  what  conne,  what  stop 

he  makes!' 
And  controvert  hapoc  a  qoestion  takes. 
Whether  the  basse  by  hon  became  his  deed, 
Or  he  his  maaage  by  the  wel|.doii«  steed. 


"  Bat  qnickly  on  this  sMe  the  verdict  went ; 
Hit  real  habHode  gave  Hfe  and  grace 
To  appertainings  and  to  ornament, 
AccomplMh'd  IB  himsetf;  not  in  his  case: 
AH  aids,  themselves  made  fefrer  by  their  place, 
CantefiMraddifeioBSi  yet  tiMir  porposVI  trim 
P^d  not  his  giBce^  hot  were  all  graced  by  Mm. 

"So  on  the  tip  of  his  subduing  toagne 
All  kind  of  argnments  and  qnestioB  deep, 
All  replication  paompt,  and  reason  stroajp, 
F«  ha  advanUge  s^N  did  wake  and  sleep : 

He  had  the  dialect  aad  di^iwnt  skill; 
Catching  aU  passkws  in  bis  ciaft  of  will; 


'That  he  did  in  the  genemi  bosom  reign 
T  jS^***'***'  and  sexes  both  enchanted, 
ro  dwell  with  him  in  thoughts,  or  to  remain 
jn  perMoal  duty,  Mlowhig  where  he  haunted: 
Y*«oti  bewitch'd,  ere  be  desire,  have  granted; 
rSj  *^'*  for  him  what  he  wonld  say, 
A»k  d  their  own  wills,  and  made  their  wills  obey 


"  So  many  have,  that  never  tooeh'd  his  band. 
Sweetly  8uppos*d  them  mistress  of  his  heart 
My  woeful  sel^  that  did  in  freedom  stand. 
And  was  my  own  fea<simpla,  (not  in  part) 
What  with  his  art  in  youth,  aod.yootX  in  art, 
Threw  my  afiectioos  ia  has  chaniMd  power, 
Reseiv'd  the  stalk,  aad  gave  him  aU  my  flowec 

"  Yet  did  I  Bot,  as  some  my  equals  did. 

Demand  of  htm.  aor  being  desired,  yielded ; 

Pindiag  myself  ia  hoaoor  so  forbid. 

With  safost  distance  I  mine  honour  shielded : 

Experieace  for  me  many  bulwarks  builded 

Of  proofr  aew<J>leediBg,  which  romain*d  the  foil 

Of  this  folse  jewel,  aad  bis  aaoeous  spoil. 

"  Bot  ah  !  who  ever  shan*d  by  psecedeat 
The  deftin'd  ill  she  must  hemelf  asMy  } 
Or  forc*d  examples,  'g«nst  her  own  contend 
To  put  the  by-pass*d  perib  in  her  way  } 
Counsel  may  stop  awhile  what  will  not  stay ; 
For  when  we  rage,  advice  »  often  seen 
By  blunting  us  to  make  our  wits  asore  keaa. 

'*  Nor  gives  it  satisfiictioa  to  oar  blood. 
That  we  must  curb  it  upon  others'  proof. 
To  be  forbid  the  sweets  that  seem  so  good. 
For  fear  of  barms  that  preach  in  our  behoo& 
O  appetite,  ftom  jodginent  stood  aloof  ( 
The  one  a  palate  hath  that  needs  wiH  taste^ 
Though  reason  weep,  and  cry  k  if  My  last, 

**  For  farther  I  could  say,  tiut  sua 't  tfairas^ 
And  knew  the  patterns  of  his  foul  beguiling ; 
Heard  where  his  plants  in  others'  orchards  grew. 
Saw  how  deceits  were  goiled  in  his  smiling ; 
Knew  vows  were  ever  broken  to  defiling ; 
Thought,  characters,  and  words,  merely  but  art. 
And  bastards  of  his  foul  adulterate  beait. 

**  And  \(m%  upon  these  tevms  I  held  my  city. 
Till  thus  he  'gan  besiege  me:  *  Gentle  maJd, 
Have  of  my  snfieriug  youth  acme  feeling  pity, 
And  be  not  of  my  holy  vows  afraid : 
That  *B  to  yon  sworn,  to  none  was  ever  said ; 
For  feasts  of  love  I  have  been  ealfd  unto. 
Till  BOW  did  ne*er  invite,  nor  never  vow. 

«« «  All  my  offences  that  abroad  you  fee, 

Are  errours  of  the  blood,  none  of  the  mind : 

Love  made  them  not;  with  acture  they  may  be, 

Where  neither  party  is  nor  true  nor  kind : 

Tl)ey  soughttheirshame  that  so  their  shame  did  find  j 

And  so  much  less  of  shame  in  me  remams. 

By  how  much  of  me  their  reproach  contains. 

«*  *  Among  the  many  that  mine  eyes  have  seen. 

Not  one  whose  flame  my  heart  so  much  aswarm'd. 

Or  my  ailbctioa  put  to  the  smallest  teen. 

Or  any  of  my  leisures  ever  cbarm'd : 

Harm  have  1  done  to  them,  but  ne'er  was  harm'd  ;^ 

Kept  hearts  In  liveries,  but  mhie  own  waa  free, 

And  leign'd,  comm«ndin§^  jn  ids  monarchy. 
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"  '  took  hera  wlyat  trifrntes  wounded  fancies  tent 
Of  p^ed  fearlt,  and  rubie*  red  a$  blood ;        [me, 
Figuring  that  tbey  their  paniont  likewise  lent  mt, 
Of  grief  and  blushes,  aptly  undentood 
In  bloodless  white,  and  the  encriiDSon'd  mood ; 
Effects  of  terroar  and  dear  modesty, 
Encamped  in  hearts*  bot  figbtiiig  ootwardly. 

•< «  And  lo  !  behold  these  talents  of  their  hair. 
With  twisted  metal  amorously  impleach'd, 
I  haye  receiVd  from  many  a  scTcsral  fisir, 
(Their  kind  acceptance  weepingly  beseech'd) 
With  the  annexions  of  fair  gesfts  enrich'd, 
And  deep-brain'd  sonnets  that  <fid  amplify 
Each  stone's  dear  nainre,  wurth,  and  qnaUty. 

**  *  The  diamond ;  why 't  was  brantilUl  and  hard. 
Whereto  his  iQyis'd  properties  did  tend ; 
The  ^eep-gre«n  emerald,  in  wbose  fresh  legard 
Weak  sights  their  sickly  radiance  do  amend; 
The  heaven-hued  s^phire  and  the  opal  blend 
With  objects  manifold ;  each  several  stone. 
With  wit  veil  blazoned,  smil'd  or  made  some 


'* '  My  parts  had  power  to  diarm  «  Mcred  sua. 
Who  disciplined  and  dieted  in  grace, 
Belier'd  her  fyes  when  I  the  assail  began. 
All  TOWS  and  consecrations  giving  place. 
O  most  potential  love !  vow,  bond,  nor  space, 
lo  thee  hath  neither  sting,  knot,  nor  confine. 
For  thou  art  all,  and  all  things  else  are  thine. 

" '  When  thou  impressest,  what  are  precepts  wortb 
Of  stale  example  }  When  thou  wilt  inflame* 
How  coldly  those  impediments  stind  forth 
Of  wealth,  of  filial  fear,  law,  kindred,  fame  ? 
lawt^B  arms  are  peace,  'gainst  rule,  'gainst  scsmei, 

'gainst  shame, 
And  sweetens,  in  the  suffering  peags  it  bean. 
The  aloes  of  all  forces,  shocks,  and  fean. 


*<*  Lo!  all  these  trophies  of  affections  hot. 
Of  pensivM  and  subdued  desiics  the  tender, 
Nalur/B  hath  chargM  me  that  I  hoard  them  not, 
But  yield  them  up  where  I  myself  must  render. 
That  is,  to  you,  my  origin  aud  ender: 
For  these,  of  force,  must  your  oblations  be, 
Biace  I  their  altar,  you  cnpatron  me. 

** '  O  then  advance  of  yours  that  phraselcss  hand. 
Whose  white  weighs  down  the  airy  scale  of  praise ; 
Take  all  these  similies  to  your  own  command, 
Hallow'd  with  sighs  that  burning  longs  did  raise ; 
What  me  your  minister,  for  yon  obe3rs. 
Works  under  you;  and  to  yonr  audit  comet 
Their  distraci  parcels  in  combined  sums.- 

'*  *  Lo  I  this  device  was  sent  me  from  a  nnn. 
Or  sibter  sanctified  of  holiest  notei 
Wj^ich  late  her  noble  suit  in  court  did  shun. 
Whose  rarest  havings  made  the  bkissoms  dote; 
For  she  was  sought  by  spirits  of  richest  coat, 
Bmt  kept  cold  distance,  and  did  thence  remove^ 
To  spend  her  living  in  eternal  love. 

"  *  B'pt  O,  my  sweet,  what  labour  is  t  to  leave 
The  thing  we  have  nek,  mastering  vhat  not  strives  ? 
Playing  the  place  which  did  no  form  nsceive. 
Playing  patient  sports  in  unconstrained  gyjres  i 
She  that  her  fame  so  to  bemslf  contrives. 
The  scan  of  baUle  scapeth  by  the  flight. 
And  makes  her  aheence  valiant,  not  hitr  might 

**  '  O  pardon  me,  in  that  my  boast  is  true ; 
The  accident  which  brought  me  to  her  eye. 
Upon  the  moment  did  her  force  subdue. 
And  now  she  would  the  cag«4  cloister  flyi 

Seligioos  kyve  put  out  religion's  eye : 
bt  to  be  tempted,  would  she  be  enmur'd. 
And  now,  to  tempt  all,  liberty  procurU 

"  *  Hew  mighty  then  you  are,  O  hear  me  tell ! 

The  broken  bosoms  that  to  me  belong, 

Have  emptied  all  their  fountains  in  my  well, 

And  mine  I  pour  yonr  ocean  all  among : 

I  ^rong  o'er  them,  and  you  o'er  me  being  strong. 

Must  fbr  your  vfctory  us  all  congest. 

As  compound  love  to  physic  your  cold  breast 


'<  <  Now  all  these  hearte  that  do  on  I 

Feeling  it  braak,  with  bleeding  groans  tbey  pine. 

And  supplieant  their  sighs  to  yon  extend* 

And  leave  the  battery  that  yon  make  'gainat  mine. 

Lending  soft  audience  to  my  sweet  design. 

And  credent  eoui  to  that  strong-bonded  oath. 

That  sh^l  prelcr  and  undertake  my  troth.* 

*<  This  said,  his  watery  eyes  he  did  disnoont. 
Whose  sights  till  then  wero  level'd  on  my  face  ; 
Each  cheek  a  river  running  from  a  fount 
With  brinish  current  downward  flow'd  apaee: 
O  bow  the  channel  to  the  stream  gave  grace  I 
Who,  glaz'd  with  crystal,  gate  the  glowing 
That  flame  through  water  which  tlieir  hue  e 

**  O  father,  what  a  hell  of  witehcraft  lies 

In  the  small  orb  Of  one  particular  tear ! 

^ut  with  the  inundation  of  the  eyes 

What  rocky  heart  to  water  will  not  wear } 

What  breast  so  cold  that  is  not  warmed  here  ? 

O  cleft  effect !  cold  modesty,  hot  wrath. 

Both  fire  from  hence  and  chill  extinctura  hslh  ! 

"  For  k>l  his  passion,  but  an  art  of  craft. 

Even  there  resoiv'd  my  reason  into  teara ; 

There  my  white  stole  of  chastity  I  daft. 

Shook  off  my  sober  guards,  and  civil  fean ; 

Appear  to  him,  as  he  to  me  appears. 

All  melting;  though  our  drops  this  difbrsncebore^ 

His  poison'd  me^  and  mine  did  him  restore. 

"  In  hii9  a  plenitude  of  subtle  matter, 

Appty'd  to  oaiitels,  all  stnnge  forms  neceivea. 

Of  burning  blushes,  or  .of  weepipg  water. 

Or  swooning  palenem  ;  and  he  take^  apd  W^M* 

In  cither's  aptness  as  it  best  deoei^es. 

To  blush  at  speeches  rank,  to  wesp  at  woe^ 

Or  tQ  torn  white  and  swoon  »t  tragic  showf. 

**  That  not  a  heart  which  in  his  leyel  came. 
Could  scspe  the  hail  of  his  alUhurtiog  aim, 
Showing  fyiir  Nature  Is  both  kind  and  tame ; 
AndveiI'd  in  them,  would  wioirhom  l>e  would  maim  : 
Agaii)st  the  thing  he  sought  he  would  exclaim  ; 
When  he  most  burnt  in  heart^wish'd  luxury. 
He  preach'jd  pure  maid,  and  pfais'd  cold  chaatity. 

'<  Thus  metRly  with  the  garment  of  a  grece 
The  n^ked  and  concealed  fiend  be  cove^d. 
That  the  uncxperiencM  gave  the  tempter  pla^. 
Which,  like  a  cherubin,  above  them  hover*d. 
Wl^  young  and  simple,  would  not  be  so  lOver'd  ? 
Ah  me !  I  fell ;  and  yet  do  question  mskc 
What  I  sl^uld  do  again  for  such  a  s^kq. 
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'*  O,  tliat  infected  aioiftiiM  of  his  tff 
O,  that  &fae  fire  which  hf  Idt  cheek  to  glow*d, 
O,  that  forc'd  thander  irogi  his  heart  did  Hj, 
0»  tliat  sad  breAh  his  spun^  lungs  bestow'dy 
O,  ail  that  borroved  motioo,  seemiug  ow'd, 
IVuuia  yet  again  bet^y  the  ibre-betray'd. 
And  new  p^crt  a  reconciled  maid !" 
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SONG. 

FROM  AS  TOO  LIKB  FT* 

Bldv,  blow  th<m  wtator-wind. 
Thou  art  not  so  unliOd 

As  man's  higTBtitad'e ! 
Thy  tooth  is  not  so  keen* 
Because  thou  art  not  seeiv 

Although  thy  breath  be  rUde: 
Heigh,  bo  \  am^  heigh,  ho !  unto  the 
Mofltlncodsht(»  is  feigniag,  most  loving 

Then  heigh,  bo,  the  hoUy ! 

This  life  is  most  jolly. 

PteoM,  freeze,  thou  bitter  sky, 
That  dost  not  bite  so  nigh 

M  benefits  forgot ! 
Though  thou  the  wateis  warp, 
Thy  sting  is  not  so  sharp 

As  frioid  remember'd  not.  , 
Heigh,  ho !  he.  k^ 


foUy. 


SONNET, 
ta  mu»'s  HU.ICOV,  axd  loti's  LAsout^s  torr. 


Oil  a  day,  (alack  the  ^y  I) 
lore,  whose  month  is  *  ever  May, 
Spied  a  blossora,  passing  feir. 
Playing  in  the  wanton  air. 
Thnn^  the  vetvet  ieaves  the  wind 
AH  unseen  'gan  passage  find. 
That  the  kyver ',  sick  to  death, 
WishM  himself  the  Heaven's  breath. 
"  Air,"  qnoth  he,  •*  thy  cheeks  may 
Air,  would  I  might  triumph  so ! 
But  alack ! '  my  hand  is  sworn 
Ne'er  to  pinck  thee  from  thy  thorn. 
Vow,  alack  .*  for  youth  unmeet. 
Youth  so  apt  to  aluek  a  sweet ; 
Do*  not  call  it  sin  in  me 
That  X  am  forsworn  for  thae : 


t  -  Was."  Eng.  HeL 

>  <«6hqpbeid."  Eiig.Hel 

t«  Alas  ny  band  hath." 

Eng.H^. 

« TbcMtwv  BMi  wgirtiflg 

ia&ig.  HeL 

SPRINO^ 

A  901I0. 
AT  THB  BUD  Of  LOVB*S  LABOVS'l  liOST. 

I^HCM  daisies  pied,  and  violets  blue. 
And,  lady-smocks  all  silver  white. 
And  cuckoo-bnds,  of  yellow  hue. 

Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight, 
I  The  coikoo  then  on  ev'ry  tree 
Mocks  mairied  men,  for  thus  sings  he  i 
Cuckoo! 

Cuckoo!  cuckoo! — O  word  of  fear, 
Unpleasing  to  a  married  etfr ! 

When  shepherds  pipe  on  oaf  en  straps. 
And  merry  larks  are  ploughmen's  clocks^ 

When  turtles  tretfd  aAd  rodu  and  daws, 
And  maidens  bleach  thdr  suipmer  smocks  | 

The  cuckoo  theil  on  every  tree 

Mocks  married  men,  for  thos  sings  he; 

Cuckoo! 

Cuckoo!  Cuckoo! — O  word  of  fear, 

Unpleasing  to  a  married  ear ! 

V 


Thou,  for  whom  ps'cn]  Jove  wonld 
Juno  but  anr£thiop  were; 
And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 
Turning  mortal  for  thy  *  love." 


WINTER. 

A  SONG. 
AT  THB  SM»  OP  LOVB*S  LAaOOl'S  LOSf. 

WHkM  icides  hang  by  the  wall. 
And  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  naH^ 

And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  halV 
And  milk  oomes  fro/eb  Home  in  paUj 

When  blood  is  nipt,  and  ways  be  foiul^ 

Then  nightly  smgs  the  staring  owl. 

Tu-whoo ! 

Tu-whit!  tu-whoo!  sr merTy note. 

While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  poL 

When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow. 
And  coughing  drowns  the  parson's  saw« 

And  birds  sit  broodii%  in  the  soow. 
And  Marian's  nose  kioks  red  and  caw| 

When  roasted  crabs  hiss  in  the  bowl, 

Tben  nightly  smgs  the  staring  owl. 

Tu-whoo  1 

Tu-whit!  tu-whoo!  amerrynote^ 

While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pok 


SON^  OF  FAIRIEd. 
n  rvcK  ur  Missuiacia  vmrr's  obiak. 

Now  the  hungry  lion  roars. 
And  the  wolf  behowls  the  Moon, 

Whilst  the  hea^y  ploughman  snoms^ 
All  irith  weary  tAsk  foredone. 

"'My.'^  BBg.Hek 
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Now  thevmttefllirandi  <rogl(Hlr; 

Whilst  the  scritch-owl,  «critchtng  leody 
Puts  the  wretch,  that  lies  m  woe. 

In  remembrance  of  a  «hroiid. 
Now  it  is  the  time  of  night 

That  the  graves,  atl  gaphig  wide. 
Every  ooe  lets  forth  his  spite, 
,  In  the  churchway  paths  to  glide  j 
And  we  Fairies,  that  do  rrin 

By  the  triple  Hecat's  team,       , 
Prom  the  presence  of  the  Sun,  y 

Following  darkness  like  a  drean^ 
Now  are  frolic ;  not  a  mouse 
Shal!  disturb  thishaliow'd  house: 
I  am  sent  with  broom  before 
T<>tfweep  the  dust  behind  the  deor. 


SONO. 


^  m  MtJCB  ADO  ABOUT  KOTBING* 

SioK  DO  more,  ladies,  sigh  oo  more  j 

Men  were  deceivers  ever ; 
One  foot  in  sea,  and  one  on  shore, 
To  one  thing  constant  never : 
Then 'sigh  not  so. 
But  let  them  go. 
And  be  you  blithe  and  bonny ; 
Converting  all  your  sounds  of  woe 
Into,  Hey  noony,  nonny. 

Sing  no  more  dittiM,  tlngto  no 
Of  dmonps  so  dull  and  heavy ; 

The  fraud  of  men  was  ever  bo, 
Sinee^ttmmer  fint  was  lea%y* 
Then  sigh  not  lo,  d&c. 


.     BONO. 

\H  THB  MBaCBAMT  Of  VEVICB^ 

Tbil  me,  whei^  is  Fancy  bred. 
Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head  ? 
How  begot,  bow  nourished  ? — 


It  is  engendered  in- the  eyies; 
With  gaaiogilM;  udEancy^ier 
lb  the  cradle  <^*h«re. it  lies. 
UA  us  all  ring  Faaoy^a  knell: 
I  'H  begin  it.— Ding,  d0ig,  belt 
Ding,  dong,  belt  - 


ARIEL'S  SONG; 

IN  TRB  TBMRtr. 

Wmm  the  bee  sucks,  there  rack  I;  . 

Tn  a  cowslip's  bell  Idiie ; 

There  I  couoh^tifften'mris'dD  cry; 

On  the  batVbaok  I  ^  fly. 

After  summer,  nwrHly ; 
Merrily,  merrily  shall  I  live  now 
Ui^erthe  blo8iom'ti)ii*)»ttfii0i  tkcbough. 


SONO. 

ni  TWB1.FTH  NICRT. 

Comb  away,  come  away,  death, 

And  in  sad  cypress  let  me  be  laid) 
Fly  away,  fly  away,  breath, 

I  am  slain  by  a  ftar  cruel  maid. 
My  shrouil  of  white,  stnck  all  with  yew, 

O  prepare  it ; 
My  part  of  death  no  one  so  tme 

Did  share  it. 
Not  a  flower,  not  a  flower  aweet^ 

On  my  bladk^xiflhi  let  thef«  be  itrowB$ 
Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 

My  poor  corpse,  where  my  bones  sball'be  tlnowin 
A  thousand  thousand  sighs  to  save. 

Lay  me,  O!  where 
Sad  true  lover  ne'er  find  my  grave. 

To  weep  there  1 


•SONG. 

FROM  TUB  TWO  OBimXin»  OP  VWlONa^ 

<«  Wflo  is  Silvia  ?  what  is  she, 

^  That  ill  our  twains  coimnend  her?** 
Holy,  ftiir,  and  wiae  is  she, 

The  Heavens  suoh  grace  did  lend  hmr. 
That  she  might  admired  be. 


«  Is  she  kind  as  tfbe  is-flur  i 
<*  For  beauty  lives  with  1 

Love  doth  to  her  eyes  repair. 
To  help  him. of  his  blindness,; 

And,  being  help'd,  inhabits  thflffe. 

Then  to  Sylvia  let  us^ng. 
That  Sylvia  is  excelling; 

She  excels  each  mortal  thing 
Upon  the  dull  Earth  dwelling  } 

To  her  let  us  garlands  briof  • 


:»' 


SONO. 


WOilMBLnll. 


FsAB  no  more  the  heat  o*  th'.Swi^ 
Nor  the  furious  Wiatei^^msMi; 

Thou  thy  worldly  task  bast  4iu0, 
Home  art  gone,  and  ta'en  thj 

Golden  lads  udgifiK^all  must, 

Ab  chimneiy^flwnpen,  oome  taodiisl. 

Fear  no  more  the  firasPB  ^  tfc'<great> 
Thou  art  past  tke  tyiaat'a  strske^ 

Gsre  no  more  to  clothe  -and  «at» 
To  thee  the  reed  is  as^hejoak. 

The  sceptre,  learning,  physic, >oi«it 

All  follow  this,  and  oonett^lliiBU 

Fear  no  more  the  lightning-flash, 
Nor  th*  all-dreaded  thundw  s( 

Fear  not  shmder,  censuae  rash. 
Thou  hast  finished  jc^  anfl  moan. 

All  lovers  yonng,  tt\  lown  miifit 

Consign  ^^kmt-m^mtm^  iitt 
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No  t^aatcher  bam  that  t 
Nor  «>  witchcraft  cbafm  thae  1 
Gboat  anlaid  Ibfbear  tbee ! 
Nothing  iH  oome  near  thae  ? 
From  H  cooaommatian  have, 
1  be  thy  grave ! 


90Na 
noM  Ai  TOO  ttxi  rr. 

Uasn  the  green-wood  tree 
Who  kvea  to  lie  with  aa^ 


And  tane  his  many  note 

Unto  the  tweet  bird's  throat* 

Gome  hither,  oome  hither,  come  hither ; 

Here  shall  he  see 

No  enemy 
Bot  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Who  doth  ambition  shnn. 

And  loves  to  live  i*  the  sun  ; 

Seeking  the  fbod  he  eats. 

And  pleas*d  with  what  he  gets, 

Gome  hither,  oome  hither,  coma  hither  r 

Hera  shall  he  sea 

No  enemy 
But  winter  antd  rough  weather 
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LIFE  OF  DAVIES, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


This  fmer  mm  i»m4im4mmat  Sdm  Davies,  «£  Ifabofy,  in  Wikdwe,  not  a  tavef, 
as  AatlMiny  Wood  aneiti»  bat  a  yuteaau,  fomittly  of  Nflw  ina,  and  aAenmids  a 
inacitiiaarof^iawiuluiinlMpiBoe.  ilii  modier  arai  Mary,  tlie  daagkter'of  Mr. 
Bennett,  of  Pitt-house,  in  the  saas  oooaty. 

When  aDt<fiAoea  jcan  m£  9gt  kt  '9m  aoit  to  OxferdI,  m  Uicbaohnaa-tanD,  1535, 
inheae  ht  was  ashaitted  a  eoflsaianer  of  Qnoen*s  College^  and  proseovlBd  bis  stodies 
with  pesaeaeraaea  and  SBcaesB.  About  the  foeginning  of  the  year  159S  he  removed  to  the 
MddlefVw|»,  but  KtaniBd  to  Oxford  in  1590,  andtoekthe  degrae  af  bachelor  cf 
am.  ikttiieT«mple,whifebe^idnotiieglacttheslMiyof4hehw,he«eBderedfaiB^ 
obaouoQs  to  tbe  discipfina  of  the  plaoe  ;by  varioos  yoalhfiil  kiagafaDilies,  and  after  be^ 
isgiaed  VM  ait  hKt  nemoved  tarn  Gommons.  Notadthstandng  this,  he  was  ealled 
tothebaria  1595,  bvt  ssas  ^gaia  ao  mdiscreet as  to  forfeit  hb  pmilc^es  by  a  quamd 
iridiJir.fikhBBdJiaHD^  whom  te  beat  jn  the  TempfeHaH.  FortiuioAMehe  was^ 
aiFehnary  liV7^,  lexpdledby  the  anammoas  seatenae  of  the  sacisty.  Martin  was, 
Vkt  Ivamiif,  a  wit  and  a  poet,  and  had  onoe  been  eipallad  for  inpaoper  behaviour. 
Both,  however,  outlived  their  follies,  and  rose  to  cdnsideraUe  cndncaee  in  tfacvpnv 
iewkm.  Martin  'became  aeadar  of  the  sodety,  reeordcr  of  Londan,  anH  awmbcr  of 
pvliaawt,  awd  n9Dyad  the.iifaamtff  Aldan,  Acn  JmiBoa,  and  other  aMBicf  leanmg 
aad.gcmas,  wfaolanNSladiBsprBmatnredmA  m  l€l6. 

AAer1faiB.dliuronrpoot»tuBaBd  ta  Oiford,  where  im  «  aup|msed  to  fame  inittsw 
ids  pasmoo  Ifce  ImmortsMy  af -the  fiouL  Ilieie  is  spam  snbtake  amoqg  his  biogra- 
phsrsnstothctimeof  ttsfpablicatioo,  oreaenof  its  being  written:  I^  astheyallsay, 
be  ante  it  atOafttdin  1598,  andpdbaidied  jt  in  1599»  (baw  is  either  of  these  focts  to 
be  wcencihd  wMiithe  Btedimdimi to  Qsmto  FJitabfth,  which  ii  dated  Jnfy  ] J,  IJfsr 
^•Aafc,  whoeevcenraqraadacal'foriUteBary  history iaduQedbim^to pott 
tothe  rsaders^if  91ie  KopwphiB  liiitaimioa,  >has  not  attaBpled.a  aatathm ;  aad  It  i 
MBsiam  this  state,  4]id«m«neditipw  of  the  NosoeTeipsamiam -be  foi^  of  a 
^  or  aay  gaoond  tfsr  jupposiog  tfart  tbe  data  of  the  Dadkatimi  was  a  typographies! 
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His  poem,  however,  procured  to  bim,  as  he  deserved,  a  very  high  dotinctioo  among 
the  writers  of  his  time,  whom,  fai  harmony  of  versificatioa,  he  has  fiur  surpassed.  Whe- 
ther Elizabeth  bestowed  aoy  marks  of  her  favour,  does  not  appear.  He  knew,  however^ 
her  love  of  flattery,  and  wrote  twenty-six  acrostic  bynms  on  the  words  Elizabetha  regina, 
which  are  certainly  the  best  of  their  kind^ 

It  b  probable  that  these  complimentary  trifles  made  him  known  to  the  courtiers,  lor 
when  the  queen  was  to  be  entertained  by  Mr.  Secretary  Cecil,  our  poet,  by  desire,  con* 
tfibuted  hb  share  m  A  Conference  between  a  Gentkifuui  Usher  and  a  Post,  a  dramatie 
entertainment,  which  does  not  add  much  to  his  reputation.  A  copy  exists  in  the  Britiah 
Museum,  Harl.  MS.  No.  286.  His  progress  from  being  the  t^rne  Alius  of  a  court  to 
a  seat  m  parliament  is  not  known,  but  we  find  that  he  was  chosen  a  member  in  the  last 
parliament  of  Elizabeth,  which  met  on  the  27th  of  October  l601.  He  appears  to  have 
commenced  his  political  career  with  spirit  and  intelligence,  by  opposmg  monopolies, 
which  were  at  that  time  too  frequently  granted,  and  strenuously  supporting  the  prin^ 
leges  of  the  house,  for  which  the  queen  bad  not  the  greatest  respe^lt. 

In  consequence  of  the  figure  he  now  made,  and  after  suitable  apologies  to  the  judges, 
he  was  restored,  in  Trinity-term  1 50 1 ,  to  his  former  rank  in  the  Temple.  Lord  Chancellor 
EUesmere  appears  to  hav^  stood  his  friend  on  thb  occasion,  and  Davies  continued  to 
advaqce  ia  his  profession,  until  the  accession  ^  James  I.  opened  new  proqpects.  Hav- 
ing gone  with  lord  Hunsdon  to  ScotUnd  to  congratulate  the  new  kmg,  the  latter  finding 
that  he  was  the  author  of  Nosce  Teipsum,  gradoudy  embraood  him,  as  a  mark  of  hm 
friendship,  and  certamly  no  inconsiderable  proof  of  his  taste. 

In  l603  he  was  sent  as  solidtor-genend  to  Ireland,  and  immediatdy  rose  to  be 
attorney-general.  Being  afterwards  appointed  one  of  the  judges  ai  aisiie,  he  conducted 
fainself  with  so  much  prudence  and  humanity  on  the  drcints  as  greatly  to  contrttrate 
to  allay  the  ferments  whidi  existed  in  that  country,  and  received  the  praises  of  liia  su- 
periors, ''  as  a  painfiil  and  well-deserving  servant  of  hn  miyesty/'  In  Trinity-term  lj6o6i, 
he  was  called  to  the  degree  of  seijeant  at  law,  and  received  the  honour  of  Im^lit- 
hood,  on  the  llth  of  February  1607.  Hb  biographo'  attributes  these  promotioos  to 
the  patronagie  of  lord  EUesmere  and  thf  eari  of -SaUsbury,  with  whom  be  cerrespondecl, 
and  to  whom  he  sent  a  very  mteresting  account  of  a  chvuit  he  performed  with  the  lord 
deputy  in  July  l507.  Such  was  Irehmd  then  that  a  guard  of  *^  six  or  seven-score  fcoC 
and  fifty  or  three-score  horse''  was  thought  a  necessaiy  protection  against,  a  peasantry 
recovering  from  thenr  wildnesi. 

Ifi  16O8  he  was  sent  to  England,  with  the  duef  justice,  in  order  to  represent  to  long 
James  the  efiects  which  the  establishment  of  public  peace,  and  these  progresses  of  the 
law,  had  produced,  since  the  commencement  of  his  nuyesty's  reign.  His.reeeptioo  on 
sudi  an  occasion  could  not  but  be  favourable.  As  his  rcsklenee  in  Irelaod  aflbrded  liim 
many  opportunities  to  study  the  history  and  genius  ci  that  people,  he  pubUshed  the 
result  of  hb  inquiries  m  ]6l2,  under  the  title  of  A  Discovery  of  the  true  Causes  why 
Ireland  was  never  entirely  subdued  till  the  Beginning  of  hb  Miyesty's  Reign.  This  bas 
been  reprinted  four  times,  and  has  ahvays  been  consfaiered  as  a  most  valudble  docu- 
ment for  political  inquirers.  Soon  after  the  publication  of  it,  he  was  appointed  the 
king's  seijeant,  and  a  parliament  having  been  called  in  Ireland  m  the  same  year,  he  was 
elected  representative  for  the  county  of  Fermana^,  the  first  it  had  ever  chosen ;  nad 
afkr  a  violent  struggle  between  the  Roman  CathoUc  and  Protestant  members^  he  was 
chosen  speaker  of  the  house  of  commons.    In  lSl4  he  mterested  himidf  in  the  revival 
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of  the  flociefy  of  anliqiiarics,  which  had  been  instituted  in  1590,  but  aftdrwftrds  disicon- 
tioued,  and  was  now  again  attempted  to  be  revived  by  air  James  Ley ;  at  this  period  it 
could  emunente  among  its  members  the  names  of  Cottout  Ha€kweU»  Camdeo>  Stow, 
Spebnan,  and  Whitlock. 

In  1615  be  published  lUpoits  of  Cases  acyndged  in  the  King's  Courts  in  Irehnd. 
These,  says  his  biographer^  were  tlie  first  reports  of  Irish  judgments  which  bad  ever 
been  made  pafolicy  during  the  four  hundred  years  that  the  laws  of  England  had  existed 
in  that  kingdom.  To  the  Reports  is  annexed  a  preface,  addressed  to  lord  chancellor 
Ellesmere,  *'  which  vies  with  Coke  in  solidity  and  learning,  and  equal*  Blackstone  in 
classical  illnstratioo  and  elegant  language." 

io  1616  he  returned  from  Ireland,  and  fduod  that  a  change  had  taken  place  in  the 
Eogliah  administration..  He  continued  however,  as  king^s  segeant,  in  the  practice  of  the 
law,  and  was  often  associated  as  one  of  the  judges  of  assitt.  Some  of  his  chaiiges  on 
the  drcoits  are  still  extant  m  the  Museum*  In  162O  we  find  him  sktog  in  the  Englisli 
pariianient  for  Newcastle-under-line,  where  he  distinguished  Umsdf  chiefly  m  debates  on 
the  affilirB  of  Ireland,  mamtaining,  agamst  Coke  and  other  very  high  authorities,  that 
Eogfamd  cannot  make  laws  to  bind  Ireland,  which  had  an  independent  parliament. 

Anudst  diese  emph>ymeQ||kbe  found  leisure  to  republish  his  Nosce  Teipsum  in  l622, 
akng  with  his  Acrostics,  andUrchestra,  a  poem  on  tlie  antiquity  ahd  excellency  of  danc- 
ing, dedicated  to  Charles,  prince  of  Wales,  originaUy  published  in  1596.  But  this  first 
edition  has  escaped  the  researches  of  modem  collectors,  and  the  poem,  as  we  now  find 
it,  is  unperiect.  Whether  it  was  not  so  in  the  first  edition  may  be  doubted.  His  biog- 
rapher thinks  it  was  there  perfect,  but  why  afterwards  mutilated  cannot  be  ascertained. 

Sir  John  Davies  lived  four  years  nfter  this  publication,  employed  probably  m  the 
duties  of  his  profession;  and  at  the  time  when  higher  honours  were  within  his  natch,  he 
died  suddenly  of  an  apoplexy  in  the  night  of  the  7th  of  December  1626,  and  in  the  iifty- 
acventh  year  of  his  age.  He  had  previously  sufiqped  with  the  lond  keeper  Coventry,  who 
gave  him  assurances  of  bemg  chief  ja^ice  of  England.  He  was  buried  in  St.  Martin's 
Charch  in  the  Fields,  where  a  monument  was*  erected  to  hb  memory,  which  appears  to 
have  been  destroyed  when  the  old  churdi  was  pulled  down. 

He  married,  while  in  Ireland,  Eleanor,  the  third  daughter  of  lord  Audley,  by  whom 
he  bad  one  son,  who  was  an  idiot  and  died  young,  and  m  daughter,  Lucy;  who  was 
married  to  Ferdmando,  lord  Hastings,  afterwards  earl  of  Hundngdon.  Sir  John's  lady 
appears  to  have  bc^  an  enthusiast ;  a  volume  of  Jwr  prophecies  was  published  m  1649, 
4to.  Aofhony  Wood  informs  us  that  she  foretold  the  death  of  her  husband,  who  turned 
the  matter  off  with  a  jest  She  was  harshly  treated  during  the  republic,  for  her  officious 
prophecies,  and  is  said  to  have  been  confined  several  years  m  Bethlehem-hospital  and  in 
the  Tower  of  London,  where  she  sufiered  all  the  rigour  that  could  be  inflicted  by  those 
who  wookl  tolerate  no  impostures  but  their  own.  She  died  m  \652,  and  was  mterred 
Mar  her  husband  m  St.  Martin's  church.  The  late  earl  of  HunUngdon  mfbrmed  lord 
MouatBiorres,  the  historian  of  the  Irish  parliament,  that  sir  John  Davies  did  not  ap- 
pear to  have  acquired  any  landed  property  hi  Ireland,  from  his  great  eipployments. 
The  character  of  sv  John  Davies  as  a  lawyer  is  that  of  great  abifity  and  leammg. 

As  a  politician  he  stands  unimpeached  of  corruption  or  servility,  and  his  Tracts  are  va- 

^  as  the  result  of  profound  knowledge  and  mvestigation.    They  were  republished 

with  SOUK  originals  m  1786,  by  Mr.  George  Chalmers,  who  prefixed  a  Life  of  the  Author, 

to  wUch  the  prescQt  sketch  is  greatly  indebted. 
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As  a  fNiet,  lie  ivas  one  of  the  first  of  his  day,  bat  has  becAnaaceomitaU^  wmglmcteA, 
although  his  style  approaches  the  refiuemeBt  of  modeni  tiiaes;  The  best  asbiios  o4 
poetical  acrit)  lioarever,  seem  to  be  agreed  th^  his  Nose^  Teipsum  b  aaoU»BM 
of  leanuogy  acuteness,  commend  of  language,  and  facility  of  venificatioii.  It  la 
indeed^  of  the«sublimer  flights  which  seem  adapted  lo  pUlosopfaical  poetry,  hut  he  is  par- 
tieafcurly  happy  m  bis  images,  which  strike  by  their  nov^iy- and  ekgsnoe.  Astohi»  vwu- 
ficatioa,  he  has  anticipated  the  hannony  which  the  BK>dera  ear  lequiies  more  sneoeasfiiMy 
than  any  of  bis  contemporaries* 

His  Orchestra,  if  we  consider  the  natore  of  the  sobject,  is  a  wondeifid  mstance  of  what 
a  man  of  genius  may  elicit  from  trifles.  Whether  Soane  lenyns  be  indebted  to  iwn  in 
his  poem  on  the  same  sul^t,  the  leader  has  now  an  opportunity  of  exaaumqg.  His 
NAq-ostks  are  considered  as  the  best  ever  written^  but  tbat  piaise  is  sue^  not  very  great. 
It  is  amusing,  however,  to  contemplate  him  gravely  endeavouring  to  overoome  the 
diCcnkieshe  had  created,  and  seeking  with  gmat  care  to  exchange  an  mtrndingwoed  for 
one  better  suited  to  Ms  Imrourite  initials. 

AccoidhigtoWood,  he  wrote  a  version  of  some  of  the  Pinlns,  which  Ib  ptofaably  lost. 
It  b  more  certain  that  he  wrote  epigrams,  which  were  added  to  Markw's  traasiatioa  of 
Ovid's  EpfetH  printed  at  Middleburgh  m  IS96.  Air.  Jj^  has  given  two  of  them 
among  his  Specimens,  which  do  not  excite  much  curiosity  tor  the  rest  Malow's  vohiaie 
is  exceedii^  scarce,  which  may  be  accounted  for  by  the  foUqping  iuformation.  In  1 599^ 
the  haU  of  the  stationers  underwent  as  great  a  purgation  as  was  carried  on  in  Don  Quixote  s 
library*  Marston's  Pygmalion,  Mariow's  Ovid,  the  Satires  of  Hall  and  Marston^ 
the  Efigramg  9f  Dawkt^  &c.  were  ordered  for  inunediate  conflagratian  \j^  the  prelates 
Whitf^  and  Bancroft'.  There  are  other  pieces  irequentljr  ascribed  to  sir  John  Davks, 
whkh,  Mr.  Ritson  thinks,  belong  to  John  Davies  of  Hereford ;  but  as  our  author  supenn* 
tended  the  edition  of  his  poems  printed  about  four  years  before  his  death,  he  included  all 
that  he  thought  proper  to  acknowledge,  and  probably,  if  we  except  the  Epigrams,  nearly 
all  that  he  had  written. 

The  lord  Donet  recommended  an  edition  of  his  woihs  toTate,  who  published  the  Nosce 
Teipsum,  with  the  prefiice  no^r  annexed.  In  1773,  another  edition  was  publiahed  by 
Mr.  Thomas  Davies,  from  a  copy  corrected  by  Mr.  William  Thomson,  die  poet,  including 
the  Acrostics  and  Orchestia. 

< 
■  Wiftoo^  Hiitoiy  of  Boetrf,  vol.  iiU  p.  4S8.    C 
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JMMORTAUTY  OF  IBE  SOUL, 

JSBIDIH  T^h. 
TH%  PRBPACV* 

npHERE  kanatanl  fere  and  fiaodness  in  Bogliili- 
•L  aen  for  whatever  vat  dooe  in  the  reign  of 
queen  EEsabeth  ;  we  look  upon  ber  time  as  our 
golden  nge^  and  lAe  gnat  men  wbo  lived  in  it,  as 
oorehiefeit  Mroea«f  virtwe,  and  greaAcit  eaonplef 
of  wisdom,  courage^  integrity,  and  learning. 

Among  many  others,  the  author  of  this  poem 
merits  a  lasting  liooonr  $  fer,  as  he  was  a  most 
'  etoquent  lawyer,  so»  in  the  composition  of  this 
piece,  we  admira  him  for  a  good  poet,  and  exact 
phibtopher.    It  is  not  rhyming  that  makes  a  poet, 
W  the  true  and  impartial  repretenting  of  virtue 
and  vice,  so  as  to  imtniot  mankind  in  natters  of 
greakeit  importaaca.     And  this  observatioo  has 
beea  made  of  our  coantrymen,  that  sir  John  Suck- 
ling wrote  in  the  most  coprtly  and  gentleman-like 
Ityfe;  Wisller  in  the  most  sweet  and  flowing  nom- 
km  J  J)enham  with  the  most  accurate  judgment 
and  correctness  s   Cowley  with  pleasing  softaeis, 
and  plenty  of  imagination:  none  ever  uttered  more 
divine  dwngbt  than  Mr.  Heihert  \  none  more  phi- 
kaopMoil  tfiao  air  John  Davies.    Mis  thoughts  are 
moulded  into   easy  and  significant  words ;    his 
rhymes  never  mislead  the  lense,  hut  are  led  and 
govened  by  it:   so  that  in  reading  such  useful 
peiAinDaneet,  the  wll  of  ttuuildnd  may  be  refined 
fiom  its  dram,  UMir  aMmories  ftimislied  wHIi  tke 
be*  BotioBB,  their  jadgBMnts  skrengtheaady  and 
their  conceptions  ecJarged,  by  which  means  the 
mlad  will  be  raised  to  the  most  perfect  ideas  it  is 
capable  ^hi  this  degenerate  sute. 

Bat  as  othaiB  have  labooted  to  carry  oat  our 
tlioQf^  and  to  entertain  them  with  all  manner 
of  delights  abroad;  it  is  the  pecul'mr  character  of 
this  author,  that  hc^bas  tao|^  us  (with  Antoninus} 


to  laedHate  apoa  oonalws ;  fhif  ha  hat  dtoofoled 
tons  greater  secrets  at  home;  sellLrafleetkm  beinf 
tha  enly  way  m  vahiable  and  true  knowledge, 
which  oonMs  hi  that  rare  science  of  a  man's  self, 
whkh  the  moral  phHosoffher  loses  in  a  crowd  of 
dflAnitions,divisiaB,anddiatioetioBs:  the  historian 
caanet  find  it  amongst  all  hb  nmty  records,  heti^' 
for  better  acqoatated  with  the  transactions  of  a 
thaamnd  years  past,  than  wHh  the  present  age,  or 
with  hisself :  the  writer  of  fobles  and  romanoes 
traaden  from  it,  m  Mlowii^  the  deiosieM  of  a 
wild  foqcy,  chinerair  and  fictions  that  do  not  only 
eioeed  the  worfc%  bat  also  the  iRMSMity  of  nature. 
Whereas  tiie  resemblance  of  truth  is  the  utmost 
limit  of  poetical  Hberty,  which  onr  anther  has  very . 
religioasly  oftaerved  $  for  he  has  not  only  placed 
and  connected  together  the  most  amiable  images 
of  all  those  powers  that  are  in  oar  souls,  but  he  has 
famished  and  squared  his  matter  like  a  true  pbilo. 
sopher ;  that  is,  he  has  made  both  body  and  soul, 
ooloar  and  shadow  of  his  poem  out  of'  the  sDore- 
boose  cf  his  own  nrind,  which  gives  the  wbdework 
a  real  and  natural  beauty ;  when  that  whteh  ia 
borrowed  ont  of  books,  (the  boxes  of  counterfeit 
oompleiion)  shows  well  or  ill  as  it  has  more  or  less 
likeness  to  the  natural.  But  our  author  is  behold- 
ing to  none  but  himself;  and  by  knowing  himself 
thoroughly,  he  has  arrived  to  know  mueh ;'  which 
appears  in  his  admirable  variety  of  wdl-ehosea 
metaphon  and  similitudes,  that  cannot  be  found 
within  the  compaas  of  a  narrow  knowledge.  For 
this  reason  the  poem,  on  account  of  its  intrinsic 
worth,  would  be  as  lasting  as  the  Iliad,  or  the 
JGtoeid,  if  the  language  it  is  wrote  in  were  as  nn- 
mutable  as  that  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans. 

Now  it  would  be  of  great  benefit  to  the  beaux  of 
onr  age  to  carry  this  glass  in  their  pocket,  whereby 
they  might  kam  to  think;  rather  than  dress  well : 
it  would  be  of  use  also  to  the  wits  and  virtoosoes  to 
carry  this  antidote  about  them  agahist  the  poison 
they  have  sucked  in  from  Locretius  or  He^bs. 
This  would  acquaint  them  with  some  principles  of 
religion ;  for  in  eld  times  the  poets  were  their  di- 
vines, and  exercised  a  kind  of  spiritual  authority 
amongst  the  people.    Vene  m  those  days  was  the 
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Mcred  slyU,  the  style  Qf  oraeles  and  lavs.  The 
vows  and  thanks  of  the  people  were  recommended 
to  their  gods  io  soogs  and  hymns.  Whymay  they 
not  retain  this  privilege  ?  for  if  prose  should  con- 
tend with  verse^  it  would  be  upon  unequal  terms, 
and,  as  it  were,  on  foot  against  the  wings  of  Pega- 
sus. With  what  delight  are  we  touched  in  hearing 
the  stories  of  Hercules,  Achilles,  Cyrus,  and  /Eteeas  ? 
Because  in  Dieir  characters  we  have  wisdom,  ho- 
iKmr,  fortitude,  and  justice,  set  before  oar  eyes. 
It  was  Plato's  opinion,  that  if  a  man  could  see  vir- 
tue,  he  would  be  strangely  enamoured  on  her  per- 
•oo.  Which  is  tbercMon  why  Horace  and  Virgil 
have  continued  so  long  in  reputation,  because  they 
have  drawn  her  id  all  the  charms  of  poetry.  No 
man  is  so  senseless  of  rational  impressions,  as  not 
to  be  wonderfully  aflfeeted  19th  the  pastorals  of  the 
ancients,  when  und^  the  -stories  of  wolves  and 
•heep,  they  describe  the  misery  of  people  under 
hard  masters,  and  their  happiness  under  good.  So 
the  bitter  but  wholesome  iambic  was  wont  to  make 
▼illany  blush ;  the  s4tire  incitMl  men  to  laugh  at 
folly;  the  comedian  chastised  the  common  errours 
of  life ;  and  the  tragedian  made  kings  afraid  to  be 
tyrmts,  and  tyrants  to  be  their  own  tormentors. 

Wberefoie,  as  sir  Philip  Sidney  said  of  Chancer, 
loathe  knew  not  which  he  should  most  wonder  at, 
either  that  he  in  his  dark  time  should  see  so  dis- 
tinctly, or  that  we  in  this  clear  age  should  go  so 
stomblingly  after  him  ;  so  may  we  marvel  at  and 
bewail  the  low  condition  of  poetry  now,  when  in 
our  plays  scarce  any  one  rule  of  decorum  is  ob- 
served, but  in  the  space  of  two  hours  and  an  half 
we  pass  through  all  the  fiU  of  Bedlam;  in  one 
scene  we  are  all  in  mirth,  in  the  next  we  are  sunk 
into  sadness)  whilst  even  the  most  laboured  parts 
are  commonly  starved  for  want  of  thought;  a  con- 
fused heap  of  words,  and  empty  sound  of  rhyme. 

This  very  consideration  should  advance  the  es- 
teem of  the  following  poem,  wherein  arc  reprt- 
•ented  the  various  movements  of  the  mind;  at 
which  we  are  as  much  transported  as. with  the 
most  excellent  scenes  of  passion  in  Shakspeare,  or 
Fletcher:  for  in  this,  as  in  a  minour  (that  will  not 
flatter)  we  see  how  the  soul  arbitrates  in  the  under- 
standing 9pon  the  various  reports  of  sense,  and  all 
the  changes  of  imagination :  how  compliant  the 
will  4s  to  her  dictates,  and  obeys  her  as  a  queen 
does  ^er  kiug.  At  the  same  time  acknowledging  a 
su^ection.  and  yet  reUining  a  msjesty.  How  the 
passions  move  at  her  command,  like  a  well  disci- 
plined army ;  from  which  regular  composure  of 
the  focnUies,  all  operating  in  their  proper  time  and 
pla6e,  there  arises  a  complacency  upon  the  whole 
soul,  that  infinitely  transcends  all  other  pleasutes. 

What  deep  philosophy  is  this  !  to  discover  the 
process  of  God's  art  in  fashiomng  the  soul  of  man 
after  his  own  image;  by  remarking  how  one  part 
moves  another,  and  how  those  motions  are  varied 
by  several  posijtions  of  each  part,  from  the  first 
springs  and  plummets,  to  the  vejy  hand  that  pointo 
oat  the  visible  and  last  efiects.  What  ekiquenoe 
and  force  of  wit  to  convey  these  profound  specu- 
lations in  the  easiest  language,  expressed  in  words 
so  vulgarly  received,  that  they  are  understood  by 
the  meanest  capacities  1 

For  the  poet  takes  care  in  every  line  to  satisfy 
the  understandings  of  mankind  :  he  follows  step  by 
step  the  workings  of  the  mind  from  the  first  strokes 
of  sense,  then  of  foacy,  afterwards  of  judgment, 


into  the  principles  both  of  nataral  and  aapema' 
tural  motives:  hereby  the  soul  is  mado  iotelligi- 
ble,  which  comprehends  all  things  besidea  ;  the 
boundleis  tracks  of  sea  and  land,  and  the  wmster 
spaces  of  Heaven ;  that  vital  principle  of  actioo, 
which  has  always  been  busied  in  inquirieo  abroad, 
is  now  made  known  to  itself;  fuaomuch  that  we 
may  find  out  what  we  ouiseltcs  are,  from  wiieooe 
wecad^e,  and  whither  we  ttost  go;  we  may  per- 
ceive.ii^t  aoUe  guests  those  are,  which  we  lodge 
in  our  bosoms,  which  are  nea|«r  to  ua  than  all 
other  things,  and  yet  nothing  further  fincNii  our  ao 
quainftance. 

But  here  all  the  labyrinths  and  windings  of  the 
human  firame  are  laid  open:  it  is  seeu  by  what 
puUies  and  wheels  the  work  is  carried  on,  as  plainly 
as  if  a  window  were  opcped  into  our  brea«t:  for  it 
is  ^e  work  of  God  alone  to  create  a  mind.— The 
next  to  this  is  to  show  Iww  its  operations  are  per- 
formed* 

y.  TATS. 


AUTHOR'S  DEDICATION 


aQw 


ro 

ELIZABm. 


To  that  clear  m^^  which  in  tiie  north 

Doth,  like  another  Su,  mt  glory  riit» 
Which  standeth  fix'd,  yet  spraads  her  hm^vij 


Loadstooe  to  hearti,  and  loadstar  to  all  e^es. 

Like  Heavte  in  all,  like  EarUi  to  this  elone, 
That  throngh  |:reat  states  by  ber  rapport  do 

Yet  she  lierself  supported  is  of  none,        [stud; 
Bat  by  tke  linger  of  th'  Almigli^  hand. 

To  the  divinest  and  theoidiest  nriqdf 
Both  by  Art's  purchase,  and  ]>y  Nature's  dowV, 

That  ever  was  from  Heafon  to  Earth  confinM, 
To  show  the  utmost  of  a  cieatnre's  pow^ : 

to  that  great  spring,  which  doth  gieat  Ungdoms 
move;  [streuns,  • 

The  sacred  spring,  whence  riglit  and  honour 
DistiUing  virtue,  shedding  peace  and  love, 

In  every  ph^e,  as  Cynthia  sheds  her  beans: 

I  ofier  up  some  sparkles  of  tliat  fire, 
Whereby  we  reason,  live,  and  move  and  be, 

These  spariLS  by  nature  evermore  aspire. 
Which  makes  them  now  to  socba  highneasflee, 

Fkir  soul,  since  to  the  fiurest  body  join'd. 
Yon  give  rach  lively  life,  socfa  qoick^mog  pow*r ; 

And  influence  of  snch  celestial  kind, 
As  keeps  it  still  in  yonth's  immortal  flower: 
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As  wVre  tbe  Sun  U  preMQl  all  the  yaar^ 
And  never  dotfa  retire  hk  goiden  imyi 

Needs  must  the  spring  be  everiasting  there, 
And  eTeiy  aeMon  like  the  mooth  of  May. 

O !  manyy  many  years  may  yoo  remain 
A  happy  angel  to  this  happy  land : 

Lx>ag,  kmg  may  yon  on  Eartli  our  empress  reign, 
£re  yoQ  in  Heaven  a  glorioiis  angel  stand. 

Stay  long  (sweet  spirit)  ere  thoa  to  Heaven  depart, 
Wbo  BMk'sl  each  place  a  Heaven  wherein  thou  art. 

Her  najestyls  devoted  subject 
and  servant, 
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jyTRODUCTIONK 

War  did  my  parents  send  me  to  the  schools. 
That  I  with  knowledge  might  enrich  my  mind  ? 

Since  tbe  desire  to  know  first  made  men  fools, 
And.  did  corrupt  the  root  of  all  mankind  ; 

For  when  6od*s  hand  had  written  in  the  hearts 
Of  tbe  first  patents,  all  tbe  mfes  of  good, 

So  that  their  skill  iofus'd,  did  pass  all  arts 
That  ever  were,  before,  or  since  the  flood  ^ 

And  when  their  reason's  eye  was  sharp  and  clear. 
And  (as  an  eagle  can  behold  the  Sun) 

Could  haye  ai^roach'd  th*  eternal  light  as  near 
As  th'  intellectual  angeb  could  have  done. 

E'en  tben  to  them  the  spirit  of  lies  suggests. 
That  tbey  were  blind,  because  they  saw  not  ill, 

Aiid4>reatb*d  into  their  incorrupted  breasts 
A  cnrimis  wish,  which  did  corrupt  their  wilL 

For  that  same  ill  they  straight  desirM  to  know  ; 

Which  ill,  behig  naught  but  a  defect  of  good. 
In  all  God's  works  the  Devil  could  not  show, 

While  man  their  lord  in  his  perfSectkn  stood. 

So  tbm  themselves  were  fliat  to  do  tbe  ill. 
Ere  they  thereof  tbe  knowledge  could  attain, 

like  bim  that  knew  not  poison's  power  to  kill. 
Until  (by  tasting  it>-faim8elf  was  slain. 


£*en  so  by  tasting  of  thaC  fruit  forbid, 

Where  thev  aoagbt  knowledge,  they  did  errour 
HI  they  desirM  to  know,  and  in  they  did ;    [find ; 

And  to  give  passion  eyes^  made  reason  Mind. 


"  This  poem  was  pnbiisbed  by  Mr*  Totte,  with 
tbe  oniversal  applause  of  the  nation ;  and  was 
without  dispute,  except  Spenser's  Fair^  Queen,  the 
test  that  was  written  in  queen  Elizabeth's,  or  even 
king  James  tbe  Pint's  time.    fT.  71 
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For  then  their  minds  did  fiiet  in  passion  see 
Those  wretched  shapes  of  misery  and  woe, 

Of  nakedoiiss,  of  shame,  of  poverty,  (know* 

Wliich  then  their  own  experience  made  thcol 

But  then  grew  reason  dark,  that  she  no  more 
Could  the  fair  forms  of  good  and  truth  discern} 

Bats  they  became,  that  eagles  were  before;  , 

And  this  they  got  by  their  desii^  to  leam< 

But  we,  their  wretched  offspring,  what  do  we  ? 

JDo  not  we  slill  taste  of  the  fruit  forbid  ? 
Whilst  with  fuud  fruitless  curiosity. 

In  books  profatie  wc  seek  for  knowledge  hid. 

What  is  this  knowledge  ?  but  the  sky-storn  fire, 
For  which  the  thief  ^  still  chain'd  in  ice  doth  sit  F 

And  which  the  poor  rude  satyr  *  did  admire. 
And  needs  would  kiss,  but  burnt  bis  lips  with  it^ 

What  is  it }  but  the  cloud  of  empty  rain,      [got  ? 

Which  when  Jove*s  guest  ^  embrac'd,  he  monsters 
Or  tbe  false  pails  **,  which  oft  being  fili*d  i^ith  pain. 

Received  the  water,  but  retaio*d  it  not? 

In  fine,  what  is  it,  but  the  fiery  coach 

Which  the  youth  *^ugbt,  and  sought  his  death 
withall? 
Or  the  boy's '  wings,  which,  when  he  did  approach 

The  Sun's  hot  beams,  did  melt  and  let  him  fall? 

And  yet,  alas !  when  all  our  lamps  are  bum'd. 
Our  bodies  wasted,  and  our  spirits  spent ; 

When  v^  have  all  the  learned  volumes  tum'd 
Which  yield  men's  wits  both  help  and  ornament : 

What  can  we  know  ?  or  what  can  we  discern  } 
When  errour  chokes  the  windows  of  the  mind  ; 

The  divek^  forms  of  things  how  can  we  learn, 
Tliat  hare  been  ever  from  our  birth-<Tay  blind  f 

When  reason's  lamiv  which  (like  tbe  Sun  in  sky)  . 

Throughout  man's  little  world  her  beams  did 
Is  now  become  a  sparkle,  which  doth  lie    [spread. 

Under  the  ashes,  half  extinct,  and  dead : 

How  can  we  hope,  that  through  the  eye  and  ear. 
This  dying  sparkle,  iu  this  cloudy  placed 

Can  recollect  these  beams  of  knowledge  clear. 
Which  were  infas'd  in  the  first  minds  by  grace  ^ 

So  might  the  heic,  whose  father  hath  in  play 
Wasted  a  thousand  pounds  of  ancient  rent. 

By  painful  earning  of  one  groat  a  day, 
Hope  to  restore  the  patrimony  spent. 

The  wits  that  div'dmost  deep,  and  soar'd  most  high. 
Seeking  man's  pow'rs,  have  found  his  weakness- 

"  Skill  comes  so  slow,  and  life  so  fast  doth  fly,  [such : 
We  learn  so  liUle  and  forget  so  much.'* 

For  this  the  wisest  of  all  moral  men 

Said,  hli  knew  nought,  but  that  he  nought  did  hwWr 
And  the  great  mocking-master  mock'd  not  then. 

When  he  said,  truth  wot  buried  deep  hekm. 


*  Prometheus. 
4  TxiOb. 

♦  Phaeton. 

O 


'  See  .Ssop's  Fablest 
^  Danaides. 
'  Icarus. 
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Fow  bow  may, we  to  other  things  attain, 
When  none  of  uf  his  own  soul  understknds  ? 

For  which  the  Devil  mocks  our  curious  brain, 
When,  '*  know  thyself/*  his  oracle  commands. 
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And  while  the  free  of  oAtwaiid  thfaigs  «e  find. 
Pleasing  and  frir,  agreeable  and  sweet. 

These  things  transport,  and  carry  out  the  mind. 
That  wiUi  henelf,  the  mind  can  never  meet. 


For  why  should  we  the  busy  soul  believe, 

When  boldly  she  concludes  of  that  and  this. 
When  of  bprself  she  can  no  judgment  give, 
^     Nor  how,  nor  whetce,  nor  whe^e,  nor  what  she  is. 

All  things  without,  which  round  about  we  seei. 
We  seek  to  know,  and  how  therewith  to  do : 

fiut  that  whereby  we  reason,  live,  and  be. 
Within  ourselves,  we  strangers  aVe  thereto. 

We  seek  to  know  the  moving  of  each  sphere. 
And  the  strange  cause  of  th'  ebbs  and  floods  of 
Nile; 

But  of  that  cbck  within  our  breasts  we  bear. 
The  subtle  motions  we  forget  the  while. 

We  that  acquaint  ourielves  with  every  zone, 
And  pass  both  tlropics,  and  behold  each  pole. 

When  we  come  home,  are  to  ourselves  urAuown, 
And  unacquainted  stUl  with  our  own  soul. 

We  study  spe^A  but  others  we  persuade. 
We  leach-craft  learn,  but  others  cure  with  it, 

Wc  interpret  laWs,  which  other  men  have  made. 
But  read  not  those  which  in  our  hearts  are  writ. 

It  is  because  the  mind  is  Ijke  the  eye. 
Through  which  it  gathers  knowledge  by  degrees. 

Whose  rays  reflect  not,  but  spread  outwardly  i 
Not  seeing  itsdf,  when  other  things  it  sees  ? 

No,  doubtless ;  fi?r  the  mind  can  backward  cast 
Dpon  herself,  her  understanding's  light. 

But  she  is  so  corrupt,  and  so  defacM, 
As  her  own  image  doth  herself  affright. 

As  is  the  f&ble  of  the  lady  fair. 

Which*  for  her  fust  was  turp*d  into  a  cow. 

When  thirsty  to  a  stream  she  did  repair. 
And  saw  herself  transform'd  she  wist  not  how : 

At  first  she  startles,  then  she  stands  amazed; 

At  last  with  tei-rour  she  {h>m  thence  doth  fly. 
And  loaths  the  wat'ry  glass  wherein  she  gaz'd. 

And  shuns  it  still,  though  she  for  thirst  doth  die: 

E*eo  so  man*8  soul  which  did  Qod's  image  bear. 
And  was  at  first  fair,  good,  and  spotless  pure. 

Since  with  her  sins  her  beauties  blotted  were. 
Doth  of  all  sights  her  own  sight  feast  endure  : 

For  e*en  at  first  reflection  she  espies. 

Such  strange  phimeras,  and  such  monsters  there. 
Such  to3rs,  such  antics,  and  such  vanities,  ^ 

As  she  retires,  and  shrinks  for  sh&me  and  fear. 

And,  as  the  man  loves  least  at  home  to  be, 
That  hath  a  sluttish  house  haunted  with  sprites ; 

So  the,  impatient  her  own  faults  to  see. 
Turns  from  herself,  and  in  strange  things  delights. 

For  this  few  know  themselves :  for  merchants  bn^e 
View  their  estate  with  discontent  and  pain. 

And  seas  are  txx>ubled,  when  they  do  revoke 
ThaiT  flowing  waves  iuto.  themselves  again. 


Yet  if  Affliction  onee  her  wan  begin. 

And  threat  the  feebler  sense  with  sword  and  fire^ 
The  mind  contracts  herself,  and  ahnnketh  in. 

And  to  herself  she  gladly  doth  retire: 

As  spiders  toach'd,  seek  their  web's  inmost  prnxt; 

As  bees  in  storms  back  to  their  hives  return; 
As  blood  in  danger  gathers  to  the  heart ; 

As  men  seek  towns,  when  foes  the  country  bum. 

If  aught  can  teach  us  anght.  Affliction's  looks^ 
(Making  os  pry  into  onrgS^ves  so  near) 

Teach  os  to  know  ourselves  beyoifd  all  books^ 
Or  aU  the  learned  schods  that  ever  were. 

Tliis  mistress  lately  pinek'd  me  hy  the  «»r. 
And  many  a  golden  lesson  hath  me  taught; 

Hath  made  my  senses  quick,  and  reason  deu^ ; 
Reform*d  niy  will,  and  rectily'd  my  thought 

So  do  the  winds  and  thunders  cleanse  the  air  r 
So  working  sent  settle  and  purge  the  wine : 

So  ]opp*d  and  pruned  trees  do  flourish  feir: 
So  doth  the  fire  the  drossy  gold  refine. 

Neither  Minerva,  nor  the  learned  Muse, 
Nor  rules  of  art,  nor  precepts  of  the  wise, 

Could  in  mybnun  those  beams' of  skill  infuse. 
As  but  the  glance  of  this  dame's  aqgry  eyes. 

She  within  lists  my  ranging  mind  hath  brought 
That  now  beyond  myself  I  will  not  go  ; 

Myself  am  centre  of  my  circling  thought; 
Only  myself  I  study,  learn,  and  know. 

I  know  my  body  's  of  so  frail  a  kind, 
Ai  force  without,  fevers  within  can  kill: 

I  know  the  beaVenly  nature  of  my  mind. 
But 't  is  corrupted  both  in  wit  and  wilL 
* » 

I  know  my  soul  hath  power  to  know  all  things. 

Yet  is  she  blind  and  ignorant  in  ftH : 
I  know  I  *ai  one  of  Nature's  little  kings, 

Yet  to  the  least  and  vilest  thii^  am  thralU 

I  know,  my  life  *s  a  pain,  and  but  a  flfmo, 
I  know  my  sense  is  mock'd  in  ev'ry  thi^g. 

And  to  conclude,  I  know  myself  a  man. 
Which  Is  a  prood  and  yet  a  WTetebedthiag^ 


THE  ^UL  or  MAN. 
*  Aim 

THB  IMMORTAUTT  VBEBStO/T, 

l\iB  lights  ofHeaVo  (which  are  the  Worlds  fhir  eyes) 
Look  down  nito  the  world,  the  world  to  set; 

Attd  as  they  turn,  or  wander  in  the  S\u^ 
Survey  all  things,  that  on  this  ctntr6  he. 
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Aid  yet  th«  liglili  whidb  in  mj  tmr'r  do  shine, 
Mine  ey«i  whicfa  fiew  all  objects,  nigh  and  &r« 

Look  not  ioto  this  littlo  world  of  mine, 
Nor  see  my  face,  wherein  they  Axed  are. 

Sioce  Katnre  fatlt  ns  fai  no  needful  thing, 
Why  want  I  means  my  inwaid  self  to  see  ? 

Which  sight  the  knowledge  of  mysetf  might  brmg. 
Which  to  true  wisdom  is  the  fiist  degree. 

That  pow'r,  which  gave  me  eyes  the  w6rid  to  tIcw, 
To  ^riew  myself,  infnsM  an  inward  light. 

Whereby  ray  sool,  as  by  a  mirrortme. 
Of  her  own  focm  may  take  a  perfect  sight. 

But  as  the  sharpest  eye  discemetb  nought, 
Except  the  son-beams  ia  the  air  do  shioe : 

So  the  best  sool,  wilh  her  reflecting  thought. 
Sees  not  herself  without  some  light  ditine 

0  Light,  whieh  mak'st  the  Ught,  which  mak^  the 
day! 

Which  set'st  the  eye  without,  and  mmd  within ; 
'Lighten  my  sptrit-with  one  clear  heaTenly  ray. 

Which  now  to  Tiew  itself  doth  first  begin. 

For  her  true  form  how  can  my  spark  discern. 
Which,  dim  by  nature,  art  did  never  clear? 

When  the  great  wita,  of  whom  all  skiU  we  leam^ 
Are  ignorant  both  what  she  is,  and  where. 

One thidcs  the  aoal  is  air;  another,  fire; 

Another  bkwd,  difius'd  about  the  heart; 
Aootber  sastb,  the  elements  conspire, 

And  to  her  essence  each  doth  give  a  part. 

Mosiciam  thnik  oar  souls  are  harmonies, 
Physicians  hold  that  they  complexions  be  ; 

Epicures  make  them  swarms  of  atomics, 
Which  do  by  chance  into  our  bodies  flee. 

Some  thmk  one  gen'ral  soul  fills  ev'ry  brain. 
As  the  bright  8on  sheds  light  in  every  star; 

Aod  others  think  the  name  of  soul  is  vain. 
And  that  we  only  weil-miz'd  bodies  are. 

In  judgment  of  her  sobstance  thus  they  vary. 
And  thu  they  vary  m  judgment  of  her  seat ; 

For  some  her  chair  up  to  the  brain  do  carry, 
Some  thrust  it  down  into  the  atomach's  heat. 

Some  place  it  in  the  root  of  life,  the  heart ; 

Some  in  the  river,  fountain  of  the  veins. 
Some  say,  she  *s  all  in  all,  and  all  ia  every  paitt 

Some  say,  she  'a  not  C0DkaiB*d,  but  sU  contains. 

Thus  aiese  great  clerks  their  little  wisdom  show. 
While  with  their  doctrmes  they  at  hacard  play ; 

Towng  their  Kght  optnioosr  to  and  fit>. 
To  mocik  the  lewd,  as  leam'd  in  this  as  tiiey. 

For  no  cnt^d  bnan  could  ever  yet  propound, 

Ibochingthe  soul,  so  vain  and  food  a  thought; 
Bot  mmt  among  these  masters  have  been  found, 

Wlachin  teir  schools  the  self-eamethmg  have 
-.,*'-  [taught. 

«»ohIy  viae,  to  punish  pride  of  wit. 

Among  men's  wits  have  this  confusion  wrought, 
As  the  pnwd  towV  whose  points  the  doods  did  hit. 

By  toigQei'  coofoftoB  was  to  raia  brought. 


But  (thou)  which  didst  man*s  soul  of  nothing  make. 
And  when  to  nothing  it  was  fallen  ^gpain, 

**  To  make  it  new,  the  form  of  man  didst  Uke ; 
And  God  with  God,  becam'st  a  msh  with  men*' 

Thou  that  hast  fisshion*d  twice  this  soul  of  ours. 

So  that  she  is  by  double  title  thine, 
Itiou  only  know*st  her  nature  and  her  powers; 

Her  subtle  form  thou  only  canst  define. 

To  judge  henelf,  she  must  herself  transcend. 
As  greater  circles  comprehend  the  lessT 

But  she  wants  pow'r,  her  own  pow'rs  te  extend. 
As  fotter'd  men  cannot  their  strength  express. 

But  thou,  bright  morning  Star,  thou  ridng  Sun, 
Which  in  these  later  times  hast  brought  to  light 

Those  mysteries,  that,  since  the  world  begun. 
Lay  hid  in  darkness,  and  eternal  night. 

Thou  (like  the  Sun)  do*st  with  an  equal  ray 
Into  the  palace  and  the  cottage  shine. 

And  show^st  the  soul,  both  to  the  clerk  aud  lay. 
By  the  clear  lamp  of  oracle  divine. 

This  lamp,  through  all  the  regions  of  my  brain, 
Where  my  sool  sits,  doth  spread  such  beams  of 

As  now,  methinks,  I  do  distinguish  plain,    [grac^ 
Each  subtle  line  of  her  immortal  foce. 

The  soul  a  substance  and  a  spirit  is. 
Which  God  himself  doth  in  the  body  make, 

Whicfa  makes  the  man,  for  every  man  from  this 
The  nature  of  a  man  and  name  doth  take. 

And  though  this  spirit  be  to  th'  body  knit. 
As  an  apt  means  her  pow'rs  to  exeieifle,     . 

Which  are  life,  meiion,  stnse,  and  will,  and  irit» 
Yet  she  survives,  ahhovgh  the  body  dies* 


SECTION  L 
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OUT  na  Boor. 

Sn  is  a  substance,  and  a  real  thing, 
Which  hath  itself  an  actual  working  might, 

r.4iich  neither  from  the  senses'  power  doth  spring. 
Nor  from  the  bo<}y's  humours  temper'd  right. 

She  is  a. vine,  which dothaoproppmg need  - 
To  make  her  spread  herself,  or  qpring  upright; 

She  is  a  star,  whose  beams  do  nd  proceed 
From  any  sun,  hot  from  a  native  light. 

For  when  she  soits  things  preaeot  with  things  past. 
And  thereby  things  to  eome  doth  oft  foresee ; 

When  she  doth  doubt  at  fifst,  aod  choose  at  last. 
These  acts  her  own  S  without  her  body  be.    . 

M^hen  of  the  dew,  which  th'  eye  and  ear  do  take 
From  flow'rs  abroad,  and  bring  into  the  brain. 

She  doth  within  both  wax  aod  honey  make  i 
Hus  work  is  her*s,  this  ia  her  proper  pam. 

When  she  from  sundry  acts  one  skill  doth  draw  { 
Gathering  from  diveH  fights  one  art  of  warg 

From  many  cases,  like  one  rule  of  law ; 
These  her  collectioos,  not  the  senses  are. 

^  That  the  soul  hath  t  proper  operation  withoit 
Ihehody. 
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When  ia  th*  effiBcts  sbe  doth  the  cmnses  knoir, 
And,  seeiqg  the  stream,  thinks  where  the  spring 
doth  rise ; 

And,  seeing  the  branch,  concpiTes  the  root  below; 
These  things  she  views  without  the  body's  eye& 


DAVIESS  POEMS.  [SBcr-ft- 

Bat  when  the  cause  itself  must  be  decreed, 
himself  in  person,  in  his  proper  court. 

To  grave  and  solemn  hearing  doth  proceed. 
Of  ev*ry  proof,  and  ^ry  by-report. 


When  she,  without  ^  Pegasus,  doth  fly, 

Swifter  than  lightniug's  tire  from  east  to  west } 

About  the  centre,  and  above  the  sky. 

She  travels  then,  although  the  body  rest  > 

When  all  her  works  she  fonneth  first  within, 
Proportioos  them,  and  sees  their  perfect  end  5 

Ere  she  in  act  doth  any  part  begin. 
What  instrumenU  dotb  then  the  body  lend  ? 

.When  without  lUinds  sbe  doth  thus  castles  build. 
Sees  without  eyes,  and  without  feet  doth  runj 

When  she  digests  the  world,  yet  is  not  filPd ; 
By  her  own  pow'n  tBese  miracles  are  done. 

When  she  defines,  argues,  divides,  compounds, 
Colsiders  virtue,  vice,  and  general  things: 
.  And  manying  divers  principles  aud  grounds. 
Out  of  their  match  a  true  conclusion  brings. 

These  actions  in  her  closet,  all  alone, 
(Retired  within  herself)  she  doth  fulfil ; 

Use  of  her  body^s  organs  she  hath  none. 
When  she  doth  use  the  pow'rs  of  wit  and  wilt 

Yet  in- the  body's  priflon  so  she  lies. 

As  through  Uie  body's  windows  she  must  look. 
Her  divers  powers  of  sense  to  exercise. 

By  gath'ring  notes  oQt  of  the  world's  great  book. 

Mor  can  herself  diMOfiirse  or  judge  of  ought, 
*^t  what  the  seme  collects,  and  home  doth  bring ; 

And  yet  the  pow*rs  of  her  disooiirtiog  thought. 
From  these  oollectioos  is  a  diverse  thing. 

For  though  our  eyes  can  notight  but  colours  see, 
Yetvoloaii  give  them  not  their  pow*lr  of  sight : 

80,  though  these  fruits  of  sense  her  objects  be, 
Yet  she  discerns  them  by  her  proper  light. 

The  workman  on  his  stuff  his  skill  dotb  show,    t ,  / 
And  yet  the  stuff  gives  not  the  man  his  skill :  * 

Kings  their  afiairs  do  by  their  servants  know. 
But  order  them  by  their  own  royal  will. 

So,  though  this  cunniog  mistress,  and  this  queen,*. 

Doth,  as  her  instruments,  the  senses  use. 
To  know  all  things  that  are  felt,  heard,  or  seen  ; 

Vet'she  herself  doth  only  judge  and  choose; 

£vn  as  a  prudent  emperor,  that  reigns 
By  sovereign  title  over  sundry  lands. 

Borrows,  in  mean  affiiirs,  bis  subjects*  ^pains. 
Sees  by  their  eyes,  and  writeth  by  their  handi  : 

Bat  things  of  weight  and  consequence' indeed, 
Hiniself  doth  in  hb  chamber  them  debate  ; 
Where  all  his  counsellors  he  doth  exceed, 
'As  fir  in  judgment,  as  he  doth  in  state. 

Or  as  the  man  whom  princes  do  advance. 
Upon  their  gracious  mercy-seat  to  sit. 

Doth  common  things,  of  course  and  circumstance, 
To  the  reports  of  common  men  commit :     ^ 


Then,  like  God's  angel,  he  prooonnceth  right. 
And  milk  an^  honey  from  his 'tongue  doth  flow : 

Happy  are  they  that  still  are  in  his  sight. 
To  reap  the  wisdom  which  his  lips  do  sow. 

Right  so  the  soul,  which  is  a  lady  free. 
And  doth  the  justice  of  her  state  maintatii  r 

Because  the  senses  ready  servants  be. 
Attending  nigh  about  her  court,  the  brain : 

By  them  the  forms  of  outward  things  she  leam». 

For  they  return  into  the  fantasie. 
Whatever  each  of  them  abroad  discerns  | 

And  there  enroll  it  for  the  mind  ta  see. 

But  when  she  sits  to  judge  the  good  and  ill. 
And  to  discern  betwixt  the  false  and  true, 

Sbe  is  not  guided  by  the  senses'  skill, 
But  doth  each  thiiq^  in  her  own  mirror  viev. 

Then  she  the  senses  checks,  which  oft  do  err. 
And  e*en  agamst  their  fals^  reports  decree*  ^ 

And  oft  she  doth  condemn  what  they  prefer; 
For  with  a  pow'r  above  the  sense  she  sees. 

Therefore  no  sense  the  precious  jojrs  conceives. 
Which  in  her  private  contemplatioiis  be  ; 

For  then  the  ravished  spirit  th'  senses  leaves. 
Hath  her  own  powers,  and  proper  actioos  freer 

Her  harmonies  are  sweet,  and  full  of  skill. 
When  on  the  body's  instruments  she  pla'ys  } 

But  the  proportioos  of  the  wit  and  will. 
Those  sweet  accqrds  are  even  th'  angels  lays. 

These  tunes  of  reason  are  Amphion*s  lyre. 
Wherewith  he  did  the  Tbeban  city  found: 

These  are  the  notes  wherewith  the  heavenly  choir 
The  praise  of  him  which  made  the  HeavHi  doth 
sound. 

Then  her  self- being  nature  shines  in  thi% 
That  she  performs  her  noblest  works  alone: 

**  The  work,  the  touch-stone  of  the  nature  b  ^ 
And  by  their  operations  th'mgs  are  knowik*' 


SECTION  IL 

THAT  TBI  SOOL  IS   MORS  THAN  A  PEKntcnOH,  OK 

ftEPLicnoii  OP  Tui  smsx. 

All  they  not  senseless  then,  that  think  the  soul 
Nought  but  a  fine  perfection  of  the  sense, . 

Or  of  the  foims  which  fancy  doth  enroll ; 
A  quick  resulting,  and  a  consequence  ? 

What  is  it  then  that  doth  the  seni^  accuse. 
Both  of  false  judgment,  and  fond  appetites  ? 

What  makes  us  do  what  sense  doth  most  refuse. 
Which  oft  in  torment  of  the  sense  delights  } 

Sense  thinks  the  planets'  spheres  not  much  asunder ; 

What  tells  us  then  tlie  distance  is  so  far  ? 
Seobe  thinks  the  lightning  born  before  the  thunder: 

\Miat  tells  us, then  they  both  together  are-} 
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When  mea  seem  crows  far  off  npon  a  tow'r,    \ 
Sense  salthy  they  're  crows :  what  makes  us  think 
tbem  men? 
Wbea  we  m  agues  think  all  sweet  things  sour. 
What  makes  as  know  our  tongue's  iaiie  judg- 
ment then  ? 

What  pow*r  was  that,  whereby  Medea  saw, 
And  well  apporoVd,  and  prais*d  the  better  coane; 

When  her  rebellioos  sense  did  so  withdraw 
Her  feeble  pow'rs,  that  she  parsu'd  the  mone  } 

Did^ense  persuade  Ulysses  not  to  hear 
Tbemermaid's  songs  which  90  his  men  did  please. 

That  they  were  all  persuaded,  through  the  ear, 
To  quit  the  ship  and  leap  into  the  seas  ?   - 

Gould  any  pow'r  of  sense  the  Roman  move. 
To  biAn  his  own  right  hand  with  courage  stout  ? 

Could  sense  make  Marius  sit  unbound,  ami  prove 
The  cruel  lancing  of  the  knotty  gout  ? 

/ 

IkmbUess,  in  man  there  u  a  nature  found, 

■   Beside  the  senses,  and  above  them  fiur ; 

**  Though  most  men  being  in  sensual  pleasures 
drown'd. 
It  seems  their  souls  but  m  thdr  senses  are.*' 

If  «e  had  nought  but  sense,  then  only  they 
Should  have  sound  mindsi  which  have  their  senses 
sound: 

Bat  wisdom  grows,  when  senses  do  decay ; 
And  folly  most  in  quickest  sense  is  found. 

If  we  had  nought  but  sense,  each  living  wighti 
Whjeh  we  odl  brute,  would  be  more  sharp  than 
we; 

AshaviDg  sense's  apprehensive  might 
in  a  more  clear  and  excellent  degree^ 

Bnt  they  do  want  that  quick  discoursing  pow'r* 
Which  doth  in  us  the  erring  sense  correct; 

Therefore  the  bee  did  suck  the  painted  flow'r, 
And  birds,  of  grapes,  the  cunning  shadow  peck'd. 

Sense  outsides  knows,  the  soul  through  all  things 
sees: 

Sense,  circumstance;  she  doth  the  substance  view: 
Sense  sees  the  bark;  but  she  the  life  of  trees : ' 

Sense  hears  the  sounds;  but  she  tha  concords  true. 


B«t  why  do  I  the  soul^nd  sense  divide,      . 
'.When  sense  is  but  a  powY,  which  she  extends ; 
Which  betug  m  divers  parts  diVersify'd, 
The  divers  forms  of  objects  apprehends  ? 

This  power  SQreads  outward,but  the  root  doth  grow' 
In  th'  toward  soul,  which  only  doth  perceive; 

rorth'  eyes  and  ears  no  more  their  objects  know, 
Tlun  glasses  know  what  feces  they  receive. 

F«rif  we  chancy  to  ^  our  thoughts  elsewhere,  *  • 

4  Jv***  °^'  *y**  ^'P®*  *^»  ^*  cannot  see  s 
AM  tt  Qoe  pow'r  did  not  both  see  and  hear, 
'  ^r  sighu  and  Sounds  would  always  double  be. 

"^  » the  soul  a  nature,  which  conUins 
wv- 1?***'  ^^ "^""^  within  a  greater  pow'r; 
wftich  doth  employ  and  use  the  sense's  pains, 
0ftt  BU  and  rules  within  her  private  bow'r. 


SECTION  IIL 

THAT  THE  SOUL  IS  MOSS  THAM  TUB  TSMnBATimS  OF  TUB 
HDMOOES  OP  TBS  BODY. 


If  she  doth  then  the  subtle  sense  excel. 
How  gross  are  they  that  drown  her  in  the  blood  ? 

Or  in  the  body%  humours  temper'd  well ; 
As  if  in  them  such  high  perfection  stood  ) 

As  if  most  skill  in  that  musician  were. 
Which  had  the  best,  and  best  tunM  instrument  ? 

As  if  the  pencil  neat,  and  colours  clear. 
Had  pow'r  to  make  the  painter  exc^lent } 

Why  doth  not  beauty  then  refine  the  wit. 
And  good  complexion  rectify  the  will  ? 

Why  doth  not  health  bring  wisdom  still  with  it  ? 
Why  doth  not  sickness  make  men  brutish  still. 

Who  can  in  memory,  or  wit,  or  will. 
Or  air,  or  fire,  or  earth,  or  water  find  ? 

What  alcbymist  can  draw,  with  all  his  skill, 
The  quintessence  of  these  out  of  the  mind  f 

If  th'  elements  which  have  nor  life,  nor  sense. 
Can  breed  in  us  so  great  a  pow*r  as  this. 

Why  give  they  not  themselves  like  excellence. 
Or  other  thmgs  wherein  their  mixture  is  ? 


If  she  were  but  the  body's  quality. 

Then  she  would  be  with  it  sick,  maim'd,  and  blind : 
But  we  perceive  where  these  privations  be^ 

An  healthy,  perfect,  and  diarp-sighted  mind. 

If  she  the  body's  nature  did  partake,  [cay : 

Her  strength  would  with  the  body's  strength  de- 

Bttt  when  the  body's  stroogat  sinews  slake. 
Then  is  the  soul  most  active,  quick,  and  gay. 

Ifshe  were  bnt  the  body*saeci4eat,    •  * 

Ahd  her  sole  being  did  in  it  subsist. 
As  white  in  snow,  she  might  herself  abseiM* 

And  in  the  body's  substance  not  be  miss'd. 

But  it  on  her,  not  she  on  it  depends ; 

For  she  the  body  doth  sustain  and  cherish : 
Such  secret  pow'rs  of  life  to  it  she  lends, 

niat  when  they  feil,  then  doth  the  body  perish. 

Since  then  the  soul  works  by  herself  alone. 
Springs  not  from  sense,  nor  humours  well  agreeing. 

Her  nature  is  peculiar,  and  her  own ; 
She  is  a  substance^  and  a  perfect  being* 


SECTION  IV. 

THAT  TBB  SOUL  IS  A  SPItlt* 

But  though  this  substance  be  the  root  of  sense. 
Sense  Imows  her  not,  which  doth  but  bodies  know: 

She  is  a  spirit,  and  heav'nly  influence. 
Which  from  th'  fountain  of  God's  spirit  doth  flow. 

She  is  a  q>irit,  yet  not  like  air  or  wind ; 

Nor  like  the  ^irits  about  the  heart  or  brain; 
Nor  like  those  spiriu  which  alchymists  do  find, 

When  they,  m  ev'ry  thing  seek  gold  in  vain. 
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For  tb€  fll  natarM  ander  HeAT*n  doth  pass,    [see, 
Being  like  those  spirits,  which  Ood*8  bright  hct  do 

Oi  like  himself  whose  image  ooce  she  was. 
Though  DOW,  alas !  she  scarce  his  shadow  be.     ^ 

For  of  all  fbnas,  the  holds  the  first  degree. 
That  are  tQ  gross  material  bodies  koit; 

Yet  she  herself  is  body  less  and  free  ; 
And,  thongb^ooofin'd,  is  almost  infinite. 

Were  she  a  body',  how  could  the  remain 
Within  this  body,  which  is  less  than  she? 

Or  how  ooold  she  the  world's  great  shape  contain^ 
And  in  oor  nanow  breasts  contained  be  ? 

All  bodies  are  oonfin*d  within  some  place. 
But  she  all  place  within  herself  confines: 

All  bodiea  have  their  measure  and  their  space; 
Bat  who  can  draw  the  soul'j  dimensive  linea? 

No  body  can  at  oooe  twq  fornis  admit. 
Except  the  one  the  other  do  deiace ; 

Bot  in  the  sooi  tea  thousand  forms  do  sit. 
And  none  intrudes  into  her  neighbour^  place* 

All  bodies  are  with  other  bodies  fiird. 

But  she  reoeiyes  both  B^«r*n  and  Earth  togethen 
Nor  are  their  forms  by  rash  encounter  qull*d. 

For  there  they  standi  and  neither  toucheth  either. 

Nor  can  her  wide  embracements  filled  be  ; 

For  they  that  most  and  greatest  things  embrace. 
Enlarge  thereby  their  mind*s  capacity, 

As  streams  enlarged,  enlarge  the  channers  space. 

All  things  receivM  do  such  proportion  take, 
As  those  things  have  wherein  they  are  receir'd ; 

So  little  glasses  little  faces  make. 
And  narrow  webs  on  narrow  frames  are  weav*d. 

Then  what  vast  body  must  we  make  the  mind. 
Wherein  ar»  umd,  beasts,  trees,  towtis^  seas,  and 

And  yet  each  thin|^  a  proper  plaoe  doth  find,  [lands ; 
And  each  thing  in  the  tme  proportioa  stands  } 

Doubtless,  tMs  could  not  be,  but  that  she  turns 
Bodies  to  spirits,  by  svd>li|nAt^  9iT^ngei 

As  fire  converts  to  fiire  Uie  things  it  bums; 
As  we  oar  neats  i«to  our  nature  change. 

From  their  gross  matter 'she  abstracts  the' forms. 
And  draws  a  kind  of  ^\iintessence  from  thinp;  • 

Which  to  her  proper  nature  s^e  transforms, 
To  bear  them  light  on  her  celestial  wiogs. 

This  doth  she,  when,  frcnn  things  particular, 
Slie  doth  abstract  the  univereal  kinds, 

Which  bodyless  and  fmmaterial  are. 
And  can  be  only  lodg'd  within  our  minds. 

And  thus,  firom  divers  accidents  and  acts 
Which  do  within  her  obset-Tation  fiUt, 

She  goddesses  and  pow'rs  divine  abstracts ; 
As  Nature,  Fbrtune,  and  the  Virtues  alL 

Again ;  how  can  she  seVVal  bodies  know, 

If  in  herself  a  body's  form  she  bear  } 
How  can  a  mirror  sundry  fooes  show. 

If  firom  all  shapes  and  forms  it  be  ndt  clear  ? 

*  Tliatitcvmotbeabody. 


I  Nor  conM  we  by  our  eyes  all  colours  leaim. 
Except  our  eyes  were  of  all  ookmrs  void; 
Nor  sundry  tastes  can  any  tongue  discern. 
Which  is  with  gron  and  bitter  huraoori  cloy'd. 

Nor  can  a  man  of  passions  judge  aright. 
Except  his  mind  be  from  Ml  passions  free: 

Nor  cap  a  judge  his  office  well  acquit. 
If  he  po68iess*d  of  either  party  be. 

I(  lutly.  this  quick  powV  a  body  were^ 
Were  it  as  swift  as  is  the  wind  or  fire, 
(Whose  atoms  do  the  one  dowti  side-ways  be«v 
•   And  th' other  make  in  pyranydsaspko.) 

Her  nimble  body  yet  in  time  mnsl^move^ 
And  not  in  mstants  through ^U  places  slide: 

But  she  is  nigh  and  far,  beneath,  above. 
In  point  of  time,  which  thought  cannot  divide : 

She  's  sent  as  soon  to  China  a4.to  Spain ; 

And  thence  returns,  as  soon  as  she  is  sent : 
She  me^ures  with  one  time,  and  with  one  paio» 

An  ell  of  silk,  and  Heaves  wide  spreading  tent. 

As  then  the  soul  a  substance  hath  alone,    * 
Besides  the  body  in  which  she 's  cenfin^d  ; 

So  hath  she  not  a  body  of  her  own. 
But  is  a  spurit»  and  immaterial  mind. 

Since  body  and  soul  have  such  d^eicyities. 
Well  might  veiaute,  howfirsttheirmat^  began; 

But  that  we  learn,  that  he  that  spread  the  ski^ 
And  fix'd  the  Earth,  first  form'd  the  soul  in  maiu 

This  true,  Prometheus  first  made  man  of  earth. 
And  shed  in  him  a  beam  of  heavenly  fire  ; 

Now  in  their  mother's  wombs,  before  their  birth. 
Doth  in  all  sons  of  men  their  souls  inspire. 

And  as  Minerva  is  in  fhbles  said. 
From  Jove^  without  a  mother,  to  proceed; 

So  our  |rue  Jove,  without  a  mother's  aid. 
Doth  daily  miilious  of  Minervas  breed. 


SECTION  V. 

BaaOHBOVS  OPTOIONS  of  TRB  caiATIOH  OP  SOUIA 

Then  neither  from  eternity  before, 

Nor  firom  the  time,  when  time's  first  point  begva, 
Made  he  all  souls,  which  now  be  keeps  in  store  ; 

Some  in  the  Moon,  and  others  in  the  Sun : 

Nor  in  a  secret  chaster  doth  heke^  . 

These  virgin^phrits,  till  their  aMfriage  day  ; 
1^  locks  them  up  in. chambers^  where  they  aleep^ 

TiUthey  awake^ithin.tlMse  beds  of  clay. 

Nor.  did  he  first  a  certain  number  make,     . 

Infusing  part  in  beast  and  pact  ta  men ; 
And,  as  unwilling  further  pmns  to  take, 

Woald  make  no  more  than  those  he  framed  then. 

So  that  the  widow  soul,  her  body  dsrmg. 
Ditto  the  next  bom  body  jnarried  was ; 

And  90  by  often  changing,  and  supplying, 
MeoTfe  aouli  40  beasU,  and  beasts  to  men  did  VMB. 
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(The$e\boofs^dB,$t9faodi  fcrwiee  the  bodies  bora 
Be  more  is  painNr  f^-i  tl>»n  .those  tbet  die, 

Thoinand^  must  be  ahoitiTe*  and  forlorn 
Ere  othcn"  deaths  to  them  their  cools  supply :) 


THE  IMMOBfTAI^nY  OJP  THE  SOUL.  S7 

But  many  subtle  vits  haTejiistify'd, 
Tbf  t  aools  from  souls  spiritually  may  Mpna^    ^ 

Which  (if  the  nature  of  the  soul  be  try'd) 
Will  e'en  in  native  prove  as  gross  a, tiling.  ^ 


Bot  as  God's  haadmaifl.  Native,  .doth.ereate 
Bodies  in  time  diatiDct,  and  order  due ; 

So  God  girea  89^1s  th^  like  soccessiTe  date,  ' 
Which  himadf  mahasy  in  bodies  formed  nev : 

Which  himtdf  makes  of  no  material  thing  i 

For  unto  wagtii  be  no  pov'r  hath  giv*n 
Either  to  Ibrm  the  shi^e,  or  stuff  to  bring 

FixKu  air  oc  fire,  oraahstaoce  of  the  BesT'b. 

I 
^r  heietn  doth  be  Natttre*s  service  use ; 

Tor  though  from  bodies  she  can  bodies  bring. 
Yet  eouid  she  never  souls  from  souls  traduce,' 

As  fire  fnoL  fir^  or  hgbi  from  light  doth  spring. 


SECTION  VL 

nuT  TBB  soot  n  hot  tX  imADUCI. 

Aim  \  that  some  who  were  great  lights  of  old, 
And  in  their  hands  the  lamp  of  God  did  bea^! 

Some  rer'rend  frthers  did  this  erroor  hold, 
Uaring  their  eyes  dimmed  with  religious  fear. 

OBJBCnON. 

Tor  vben,  say  they,  by  rule  of  faith  we  find, 

Ihat  ev'ry  soul  unto  her  body  knit, 
Biiogfi  fcom  the  mother's  womb  the  sin  of  kind. 

The  root  of  all  the  il)  she  doth  commit 

Hov  can  we  say  that  God  the  soul  doth  make. 
But  we  must  make  him  author  of  her  sin  ? 

Tbea  from  man's  soul  she  dotb  beginning  tajt^« 
Since  in  nian*s  soul  corruption  did  begin. 

Tor  if  God  make  her  first  he  makes  her  ill,  [Unto ;) 
(Which  God  forbid  our  thoughts  should  jrield 

Or  makes  the  body  her  fair  form  to  spill. 
Which,  of  iUetf,  it  had  not  pow'r  to  da 

Not  ^aa^t's  body,  bot  bis  soul  did  sui» 
And  80  herself  unto  obrruption  brought ; 

But  our  poor  soul  oormpted  is  within, 
Eie  she  had  nna'd^  either  in  act  or  thought : 

'  •  » 

Asd.yet  we  see  m  her  such  pow'rs  dirine^ 
As  we  could  gladly  think,  from  God  she  came  ^ 

fm  would  we  mafca  him  author  of  the  wiiie, 
Jf  for  the  dr^  we  could  some  plher  bUme. 


Tbof  thase  good,  men  with  holy  ses^  wem  Uiad, 
When  on  the  other  part  the  truth  did  shine  | 
r"?^^^  do  clear  demonstrations  find, 

'  ^ivl^  of  oatoiie»  and  by  light  divine. 

^  VB 10  gijBss  as  tp  ooiptend  for  Uus» 
^ut  soph  from  bodief  may  traduced  be  i 
•^■jsw  whose  nktures  no  proportion  is, 
^'^  t(x^  and  hiaDCh  ioinatuie  ftUl  ifree* 


SECTION  vru 

aSASOHS  DBAWV  FROM  MAlVaS* 

Foa  all  things  made,  are  tttber  made  of  nought. 
Or  made  of  stuff  that  ready  made  doth  stand : 

Of  nought  no  creature  ever  formed  ought. 
For  that  is  proper  to  th'  Almighty^  hand. 

If  tbeo.tbe  sonl  another  soul  do  make^ 
Becau&e  her  pow'r  is  kept  within  a  bound, 

She  must  some  former  stuff  or  matter  take; 
But  in  the  soul  there  is  no  matter  fiiuad*. 

Then  if  her  heav^ply  form  ^  not  agree 
Wi^h  aq^.  matter  which  the  world  contains,. 

Then  she  of  nothing  must  created  be  $ 
And  to  craa^  to  God  alooe  pertains. 

Again,  if  souls  do  other  souls  beget, 
T  is  by  themselves,  or  by  the  body's  pow'r: 

Irby  themselves,  what  doth  their  wovkiog  let. 
But  they  might  souls  engender  ev'ry  hour*? 

If  by  the  body,  how  can  wit  and  will 

Joio^vith  the  body  only  in  this  act. 
Since  when  they  do  their  other  works  fulfil. 

They  from  the  body  do  themselves  abstraet* 

Again,  if  souls  of  soub  begotten  were. 
Into  .each  other  .they  should  change  and  movei 

Aiid  change  and  motion  still  corruption  bear  i 
How  shall  w^then  the  soul  immortal  prove  I 

If,  lastly,  sqqIs  do  generation  use, 

•Then  |Av)uld  they  spread  iQoonrupCible  seeds 
What  then  J>econies  of  that  which  they,  do  lose^ 

When  th'  act  of  geo«ration  do  not  spaed  ? 

And  tbongh  the  soul  could  oait  spiritualseed. 
Yet  would  she  no^. because  she  never. dies; 
For  mortal  things  4esire  thmr  like  tohreed, 
•  That  9p  they  may  their  kind  immortaliae. 

There^re  the  angeis  sons  oC  God  are  nam'd. 
And  marry  not,  nor  are  in  macriagn  giv'n : 

Their  spirits  and  ours  are  of  one  substance  firamMr 
Aitd,hftvj9  one  father^.  e*en  the  liord.  of  Heaven  ; 

Whp  would  at  first,,  that  in  each  other  thing 
The  ^4irth  and  water  living  souls  should  breed, 

Bu  tthat  man's  souj,  whom  he  would  make  their  king, 
Should  from  himaelf  ii}fimediateiy  proceed.  < 

And  yhen  he  took  thd  woman  from  man's  side^ 
Doubtless  himself  iuspir'd  her  soul  akne : 

For  H  is  not  said,  he  did  man's  soul  divide. 
But  took,  fiesh  of  his  flesh,  bone' of  his  bone^ 

Lastly,  God  being  made  man  for  man's  own  lake^ 
And  h^off  Tike  man  in  all,  except  in  sin, 

His  body  from  the  virgin^  womb  did  take  ; 
But  aJU  agree»  God  formed  his  soul  withla. 
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Then  is  the^l  from  God ;  so  Tagavs  «ay, 

Whfch  9«w  by  Natare's  light  her  hear'nly  kind; 

,;<fammg  her  kin  to  God,  and  God*s  bright  ray, 
A  citizen  of  Heaven,  to  Earth  confin'd. 

But  now  T  feel,  they  plnck  me  by  the  ear. 

Whom  my  young  Muse  so  boWHy  termed  blind  ! 

And  crave  more  heav'nigr  light,  that  cload  to  clear; 
Which  makes  them  think,  God  doth  not  make 
the  mind.  " 


[S«cf.'vili* 


SECTION  VIH. 

KBASONS  FAOM  DIVINITT. 

God  doubtless  makes  her,  and  doth  make  her  good, 
And  grafts  her  in  the  body,  there  to  spring ; 

Which,  though  it  be  corrupted  flesh  and  blood, 
Can  no  way  to  the  soul  corruption  bring : 

Yet  is  not  God  the  anthor  of  her  ill. 

Though  author  of  her  being,  and  being  ttere : 
And  if  we  dace  to  judge  our  Maker's  will, 

He  can  condemn  as,  and  himself  can  clear. 

t 
First,  God  from  infinite  eternity 

Decreed,  what  hath  heen,  is,  or  shall  be  done; 
And  waa  resolved  that  ev'ry  man  should  be. 

And  in  his  turn  his  race  of  life  should  ran  : 

And  so  did  purpose  all  the  souls  to  make. 
That  ever  have  been  made,  or  ever  shall ; 

And  that  their  being  Ihey  should  only  take 
In  human  bodies,  o)r  not  be  at  all. 

Was  it  then  fit  that  snob  a  weak  event 
( Weakn^  itself,  the  sin  and  fall  of  man) 

His  connsers  execution  should  prevent. 
Decreed  and  flx'd  before  the  world  began  ? 

Or  that  one  penal  law  by  Adam  broke. 

Should  make  God  break  his  own  eternal  law : 

The  settled  order  of  the  world  revoke. 

And  change  all  forms  of  things  which  he  foresaw  ? 

Conld  Eve'*  wea)r  hand,  extended  to  the  tree, 
In  snnderrent  that  adamantine  chain. 

Whose  golden  links,  effects  and  causes  be ; 
And  which  to  God*sown  chair  doth  fiz'd  remain? 

O  could  we  aee  how  cause  ftoni  cavse  doth  spring ! 

How  mntually  they  link'd  and  folded  are  f 
And  hear  bow  oft  one  disagreeing  string 

The  harmony  doth  rather  make  than  mar  f 

And  view  at  o6ce,  how  death  by  sin  is  brought; 

And  how  from  death,  a  better  life  doth  rise ! 
How  this  God's  justice,  and  his  mercy  taught ! 

We  this  decree  would  praise,  as  right  and  wise. 

Bu^  we  that  measure  times  by  first  and  last, 
The  sight  of  things  successively  do  take. 

When  God  on  all  at  once  his  view  doth  cast. 
And  of  ail  times  doth  but  one  insUnt  make; 

^1  in  himself,  as  in  a  glass,  he  sees; 

Forfrom  him,  by  him,  through  him,  all  things  be : 
m%  sijjht  r»  not  discoorsive,  by  degrees ; 

P'lt  peeing  th'  whole,  each  single  part  d6th  see. 


He  looks  on  Adam  as  a  root  or  wall; 

And  on  his  heirs  as  branches,  and  as  streams  t 
He  sees  all  men  as  oae  man,  though  they  dwell 

In  sundry  cities,  and  in  sundry  realms. 

And  as  Um  root  and  branch  are  but  one  tree. 
And  well  and  stream  do  but  one  river  nuike  ; 

So,  if  the  root  and  well  corrupted  be, 
llie  stream  and  branch  the  same  oonruption  Cake, 

So^when  the  root  and  fountain  of  mankind 
Did  draw  corruption,  and  God*s  curse,  by  sin  : 

This  was  a  charge,  that  all  his  hears  did  bind. 
And  all  his  oftipring  grew  corrupt  thereia. 

And  as  when  th'  hand  doth  strike,  the  man  olTends^ 
(For  part  from  whole,  law  severs  not  in  thia) 

So  Adam's  sin  to  the  whole  kind  extends ; 
For  all  their  oatures  are  but  part  of  his* 

Therefore  this  sin  of  kind,  not  personal, 

But  real  and  hereditary  was ; 
The  guilt  thereof,  and  punishment  to  all. 

By  course  of  nature  and  of  law  doth  pas«. 

For  as  that  easy  law  was  giv»o  to  all. 
To  ancestor  and  heir,  to  first  and  last ; 

So  was  the  first  transgression  generel; 
And  all  did  pluck  the  fruit,  and  all  did  taste. 

Of  this  we  find  some  footsteps  incur  law. 
Which  doth  her  root  from  God  and  Nature  take; 

Ten  thousand  men  she  doth  together  draw. 
And  of  them  all  one  corpontion  make^ 

Yet  these,  and  their  successors,  are  but  one; 

And  if  they  gain  or  lose  their  libertleB, 
They  harm  or  profit  not  themselves  alone. 

Bat  such  as  in  succeeding  times  shall  rise. 

And  so  the  ancestor,  and  all  his  heirtf. 

Though  they  in  number  pass  the  stars  of  Heaven, 
Are  still  but  one ;  his  forfeitures  are  theirs. 

And  unto  them  are  his  advancements  giv'q : 

His  civil  acts  do  bind  and  bar  them  aH  } 
And  as  from  Adam  all  corruption  take, 

So,  if  the  father's  crime  be  capital. 
In  all  the  blood,  law  doth  corruption  make.  ' 

Is  it  t^en  just  with  us,  to  disinherit 
Th*  unborn  nephews,  for  the  father's  fault ; 

And  to  advapce  again,  for  one  man's  merit, 
A  thousand  heirs  that  have  deserved  nought } 

And  is  qpt  God's  decree  as  jnst  as  ours, 
If  he,  for  Adam's  sin,  his  sons  deprive 

Of  all  those  native  virtues,  and  those  pow're. 
Which  he  to  him  and  to  his  race  did  give  ? 

For  what  is  this  contagious  sin  of  kind. 
But  a  privation  of  that  grace  within. 

And  of  that  great  rich  dowry  of  the  mind. 
Which  all  had  had,  but  for  the  first  man*s  sin  ? 

If  then  a  man  on  light  eonditioos  gain 
A  great  estote,  to  him  and  his,  for  ever  ; 

If  wilfully  he  forfeit  it  again. 
Who  doth  bemoan  his  heir  or  blame  the  givar  ? 
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So,  tbougli  God  make  Uie  boqI  good,  neb,  and  fair, 
Yet  vbeo  lier  farm  is  to  the  txidy  knit. 

Which  makes  the  man,  which  man  is  Adam's  heir, 
Justly  forthwiUi  he  taker  his  grace  irom  it : 

And  then  the  sonl,  being  fiirstftom  nothing  broughtr 
When  God's  grace  fiub  her,  doth^  to  nothing 
fall; 

And  tlus  deeltniiig  {ironeneM  nnto  noaght, 
Ii  e^en  that  sin  that  we  are  bom  withal. 

Yet  not  alone  the  ftrst  good  qualities. 
Which  in  the  first  soul  were,  depriTed  art ; 

Bat  in  their  plaoe  the  contrary  do  rise, 
And  real  spots  of  sin  her  beauty  mar. 

Nor  is  it  strange,  that  Adam's  ill  desert 
ShoQld  be  transferK'd  onto  bis  gnilty  race,    .^ 

When  Christ  his  grace  and  justice  doth  impart 
To  men  unjust,  and  snch  as  have  no  grace. 

lastly,  the  sonl  were  better  so  to  be' 
Bom  slave  to  sin,  than  not  to  be  at  all ; 

Since  (if  she  do  belieTe)  one  seta  her  free»  s 

That  makes  her  mount  the  higher  for  her  falL 

Vet  this  the  curious  wits  will  not  content ; 

Tbey  yet  will  know  ^since  God  foresaw  thi*  ill) 
Why  his  Ugh  providence  did  not  prevent 

llie  declination  <^  the  first  man's  wiiL 

If  by  bis  word  he  had  fhe  current  stay'd 
Of  Adam's  will,  which  was  by  nature  free, 

U  had  been  one,  as  if  his  word  bad  said, 
I  will  henceforth  that  man  no  man  shall  be. 

For  what  is  tAtm  withouf  a  movmg  iilind, 
Which  hath  a  jodgmg  wit,  and  choosiug  will? 

Now,  if  God's  pow'r  should  her  election  bind. 
Her  motions  then  would  cease  and  stand  ail  still. 

And  why  did  God  m  man  this  soul  inluse, 
But  that  he  should  bis  Maker  know  and  love  ? 

Now,  if  love  be  compeli'd,  and  cannot  choose. 
How  can  it  grateful  or  thank-worthy  prove  ? 

Love  muit  free-hearted  be,  and  voluntary ; 

And  not  enchanted,  or  by  fate  constrainM : 
Nor  like  that  love,  which  did  Ulysses  carry 

To  Circe's  isle,  with  mighty  charms  enchain'd. 

Hts^  were  we  unchangeable  in  will, 
And  of  a  wit  that  nothmg  could  misdeem ; 

Eqnal  to  God,  whose  wisdom  shineth  slill, 
And  never  errs  we  might  ourselves  esteem* 

So  that  if  nan  would  be  onvariable. 
He  most  be  God,  or  like  a  rock  or  tree; 

For  e'en  the  perfect  angels  were  not  stable, 
Bnt  had  a  fall  more  despeiate  than  we» 

Tbea  let  ns  praise  that  pow*r,  which  makes  us  be 
Men  u  we  are,  and  rest  contented  so ; 

Asd,  knowing  man*s  fall  was  curiosity, 
^dn^  God's  counsels,  which  we  cannot  know. 

^let  ns  know  that  God  the  maker  is 
Of  all  the  souls,  in  alt  the  men  that  be; 

«eitheiT  corroptioa  is  no  fault  of  his, 
Mt  the  lint  man's  that  broke  God*s  first  decree. 


«^ 


SECTION  K.^ 
^HT  ma  tool  i§  uNrnm  to  tbi  sonf:         * 

This  substance,  and  this  spirit  of  God's  own  making,-' 
Is  in  the  body  plac'd,  and  planted  here, 

. "  That  both  of  God,  and  of  the  world  parUking, 
•Of  all  that  is,  man  might  the  image  bear.'* 

God  first  made  angels  bodiless,  pore  minds; 

Tlien  other  things,  which  mindless  bodies  be ; 
Last,  he  made  man,  th*  hortxon  twixt  both  kinds. 

In  whom  we  do  the  world's  abridgment  see. 

Besides,  this  world  beJow  did  need  one  wight. 
Which  might  thereof  distinguish  ev'ry  part; 

Make  use  thereof  and  take  therein  delight; 
And  mder  things  with  industry  and  art : 

Which  also  God  might  in  his  works  admire. 
And  here  beneath  3rield  him  both  pray  *t  and  praise ; 

As  there,  above,  the  holy  angels  choir 
Doth  spread'his  glory  forth  with  spiritual  lays»  ^ 

Lastly,  the  brute,  unreasonable  wights. 
Did  want  a  ^sible  king,  o'er  them  to  reign  f 

And  God  himself  thns  to  the  world  unites. 
That  so  the  world  might  endless  bKss  obtahu     <■ 


SECTION  X 
T»  WBAT  lumiBa  •mi  sovi  is  vvfno  to  tbc  soot- 
But  how  shall  we  this  onion  well  express  ? 

Naught  ties  the  soul,  her  subtlety  is  such; 
She  moves  the  body,  which  she  doth  possess ; 
Yet  no  part  toucheth,  but  by  virtue's  touch. 

Then  dwelk  she  not  therein,  as  in  a  tent; 

Nor  as  a  pilot  in  his  ship  doth  sit ; 
Nor  as  the  spider  in  bis  web  is  pent; 

Nor  as  the  wax  retains  the  print  in  it; 

Nor  as  a  vessel  water  doth  contain ; 

Nor  as  one  liquor  in  another  shed ;  ' 
Nor  as  the  beat  doth  in  the  fire  remain ; 

Nor  as  a  voice  throughout  the  air  is  spread : 

But  as  the  fair  and  cheerful  morning  light 
Doth  here  and  there  her  silver-b^ms  impart. 

And  in  an  iostaut  doth  herself  unite 
To  the  transparent  air,  in  all  and  ev'ry  part : 

Still  resting  whole,  when  blows  the  air  divide ; 

Abiding  pure,  when  th'  air  is  most  corrupted  ; 
Throughout  the  air,  her  beams  dispersing  wide; 

And  when  the  air  is  toss'd,  not  interrupted : 

So  doth  the  piercing  soul  the  body  fill, 
Being  all  in  all,  and  all  in  part  diffusM  ; 

Indivisible,  incorruptible  still ; 
Nor  forc'd,  enoouiiter'd,  troubled,  or  confused. 

And  as  the  Sun  above  the  light  doth  bring, 
Though  we  behold  it  in  the  air  below ; 

So  from  the  eternal  light  the  sonl  doth  spring. 
Though  in  the  body  she  her  pow'rs  do  show. 
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BoT  at  the  wofld^  0ai  doth  «ftei  b^at 
Diffrent,  Id  divers  places  ev*ry  day; 

Here  matuum's  tamperatiiie^  there  samnMHs  heat ; 
Here  flowery  spring-tide,  and  there  winler  yey. 

Here  er'n,  there  mom;  here* noon,  there  day,  there 
night,  [Mme  dead ; 

Mdtt  wai,  dries  day,  makes  ilow'rs,  some  quick. 
Makes  the  Moor  black,  the  Europeen  white ; 

Th*  American  tawny,  and  th'  East  Indian  red : 

So  in  our  little  world,  this  sonl  of  oon 
Being  only  one,  and  to  one  body  ty^ 

Doth  use^  on  divers  otgects,  dirers  |Nnren  ; 
ibid  so  are  her  eflEects  diversify'd. 


SECTION  xn. 

Wt  YIOBTATITB  roWBl  OV  TBM  WOVU 

Hsa  qaicik*nhig  power  in  ev'ry  living  part. 
Doth  as  a  nurse  or  as  a  mother  serve ; 

And  doth  employ  her  economic  art. 
And  busy  care,  her  household  to  preserve. 

Here  she  attracts,  and  there  she  doth  retain ; 

There  she  decoct^  and  doth  the  food  prepare; 
Xbere  she  distributes  it  to  ev^  vein, 

Jliere  she  expels  what  she  may  fitly  spare. 

This  pow'r  to  Martha  may  compared  be, 
Who  busy  was,  the  househola  things  to  do : ' 

Oi*  to  a  Dryas,  living  iu  a  tree : 
For  e*eo  to  trees  this  powV  is  proper  too. 

And  though  the  sonl  may  not  this  pow*r  extend 
Out  of  the  body,  but  still  use  it  there; 

She'  hath  a  powV  which  she  abroad  doth  send, 
Which  views  and  searcheth  all  tbiogaev  Vy  where. 


SECTION  XUI. 
ini  rowia  or  si«sa> 

Tteis  power  is  sense,  which  fram  abroad  dolfa  bring 
Theootonr,  taste,  and  touch,  and  scent,  and  sound, 

Hie  quantity  and  shape  of  ev^ry  thing 
m^thin  Earth's  centre^  or  Heav'n's  cirele  found. 

This  pow'r,  in  parts  made*  fit,  fit  olgects  takes; 

Yet  not  the  things,  but  forms  of  thinp  .receives; 
As  when  a  seal  in  wax  imprassioii  makes* 

The  print  thereiuy  bat  ml  it»el(  it  leaves. 

And  though  tUngt  sensible  be  nvmberiess^ 
But  only  five  the  sense's  organs  be ; 

And  in  those  five,  all  thmgs  thdr  forms  express. 
Which  we.oan  touch,  taste,  foel»  or  heai^  er  see. 

These  are  the  windows,  through  the  wttohfehe  Hensa 
The  light  of  knowledge,  which  is  life's  load-star : 

**  And  yet  while  she  these  spectacles  doth  use. 
Oft  worldly  things  seem  greater  than  they  are." 


SBCnON  XIV. 


FiasT,  the  two  eyes,  whioh  havethaieemg  pciv*s; 

Stftnd  as  one  watchman,  spy,  or  ceotinel. 
Being  plac'd  ak)ft,  within  the  head's  high  tow'r; 

And  though  both  see,  yet  both  bat  one  thing  tefl. 

These  mirrois  take  into  their  little  space 
The  forms  of  Moon  and  Smi,  and\iv'ry  atar. 

Of  ev.*i7  body,  and  of  ev'ry  ptaoe^    . 
Which  with  the  world's  wide  areu embraced  are: 

Yet  their  best  object,  and  their  noblest  use. 

Hereafter  in  another  world  will  be. 
When  God  in  them  ehall  heavenly  light  iafiiap. 

That  faoe  to fiace  they  may  their  Makersee. 

Here  are  they  guides,  which  do  the  body  lead. 
Which  else  would  stumble  in  eterofd  nig^: 

Here  in  this  world  th^  do  much  knowledge  read. 
And  are  the  casenwnts  which  admit  moat  light  2 


They  are  her  furthest  reaching  instrument. 
Yet  they  no  beams  unto  their  otoeots  send  ; 

Bot  all  the  mys  are  fram  their  objects  osnt. 
And  in  the  eyes  with  pointed  angleaend. 

If  th' objects  be  fiir  off,  the  rays  do  meet 
In  a  sharp  point,  and  so  things  seem  but  small: 

If  they  be  near,  their  rays  do  spread  and  fleet. 
And  make  broad  points^  that  things  eeam  great 
withaL 

Lastly,  uine  things  to  sigbl  required  are; 

The^owV  to  eee^  the  Ughi^  the  msiUe  thing. 
Being  not  too  naatf,.too  Ma,  top  mgk,  Uxt/ar, 

Otar  jpece  and  lisie,  the  form  distinct  to  biing. 

Thus  see  we  how  theeoul  doth  use  ^e  eyes, . 

ils  tiistruments  of  her  quick  pow'r  of  s^ht : 
Hence  .doth  th'  arts?  optic,  and  fair  painting^  rise; 

Paisiting^  which  doth  all  gentle  nunds  dehght: 


SECTION  XV. 


Now  let  us  hear  how  she  (he  earn  emplofa  f 
Their  office  is»  the  tfooMed  air  to. taker 

Which  in  their  maaes  forms  a  sound  or  voise^ 
Whsreof  heiaelf  doth  tme  distiwitiaa  make. 

These  wickeU  of  the  soul  are  plao'd  on  high. 
Because  all  sounds  do  lightly  mount  aloft  ; 

And  thpt  they  may  not  pieree  too  violently* 
Tliey  are  delay'daittktiuma  and  wmdings  oft. 

Vor  shcMdd  th«  voice  dinotly  ftrik»  the  bmio. 

It  would  astanish  and  cooftise  it  maoh  ^ 
Therefore  thesaplaits  and  fslds  the  samaiiastraiB, 
.vThat  it  the  orgwk JQsy.ssore  fsntiy  tonch. 

As  streams,  tHriehwiHitheirwiBding  banks  do  play, 
StoppHl  by  their  creeks,  run  softly  tbrongh  the 

So  m  th'  ear's  labyrinth  the  voicedoUi  stray,  [plam: 
And  dolh  with  CKsy  metioa  toMh  the  biajB. : 
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Tbb  is  the  tiowttt,  yet  the  daintiert  lente; 

For  e^eo  the  cpn  of  such  as  bsve  no  ikiUy 
FerceiTe  u.  disooffd,  end  coocmwe  offrace; 

And,  knowing  not  whet  '•  good«  yet  fiuBtd  the  ilL 


And  though  this  lenee  fint  gentle  niiiiic  fonndi 
Her  proper  olgect  it  the  «peech  of  men ; 

Bot  that  ipeech  chiedy  which  God's  hcrnlds  icnind. 
When  their  tongues  utler  whet  his  spirit  did  pen. 

Our  eyes  have  lids,  oor  esn  still  ope  we  wOy 
Qoickty  to  hear  how  e^'hry  tale  ie  piDv'd: 

Oar  eyes  still  more,  our  ears  unmoved  he  ; 
Tbatthoogh  we  hear  quick,  we  be  not  quickly 

OlOT'd. 

Thus  by  the  organs  of  the  eye  and  ear, 
The  soni  with  knowledge  doth  herself  endue  u 

"  Thus  she  her  prison  may  with  pleasure  bear, 
Having  such  prospects,  all  the  world  to  view.'* 

Theieeondoii-ptpes  of  knowledge  feed  the  mind. 
Bat  th>  other  three  attend  the  body  stUl; 

for  by  their  services  the  soul  doth  find. 
What  things  are  to  the  body  good  or  ilL 


SECTION  XVL 

Turn. 

Tmm  body^  lilie  with  meats  and  air  is  fed,. 

TherelMe  the  eonl  doth  use  the  tastfaig  pow'r 
In  vein^  whiefa  tbtmigh  the  toi^^e  and  palate  spread, 

BistingQish  ev'ry  relish,  sweet  and  sour. 

Tfais  is  the  body's  nurse ;  but  sinee  nant  wit 
Found  tl^  ai4  of  eook'ry  to  delighl  his  sense. 

More  bodies  are  oonsnm'd  and  kiU'd  with  it^ 
TIno  with  the  aword^  ^mine,  or  pegtBenoe.  . 


SECTION  xvn. 


Nixr,  in  the  nostrils  liy  doth  use  the  smell : 
Am  God  the  breath  of  life  in  them  did  give ; 

So  makes  he  now  this  pow'r  in  them  to  ^well. 
To  judge  all  ain^  whereby  we  breathe  and  live. 

This  seose  is  also  mistiess  of  an  act, 

Which  to  tob  people  sweet  perfumes  doth  sell; 
TlKNtgh  this  ddur.art  doth  little  good  import, 

"  Sneetbey  smellbest,  that  doof  Aotfaiog  WBdl." 

And  yet  good  scents  do  purify  the  brain, 
Awsketbefimcy,  and  the  wits  re6ne: 

Heace  old  Devotion  tnceose  did  ordain. 
To  mskc  mna  spiritB  apt  for  thom^  divine. 


SBCnON  XVUL 

I'Mnv,  the  Ming  po<r,  which  is  life's  roo^ 
Through  ev^  living  part  itself  doth  'shed 

By  ODevi,  vhich  act^  from  bead  to  foot ; 
And,  like  a  net,  «U  o'er  the  body  ^nead. 


Much  lik«  a  sulftld  qddir  *,  ^ch  doth  sit 
In  middleof  her  web,  which  q^readeth  wid« ; 

If  »ught  do  touch  the  utmost  thread  of  it» 
She  foela  it  initantly  on  ev*ty  side. 

By  touch,  the  fint  pure  ^alitias  we  learn, 
Which  quicken  all  thJngs»bot,  cold,  moist,  and  diys 

By  touch,  hard,  soft,  rough,  smooth,  we  dodiscemt 
By  tOQCh,  sweet  pleatiire  and  shsiippato  wwtry. 


SECTION  XQC 
or  THt  ucionunoK,  oa  comuoii  sbmbi. 

Tain  are  the  outward  instruments  of  seure; 

These  are  the  guards  which  everything  mustpass^ 
Ere  it  approach  the  mind*8  ioteIHgeuce, 

Or  touch  the  fontasy,  wif  s  loolung-glass. 

And  yet  these  porters,  which  all  things  admit. 
Themselves  perceive  not,  nor  discern  thethiop: 

Qne  common  powV  d6th  in  the  forehead  sit. 
Which  all  their  pfoper  forms  together  brings. 

For  all  those  nerves,  which  spirits  of  sense  do  bear» 
And  to  those  outward  or^ns  spresiding  go, 

^United  are,  as  in  a  centre,  there ;  [know. 

And  there  this  pow'r  those  sundry  forms  doth 

Those  outward  organs  present  things  receive. 
This  inward  sense  doth  absent  things  reuin; 

Ye t  straight  transmits  all  forms  she  doth  perceivi^ 
Unto  an  higher  regbn  of  the  brain. 


SECTION  XX. 

rAMTAsr. 

* 

Wnas  fantasy,  near  hand-maid  to  the  mind. 
Sits,  and  beholds,  and  doth  difecem  them  all ; 

Compounds  in  one,  things  different  in  their  kind ; 
Compares  the  black  and  white,  the  great  and 
small. 

Besides,  those  sTugle  forms  she  do^  esteem. 
And  in  her  balance  doth  their  values  try; 

Where  some  tilings  good,  and  some  things  ill  d» 
Aud  neutral  some,  in  her  fontastic  eye.    [seem. 

This  busy  powtr  is  working  day  and  night ;    > 
For  when  the  outward  senses  rest  do  take, 

A  thousand  dreams,  fanttsSoal  and  light. 
With  fluttering  wings  do  keep  her  still  awake* 


SECTION  XXZ. 
sfemmva  Mmoar. 

Tbt  always  all  may  not  afore  her  be;  « 
Successively  she  this  and  that  intends; 

Therefore  such  forms  as  she  doth  cease  to  see^ 
To  memory's. large  volume  she  oommimda. 

'•  The  spider'ji.touch  how  exquisitely  fine, 
Feela  at  each  thready  and  lives  along  the  linob 
F^sJBnnywllan^ 
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Thii  ledJler^Mok'  liei  in  the  farun  be!hin«:,       *' 

Like  Jaaus*  eye,  which  in  bb  pol!  was  set : 
The  layman's  tables,  ttorehoose  of  the  mind; 

M'hich  doth  remember  much,  and  much  forget. 


[SbCT.  XXII — ^XXTI| 


iere  sense's  apprehension  end  doth  take; 
As  when  a  stone  is  into  water  cast. 
One  circle  doth  another  circle  make. 

Till  the  last  circle  touch. the  bank  at  last 


ffl£CnON  XXII. 

•raS  PASSION  OF  THX  8IIISS. 

But  though  the  apprehensive  pow'r  do  pauses 
The  motive  virtue  then  begins  to  move  i 

Which  in  the  heart  below  doth  passions  cause, 
Joy,  grief,  and  fear,  and  hope,  and  hate,  and  love. 

These  passions  have  a  free  commanding  might. 
And  divers  actions  in  our  life  do  breed  j 

For  all  acts  done  without  true  reason's  light. 
Do  from  the  passion  of  the  sense  proceed. 

But  since  the  brahi  doth  lodge  the  pow'rs  of  sense. 
How  makes  it  in  the  heart  those  passions  spring  ? 

The  mutual  love,  the  kind  intelligence 
'  Twist  heart  and  brain,  this  sympathy  doth  bring. 

From  the  kind  heat,  which  in  the  heart  doth  reign, 
The  spirits  of  life  do  their  beginning  Uke; 

These  spirits  of  life  ascending  to  the  brain,  [make. 
When  they  oome  there,  the  spirits  of  sense  do 

These  spirits  of  sense,  in  fentasy's  high  court, 
Judge  of  the  fefms  of  nljects,  ill  or  well ; 

And  so  they  send  a  good  or  ill  report 
Down  to  the  heart,  where  all  affections  dwell. 

If  the  report  be  good,  it  causeth  love. 
And  longing  hope,  and  well  assured  joy : 

If  it  be  ill,  then  doth  it  hatred  move. 
And  trembling  fear,  and  vexing  griefis  annoy. 

Tet  were  these  nolnral  affeotioiis  good, 

(For  they  which  want  them,  blocks  or  devils  be) 

If  reason  in  her  first  perfection  stood. 
That  she  might  Nature's  passions  rectify. 


SECTION  XXUL 
LOCAL  MonnoM. 

BtsiDBs,  another  motive-power  doth  'rise 

Out  of  the  hearC  from  whose  pure  blood  do  spring 

The  vital  spirits;  which,  bom  in  arteries. 
Continual  motion  to  all  parts  do  bring. 

This  makes  the  pulses  beat,  and  lungs  respire; 

This  holds  the  sinews  like  a  bridle's  reins ; 
And  makes  the  body  \p  advance,  retire. 

To  turn,  or  stop,  as  she  them  slacks  or  strains. 

Thus  the  soul  tunes  the  body's  hwtmments, 

These  harmonies  she  makes  with  life  end  sense  ; 

Tlie  organs  fit  are  by  the  body  lent, 
But  th'  actions  flow  from  the  soul's  influence. 


SBCTION  X3av. 

TUB  niTBlLXCIVAL  POWEIS  OF  THE  SOVU 


But  now  I  have  a  will,  yet  want  a  wit, 
T*  express  the  woriiing  of  the  wit  and  will  ; 

Which,  though  their  fX)ot  be  to  the  body  knit. 
Use  not  the  body,  when  they  use  their  skill. 

These  pow'rs  the  nature  of  the  soul  declare. 
For  to  man^  soul  these  only  proper  be  ; 

For  on  the  Earth  no  other  wights  there  are 
That  have  these  heavenly  powers,  but  only 


SECTION  XXV. 
wrr,  axAsoVi  umiBKSTAivnnfo,  onvioir,  jxtvcutsTp 

WISDOM. 

Tm  wit,  the  pupil  of  the  soul's  dear  eye. 
And  in  man's  world  the  only  shining  star. 

Looks  in  the  mirrour  of  the  fentasy, 
Where  all  the  gatherings  of  the  senses  nre. 

From  thence  this  powV  the  shapes  of  things  abstracts^ 
And  them  within  her  passive  part  receives. 

Which  are  enlight'ned  by  that  part  which  acts; 
And  so  the  forms  of  single  thmgs  peroeiyes. 

But  after,  b^  discoursing  to  and  fro^     . 

Anticipating  an^  comparing  things. 
She  doth  all  nniversal  natures  know. 

And  all  effects  mto  their  causes  brings. 

When  she  rates  things,  and  moves  from  ,gronnd  to 
ground. 

The  name  of  reason  she  dblAins  by  this : 
But  when  by  reason  she  the  truth  hath  found. 

And  standet|i  fix*d,  she  understanding  is. 


When  her  assent  shelightly  doth  incline 
To  either  part,  ^be  is  opinion's  light : 

But  when  she  doth  by  principles  define 
A  certain  truth,  shi»  hath  true  judgment's  sight. 

And  as  fh>m  senses,  reason's  work  doth  spring. 
So  many  reasons  nndeniUnding  gain ; 

And  many  understandings,  knowledge  Inring, 
And  by  much  knowledge,  wisdom  we  obtain. 

So^  many  stairs  we  must  ascend  uprigfaH 
Ere  we  attain  to  wisdom's  high  degree : 

So  doth  this  Earth  eclipse  our  reason's  light. 
Which  else  (in  instants)  would  like  angels  tee. 


SECnON  XXVI. 
imun  iDiAs  m  «na  soul.     • 

Yvr  hath  the  soul  a  dowry  natural. 

And  sparks  of  light*  some  common  things  to  see; 
Not  being  a  blank  where  naught  is  writ  at  all, 

But  what  the  writer  will,  may  written  be. 

For  Natm«  in  man's  beait  her  hiws  doth  pen. 
Prescribing  truth  to  wit,  and  good  to  will ; 

l^liidi  do  accuse,  or  else  excuse  all  men. 
For  ev*ry  thought  or  praeticey  good  or  ill : 
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And  yet  thete  spnlss  grow  aUnoit  ii^ite, 
MskiDs;  tbe  worid,  and  all  thereiD,  their  food  ; 

A»  fire  so  spreads,  as  no  place  holdeth  it, 
Betog  oourish'd  Kill  with  new  supplies  of  wood. 

And  though  these  sparks  were  almost  qnaich'd  with 
'    Yet  tliey  whom  that  just  One  hath  jiutify'd,  [sin, 
Have  them  increas'd  with  heav'niy  light  within; 
And  like  the  widoif 's  oil,  still  multiply'd. 


.SECTION  XXVIL 

Tax  rowaa  of  will,  and  bblation  bbtwien  thi  wrr 

AND  WILL. 

A50  as  this  wit  should  goodness  truly  know. 

We  hare  a  will,  which  that  true  good  should 
choose, 

Though  will  do  oft  (when  wit  false  forms  doth  show) 
Take  ill  fix-  good,  and  good  for  ill  refuse. 

Will  puts  in  practice  what  the  wit  devisetb : 
Will  ever  acts,  and  wit  contemplates  stilt ; 

And  as  from  wit  the  pow'r  of  wisdom  riseth. 
All  other  Tirtnes  daughters  are  of  will. 

Will  is  the  prince,  and  wit  the  counsellor. 
Which  doth  for  common  good  in  council  sit ; 

And  when  wit  is  reaolT*d,  will  lends  her  powV 
To  ezecate  what  is  adris'd  by  wit. 

Wit  is  the  mind*s  chief  judge,  which  doth  control 
Of  fancy's  court  the  judgments  false  and  vain : 

WiH  holds  the  royal  sceptre  in  the  soul. 
And  on  the  passions  of  tbe  heart  doth  reign. 

Will  is  as  free  as  any  emperor, 
Naught  can  restrain  her  gentle  liberty : 

No  tyrant,  nor  no  tonneot  hath  the  pow'r 
To  make  ns  will,  when  we  unwilling  be. 


SECTION  XXVIII. 

THB  nrrSLLSCTUAL  MBMOBT. 

To  these  high  pow'n  a  store^house  doth  pertain 
Where  t^  all  arts  and  gen*ral  reasons  lay  ; 

Which  la  the  soul,  e'en  after  death,  remain. 
And  DO  Lethean  flood  can  wash  away. 


SECTION  XXIX. 

"ntt  MKKOBMCr  OF^-ras  soul's  FI^CULTIES  OR)lf  BACH 
OTHBB. 

Tsttisthesool,  aUd  these  her  virtues  be; 

J]^'"ch,tbo«igb  they  have  their  sundry  propeiceods, 
And  one  exceeds  another  in  degree. 
Yet  each  on  other  mutually  depends. 

Oof  wit  is  giv'n  Almighty  God  to  knotT;  - 
Onr  will  is  giVn  to  love  him,  being  known : 

But  God  could  not  be  known  to  us  below,    [shown. 
But  by  bis  works,  whieh  through  the  sense  ace 

And  ss  the  wit  doth  reap  the  fruits  of  sense. 
So  doth  the  qoick'ning  powV  the  senses  feed  s 
u'Z^^  they  do  their  sundry  gifui  dispense, 
>^bNt  the  Mrvi«e  of  the  lewt  doth  need.'* 


Evil  so  the  ktaghit  magistrates  do  serve, 
Yet  commons  feed  both  magistrates  and  king.; 

The  common's  peace  the  magistrates  preserve. 
By  borrow'd  pow'r,  whioh  from  the  prince  doth 
spring.  i 

The  quickening  power  would  be,  and  so  would  rest ; 

The  sense  would,  not  be  only,  butt>e  well: 
But  wit*8  ambition  loogeth  to  the  beat, 

For  it  desires  in  endless  bliss  to  dwelL 

And  these  three  pow'n  three  sorts  of  men  do  make ; 

For  some,  like  plants,  their  veins  do  only  Ell ; 
And  some,  Uke  beasts,  their  senses*  pleasure  takej 

And  some,  like  angels,  do  coutemplate  still. 

Therefore  the  fables  tum'd  some  men  to  flow'ii» 
And  others  did  with  brutish  forms  invest ; 

And  did  of  others  ihake  celestial  pow'rs. 
Like  angels,  which  still  travel^  yet  still  rest 

Yet  these  three  pow'rs  are  not  three  souls,  but  one ; 

As  one  and  two  are  both  oentain'd  in  three; 
Three  being  one  number  by  itself  alone, 

A  shadow  of  the  blened  Trinity. 

Oh  !  what  is  man,  great  Maker  of  mankind !  ^^ 
That  thou  to  him  so  great  respect  dost  bear ! 

That  thou  adom'st  him  with  so  bright  a  mind, 
Blak'Bt  him  a  king,  and  e*eD  an  angel's  peer ! 

Oh!  what  a  lively  life,  what  heavMly  pow'r. 
What  spreading  virtue,  what  a  sparkling'fii^ 

How  great,  how  plentiful,  how  rich  a  dow'r 
Doi^  thou  within  this  dying  flesh  inspire ! 

Thou  leav'st  thy  print  in  other  works  of  thine; 

Bui  thy  whole  unage  thou  in  man  hast  writ: 
There  cannot  be  a  creature  more  divine, 

J^cepi  (Uke  thee)  it  shoald  be  infinite  1 

But  it  exceeds  man's  thought,  to  think  how  high  ' 
God  hath  rais'd  man,  since  God  a  man  became : 

The  angels  do  admire  this  mystery, 
And  are  astooish'd  when  they  view  the  same. 

Nor  hath  he  giv'n  these  blessings  for  a  day, 
'    Ner  made  them  on  the  body's  life  depend : 
The  soul,  though  made  in  time,  survives  fbr  ay ; 
And  though  it  hath  beginning,  sees  00  end. 


SECTION  XXX. 

THAT  TBB  SOUL  IS  IMMOBTAL,  noVBD  BY  SSVSRAL 
BBASONS. 

Hbb  only  end  is  never-ending  bliss^ 
Which  is,  the  eternal  face  of  God  to  see ; 

Who,  last  of  ends,  and  first  of  causes  is : 
Andy  te  do  this,  she  must  eternal  be. 

How  senseless  then  and  dead  a  soul  hath  he. 
Which  thinks  his  soul  doth  with  his  body  die : 

Or  thinks  not  so,  but  so  would  have  it  be. 
That  he  might  sin  with  more  security } 

For  though  these  light  and  vicious  persons  say* 
Our  soul  is  but  a  smoke,  or  airy  blast, 

Wbiob,  during  life,  doth  in  our  nostrils  play. 
And  when,  we  die  doth  turn  to  wind  at  lust : 
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Although  they  say,  **  C6me  let  as  eat  and  drink ; 

Our  life  Ss  but  a  spark,  which  quickly  dies  :** 
Though  thus  they  say,  they  know  not  what  to  think ; 
'  But  in  their  minds  ten  Uioasand  doubts  arise. 

Therefoce  no  heretics  desire  to  spread 

*  Their  light  o|>iaions,  like  these  epicures; 

For  so  their  staggering  thoughts  are  comfbfted. 

And  other  men's  assent  their  doubt  assures^ 
• 

Yet  though  these  men  against  their  conscience  strive, 
«  There  are  some  sparkles  in  their  flinty  breasts, 
Which  cannot  be  extinct,  but  still  reviye ; 
^Tkat  though  they  would,  they  cannot  quite  be 
beasts. 

But  whoso  makes  a  mirror  of  his  mind, 

And  doth  with  patience  view  himself  therein, 

His  soul's  eternity  shall  clearly  find. 
Though  th'  other  beauties  be  defac'd  with  sin. 


RVASOW  t. 

Drawn  from  iht  desire  ^  bwmUdg£» 

fan,  in  man's  mind  me  tad  aii  appetite 
To  learn  and  know  the  truth  of  ev'fy  thmg» 

Which  is  co-natural,  and  bom  with  it. 
And  from  the  essence  of  the  soul  doth  spring. 

With  this  desire,  she  hath  a  native  might 
'^O  And  out  ev'ry  truth,  if  she  had  time ; 

Th*  innumerable  eiffects  to  sort  aright. 
And  by  degrees,  fi^m  caose  to  cause  to  climb. 

Bnt  since  our  life  so  fast  away  doth  slide^ 
4a  doth  a  hungry  eagle  through  the  wind; 

Or  as  a  ship  transported  with  the  tide. 
Which  in  their  passage  leave  no  print  bfshind. 

Of  which  swift  little  time  so  much  we  spend, 
While  some  few  things  we  through  the  senie  do 
strain. 

That  our  short  race  of  life  is  at  an  end. 
Ere  we  the  principles  of  skill  attain. 

Or  God  (who  to  vain  ends  hath  nothing  done) 

In  vain  this  appetite  and  powV  hath  giv'n  j 
Or  else  our  knowledge,  which  is  here  begvm. 

Hereafter  must  be  perfected  in  Heav'n. 
I 
Ood  never  gave  a  pew'r  to  one  whole  kind. 

But  most  part' of  that  kind  did  use  the  same: 
Meat  eyes  hayelpeiftct  sight,  though  some  be  blind  $ 

Most  legs  can  nimbly  run,  though  some  be  lame. 

But  m  this  life^  no  soul  the  truth  can  know^ 
So  perfectly,  as  it  hath  pow*r  to  do : 

If  then  perfection  be  not  found  below, 
An  higher  place  must  make  her  mount  thereto. 

RBASOU  II. 
Dr9w»from  the  motion  tf  (kt  muL  * 

AoAiK,  how  can  she  but  immorta)  be, 

When,  with  the  motions  of  both  will  and  wit, 

She  still  aspireth  to  eternity. 
And  never  restt,  till  she  atuifi  «»  ft  ? 


Pbct.  Jam. 

Water  in  conduit-pipes  can  rise  no  higher 
Than  the  well-head,  from  whence  it  first  doth 

Then  since  to  eternal  God  she  doth  aspire,  [sprii^: 
She  cannot  be  but  ad  eternal  thhig. 

*'  All  moving  things  to  other  things  do  move. 
Of  the  same  kind  which  shows  their  natore  such  :** 

So  earth  falls  down,  and  fire  doth  mount  above. 
Till  both  their  proper  elements  do  toach. 

And  as  the  moisture,  which  the  thirsty  earth 
Sucks  from  the  sea,  to  fill  her  empty  veins  \ 

From  out  her  womb  at  hist  doth  take  a  birth. 
And  runs  a  lymph  along  the  grassy  plains : 

,  Long  doth  she  stay,  as  loath  to  leave  the  laod. 
From  whose  soft  side  she  first  did  is«ue  make : 

She  tastes  all  places,  turns  to  ev'ry  hand. 
Her  fiow'ry  banks  unwilling  to  forsake : 

Yet  Nature  so  her  streams  doth  lead  and  cany, 
As  that  her  course  doth  make  no  final  stay. 

Till  she  herself  unto  the  ocean  marry^^ 
Within  whose  watry  bosom  first  she  lay. 

E'en  so  the  soul,  which  in  this  earthly  mould 
The  spirit  of  God  doth  secretly  infuse. 

Because  at  first  she  doth  the  earth  behold. 
And  only  this  material  worid  she  views  i 

At  first  her  mother^arth  she  boldeth  dear. 
And  doth  embrace  the  world,  and  worldly  thinp  | 

She  fiies  close  by  the  ground,  and  hovers  here. 
And  mounts  not  up  with  her  celestial  wings : 

Yet  under  Heav*n  she  cannot  light  on  aught 
That  with  herheav'nly  nature  doth  agree: 

She  cannot  rest,  she  cannot  fix  her  thou^t. 
She  cannot  in  this  world  contented  be. 

For  who  did  ever  yet,  in  honour,  wealth. 
Or  pleasure  of  the  sense,  contentment  find  } 

Who  ever  ceas*d  to  wish,  when  he  had  health  ? 
Or,  having  wisdom,  was  not  vex*d  in  mind  ? 

Then  as  a  bee  which  among  weeds  doth  fisll, 
Which  seem  sweet  flowers,  with  lustre  fresh  and 

She  lights  on  that,  and  this,  and  taateth  all;  [gay; 
But,  pleas'd  with  none,  doth  rise,  and  soar  away: 

So,  when  the  soul  finds  here  no  true  content. 
And,  like  Noah*s  dove,  can  no  sure  footing  take^ 

She  doth  return  from  whence  she  first  was  sent. 
And  flies  to  him  that  fint  her  wipgs  did  make. 

Wit,  seeking  truth,  from  cause  to  cause  asceilds. 
And  never  rests  till  it  the  fiist  attain : 

Will,  seeking  good,  finds  many  middle  ends; 
But  never  stays  till  it  the  last  do  gain. 

Now  God  the  truth  and  first  of  caus^^S^ 
Ood  is  the  last  good  end,  which  lasteth  still ; 

Being  alpha  and  omega  nam'd  for  this  ; 
Alpha  to  wit,  omega  to  the  will. 

Since  then  her  heav*Bly  |und  she  doth  display. 
In  that  to  God  she  doth  directly  move; 

And  on  no  mortal  thing  can  make  her  stay. 
She  cannot  be  from  hence,  but  from  above. 

^  The  ioiil  oon^ttcd  to  a  river.  _ 
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And  yet  thii  fiist  true  came,  ttiid  fault  good  end. 
She  eaaoat  here  to  well  and  truly  MO  $ 

For  this  peifectioD  she  mint  yet  attaid» 
Till  to  her  Maker  the  e^oived  be. 

Asa  kQig^  daughter,  being  in  pertOQ  sooght 
Of  diren  prinoes,  who  do  neighbour  near, 

Od  Doo^of  them  can  fix  a  constant  though^ 
Though  she  to  all  do  fend  a  gentle  ear: 

Yet  the  cail  lof^  ft  foreigQ  emperor. 

Whom  of  great  worth  and  pow*t  she  heaii  to  bc^ 
It  riie  be  woo'd  but  by  ambanador,    ' 

Or  but  his  letters  or  his  pictures  see : 

For  well  4ie  knows,  that  when  she  shall  be  brooght 
Into  te  tfngdom  where  her  spouse  doth  reign  ^ 

Her  eyes  diall  see  what  she  conceiv*d  in  tboo^t. 
Himself,  his  state,  hb  glory,  and  his  train. 

So  while  the  yrrgln  sonl  on  Earth  doth  stay, 

She  wooM'  and  tempted  in  ten  thousand  ways, 
By  these  great  pow'rs,  which  on  the  Earth  bear 


The  wisdom  of  the  world,  wealth,  pleasure,  praise: 

With  these  sometimes  iftie  doth  her  time  beguile, 
These  do  by  fits  her  fantasy  possess; 

Bot  she  distastes  them  all  within  awhile. 
And  in  the  sweetest  finds  a  tedioosness. 

But  if  upon  the  world'is  Almighty  King, 
She  once  doth  fix  her  hnmble  lof  ing  thought, 

Who  by  his  picture  drawn  in  er'ry  thing, 
And  SBcred  messages,  her  love  hath  sought; 

Of  him  she  thinks  she  cannot  think  too  much; 

This  honey  tainted  still  is  ever  sweet ; 
Ihe  plesAire  of  her  ravish'd  thought  is  such. 

As  sfattost  here  she  with  hfx  bliss  doth  meet : 

Bat  when  in  Heav'n  she  shall  his  essence  see. 
This  B  her  sovYeign  good,  and  perfect  bliss ; 

Her  loi^inig,  wishings,  hopes,  all  finished  be ; 
Her  joys  are  full,  her  motions  rest  in  this: 

Tbefe  is  she  emwn'd  with  gariaikds  of  content ; 

There  doth  she  manna  ea^  and  nectar  diink : 
That  presence  doth  such  high  delights  present, 

Ai  never  tongue  could  qpeak,  noc  heart  could 


aSASOH  III. 

f^  imiem^t  <^  death  m  ihe  better  mrt  qftpiriU. 

Fot  this,  the  better  tools  do  oft  despise 
The  body's  death,  and  do  it  oft  desire ;     . 

For  when  on  ground  the  bartheu'd  balanoe  lies» 
Tbe empty  part  is  lifted  up  the  higher: 

Bot  if  the  body's  death  the  soolsboold  kUl, 
Tbeo  death  most  needs  against  her  nature  be  ; 

^  were  it  so,  all  souls  would  ^y  it  stil). 
For  oatare  hates  and  sbii^is  her  contrary. 

^|^|[>U  things  else,  which  Nature  mikes  to^^ 
Hieir  bemg  to  preserve,  are  chieOy  taught^ 

Am  though  somte  things  desire  a  change  to  see, 
i«t  Hirer  thmg  did  long  to  turn  to  naught. 


If  then  by  death  the  soul  were  quenched  quite^ 
She  could  not  thus  against  her  nature  run} 

Since  ev*ry  senseless  thing,  by  Nature's  light. 
Doth  preservation  seek,  destruptioo  skup. 

Nor  could  the  world's  best  spirits  so  mnch  err. 
If  Death  took  all,  that  they  should  all  agree* 

Before  this  life  their  honour  to  prefer : 
For  what  is  praise  to  things  that  nothing  be  ^ 

Again,  if  by  the  body's  prop  M  stand} 
If  on  the  body's  life,  her  life  depend. 

As  Meleager^  on  the  fatal  brand. 
The  body's  good  she  only  would  intend : 

We  should  not  find  her  half  so  brave  and  bot^ 
To  lead  it  to  the  wan,  and  to  the  seas. 

To  make  it  suffer  watchings,  hunger,  cold. 
When  it  might  feed  with  plenty,  rest  with 


Doubtlesi^  all  souls  have  a  surviving  thought. 
Therefore  of  death  we  think  w]tb[  quiet  mind^ 

But  If  we  think  of  being  tum'd  to  naught, 
A  trembling  honour  in  our  souhi  we  find. 


REASOW  IT. 

Prom  thgfear  qf  death  m  the  njdirei  Joii/!c> . 
»        •  .  t 

Ann  as  the  better  spirit,  when  she  doth  bear 

A  scorn  of  death,  doth  show  she  oamiot  dief 
So  when  the  wicked  soul  Death's  face  doth  fsar,  • 
E'en  then  she  proves  her  own  eteniity. 

For  when  Death's  form  appear^,  she  feareth  not 

An  utter  quenching  or  extinguishment ; 
She  would  be  gl^  to  meet  with  such  a  lot^ 

That  so  she  might  all  future  ill  prevent: 

•  • 
But  she  doth  doubt  what  after  may  befall  { 

For  Nature's  law  accuseth'  her  within. 
And  saith)  <*  'T  is  true  what  is  affirm'd  by  alt. 

That  after  death  there  is  a  pahi  for  sih.>* 

Then  she  who  hath  been  hoodwinVd  from  her  biiiliy 
Doth  first  herself  within  Death's  mirror  see  ; 

And  when  her  body  ddth  return  to  earth. 
She  first  Ukes  care,  how  she  alone  shall  be. 

Who  ever  sees  these  irrel|gioos  men. 
With  bnitben  of  a  sickness  weak  and  fiunt. 

But  hears  them  talking  of  reUgioft  then. 
And  vowing  of  their  souls  to  cv^y  saint } 

When  was  there  ever  cnrsed  atheist  brought 

Unto  the  gibbet,  but  he  did  adore 
That  blessed  pow'r,  which  he  had  set  at  naught, 

Beom*d  and  blasphemM  all  hb  life  before  ? 

These  light  vain  persons  still  are  drunk  and  fiiad. 
With  surfeitings  and  pieasuf(^  of  their  youth; 

But  at  their  death  they  are  fresh,' sober,  sad  ;  « 
'Then  they  discern,  and  then  they  speak  the  truth. 

If  then  all  aools,  both  good  and  bad,^do  teach, 
With  gea'ral  voice,  that  souU  can  never  die ; 

T  is  not  man's  ilattVing  gloss,  but  Nature's  spoechp 
Which,  like  Gk>d'i  oracles,  ean  never  lie. 
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REASON  V. 


J^rom  Ihe  general  desire  of  immortality, 

HtT<ce  springrs  that  nniyersal  strong  desire, 
Which  air  men  have  of  immortality : 

Ko(  some  few  spirits  unto  this  thought  aspire. 
But  all  men^s  mmdt  in  this  united  be. 

Then  this  desire  of  Nature  is  not  vain, 

*<  She  covets  not  impossibilities ; 
Fond  thoughU  may  fall  into  some  idle  brain. 

But  one  assent  of  all  is  ever  wise." 

From  hence  that  gen*ral  care  and  study  springs. 
That  launching  and  progression  of  the  mind, 
Which  all  men  ha%'e  so  much  of  future  things, 
•'  That  they  no  joy  do  in  the  present  6nd. 

From  this  desire,  that  main  desire  proceeds, 

'Which  all  men  have  surviving  fame  to  gain. 
By  tombs,  by  books,  by  memorable  deeds; 
For  ihe  that  this  desires,  doth  still  remain.    ' 

Hence,  lastly,  springs  care  of  posterities. 

For  things  their  Kind  would  everlasting  make: 

Hence  is  it,  that  oid  men  do  plant  young  trees. 
The  fruit  whereof  another  age  shiall  take. 

If  we^beae  mles  unto  ourselves  apply, 
4ad  view  them  by  reflection  of  the  mind, 

AlHhese  true  notes  of  immortality 
In  our  heart's  ubles  we  riudi  writtea  find. 


R  BASON  VI. 
From  the  very  ^oubt  and  disjmiation  of  hmnoriaiity, 

Am>  though  some  impious  wits  do  questions  move, 
And  doubt  if  souls  immortal  be,  or  no ; 

That  doubt  their  inmxMrtality  doth  prove, 
Becaote  they  seem  immortal  things  to  know. 

For  he  who  reasons  on  both  parts  doth  bring, 
Doth  some  things  mortal,  some  immortal  call; 

Now,  if  himself  were  but  a  mortal  thing,  ^ 
He  could  not  judge  immortal  things  at  all. 

For  when  we  judge,  our  minds  we  mirrors  make  ; 

And  as  those  passes  which  material  be. 
Forms  of  material  things  do  only  take ; 

For  thoughts  or  mhids  in  them  we  cannot  see : 

So  when  we  Ood  and  angels  do  conceive. 
And  think  of  truth,  which  is  eternal  too ; 

'Then  do  our  minds  immortal  fonnis  receive, 
^ich  if  they  mortal  were,  they  could  not  do. 

And  as  if  beasts  conceived  what  reason  were, 
And  that  conception  should  distinctly  show. 

They  should  the  name  of  reasonable  bear } 
For  without  reason,  none  could  reason  know : 

So  when  the  soul  mounts  with  .so  high  a  wiogi^ 

Ag  of  eternal  things  she  doubts  can  move ; 
She  proofi  of  her  eternity  doth  bring, 
'  E'en  when  she  strives  the  contrary  to  prove. 


[Sect,  xx&f  * 

Foi^^'en  the  thoA^t  of  immortality, 

Being  an  act  done  without  the  body's  aid. 

Shows,  that  herself  alone  could  move  and  b^ 
Although  the  body  in  the  grave  were  laid. 


SECTION  xxxr. 

-THAT  TWB  SOUL  CAKWIT  BS  nSStmOTaS. 

And  if  herself  she  can  so  lively  move. 
And  never  need  a  foreign  help  to  take ; 

Then  n|ust  her  motion  everlasting  prove, 
<*  Because  herself  she  never  can  forsake.'' 

But  though  corruption  cannot  touch  the  mind. 
By  any  cause  ^  that  firom  itself  may  spring. 

Some  outward  cause  fate  hath  perhaps  denga*d. 
Which  to  the  soul  may  utter  quenching  brings 

Perhaps  her  cause  may  cease*,  and  she  may  die s 
Ood  is  her  cause,  his  word  her  maker  wasf 

Which  shall  sUnd  fixM  for  all  eternity. 
When  Heav'n  and  Earth  shall  like  a  shadow 


Perhaps  some  thing  repugnant  to  her  kind. 
By  strong  antipathy,  the  soul  may  kill : 

But  what  can  be  contrary  to  the  mind. 
Which  holds  all  contraries  in  concord  still  ? 

She  lodgeth  heat,  and  cold,  and  mobt,  and  dfy. 
And  life  and  death,  and  peace  and  war  together  ^ 

Ten  thousand  fighting  things  in  her  do  lie. 
Yet  neither  troubleth  or  disturbeth  either. 

Perhaps  for  want  of  food,  the  sonlmay  pine  ^ ; 

But  that  were  strange,  since  all  things  tmd  ami 
good; 
Since  all  God's  creatures,  mortal  and  divine  j 

Since  God  himself  is  her  eternal  food. 

Bodies  are  fed  with  things  of  mortal  kind* 

And  so  are  subjeot  to  mortality : 
But  truth,  which  is  eternal,  feeds  the  mind ; 

The  tree  of  life,  which  will  not  let  her  die. 

Yet  violence,  perhaps,  the  soul  destroys*, 
As  lightning,  or  the  sun-beams,  dim  ttte  sight} 

Or  as  a  thunder  clap,  or  cannon's  noise. 
The  pow'r  of  hearing  doth  astonish  quite  ; 

But  high  perfection  to  the  soul  it  brings 
V  encounter  things  most  excellect  and  high  ; 

For,  when  she  views  the  best  and  greatest  things^ 
They  do  not  hurt,  but  rather  clear  the  ^ye. 

Besides,  as  Homer's  gods  *gainst  armies  stand. 
Her  subtle  form  can  through  all  dangers  slide : 

Bodies  are  captive,  minds  endure  no  band ; 
**  And  will  is  free,  and  can  no  force  abide.** 

But«  lastljr,  time  perhaps  at  last  hath  pow*r* 
To  spend  her  lively  pow'rs,  and  quench  her  light  i 

But  old  god  Saturn,  which  doth  all  devour. 
Doth  cherish  her,  and  still  augment  her  might. 

*  Her  cause  ceaseth  not. 

*  f^  hath  uo  contrary. 
'  She  cannot  die  for  want  of  food. 

*  Violence  cannot  destroy  her^ 
'  9  Time  canpot  destroy  her. 
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Sect.  Xacxii.] 

HeftvHi  wmxeth  old,  and  all  the  spberes  above 
Shall  one  day  fhint,  and  their  swift  motion  May; 

And  time  itself  io  time  shall  cease  to  move^. 
Only  the  soal'sarviVes,  and  fives  fbr  ay. 

"  Our  bodies,  ev^  fwtstep  that  they  make, 
Maic-b  toanards  death,  until  at  last  they  die: 

Whether  we  work  or  play,  or  sleep  or  wake. 
Our  life  doth'pass,  and  with  Time's  wings  doth 
iiy:*» 

Bat  to  the  aomh  time  dothperfection  give, 
And  adds  fresh  lustre  to  her  beauty  still ; 

And  makes  her  in  etefnal  youth  to  lite, 
like  her  which  nectar  to  the  gods  doth  filL 

The  more  she  lives,  the  more  jhe  feeds  on  truth; 
The  more  she  feeds,  her  strength  doth  mora  in- 


THE  IMMORTALITY  OF  THE  SOtrt. 


vr 


And  what  is  atreogthy  hot  an  bfiact  of  youth. 
Which  if  timo  nuiae,  how  can  it  ever  cease  ? 


SECTIOK  ZSXU. 

outcnoNs  AOAJSwrrBM  mnoaTALmr  or  tnt  soot, 
wrra  THBia  anrscnvi  amiwibs.' 

BoT  now  theatf  Epicures  begin  to  smile. 
And  say,  my  doctrine  is  more  safe  thao  true  | 

And  that  I  fendly  do  myself  beguile. 
While  tlieae  veeeiv'd  opinions  I  ensue.. 

OBJBCnOM  I* 

For,  what,  say  they  ?  doth  not  the  soul  wax  old  ? 

How  comes  it  then  that  aged  men  do  dote ;    ' 
And  that  their  brains  grow  sottish,  dull  and  cold. 

Which  were  in  yuath  the  only  spirits  of  note  ? 

What?  are  not  souls  within  tbemsdves  corrupted  ? 

Hov  can  their  idiota  then  by  nature  be  ? 
How  is  it  that  some  wits  ve  interrupted, 

That  now  jthey  dazzled' are,  now  clearly  see  ? 


Tbew  questions  make  a  subtil  argument 
To  such  as  think  both  sense  and  reason  one ; 

To  whom  nor  agent,  from  the  kistmment. 
Nor  pow*/  of  working,  ftom  the  work  is  known. 

Bat  they  that  know  that  wit  can  show  no  skill. 
But  when  she  things  in  sensed  glass  doth  Tifiw, 

Ik)  know,  if  accident  this  glass  do  sptU^ 
It  nothmg  sees,  or  sees  the  felse  for  true. 

P<ir,  if  that  region  of  the  tender  brain. 
When  th*  inward  sense  of  fent^y  should  sit, 

And  th'  cMtward  senses,  gath*rings  should  retain  ; 
Bf  nature,  or  by  chance,  become  unfit:, 

E<tber  at  first  uncapable  it  it. 

And  so  few  things  oc  none  atoll  reeeives ; 
Or  Bsn'd  by  accMCot,  which  haps  amiss : 

Aad'so  amiss  it  ev'ry  thing  perceives. 

Then,  ts  a  connbg  prince  that  nsetb  spies, 
tf  tbey  return  do  news,  doth  notbmg  know  i 

Bnt  if  they  make  advertisement  of  lies; 
The  pnaoe*s  counsels  all  awry  do  ffo; 


EVn  so-the  soul  to  twA  a  body  kaif. 
Whose  inward  senses  undisposed  be$ 

And  to  receive  the  forms  of  things  unfit, 
Where  nothing  is  brought  in,  can  nothing  soei 

This  makes  the  idiot,  which  hathoret  a  mind, 
Able  to  know  theti^ith,  and  choose  the  g(^d$ 

f  C  she  such  figures  in  the  brain  did  find. 
As  might  be  found,  if  it  in  temper  stood. 

But  if  a  pbrensy  do  possess  the  brain. 
It  so  disturbs  and  blots  the  forms  of  thmgl^ 

As  fenUsy  proves  altogether  vain. 
And  to  the  wit  no  true  relation  brings* 

Then  doth  the  wit,  admitting  all  for  true, 
Build  fond  conclusions  on  those  idle  grounds  s 

Then  doth  it  fly  the  good,  and  ill  pursue ; 
Believing  all  that  this  false  spy  propounds.  , 

But  purge  the  humours,  and  the  rage  appeasB^ 
Wliieh  this  distemper  in  the  fency  wrought; 

llien  shall  the  wit,  which  never  had  disease, 
Disooune,  and  judge  discreetly,  as  it  ought 

So^  thongh  the  clouds  eclipse  the  Smi's  feir  light^^ 
Yet  from  bis  fece  they  do  not;  take  one  beam  ; 

So  have  our  eyes  their  perfect  powV  of  sight,. 
Ev'n  when  they  look  into  a  tioiibled  stream. 

Then  these  defects  In  sense's  organs  be, 
Not  in  the  soul,  orin  her  working  mights 

She  cannot  lose  her  perfect  powV  to  see. 
Though  misU  and  ckwds  do  choke  her  window 
light. 

These  imperfectioas  then  we  must  impute. 
Not  to  the  agent,  but  the  instmm^t: 

*We  must  not  blame  ApoUo^  but  hi»  lute, 
If  false  accords  from  her  felse  strings  bo  atntt 

The  soul  in  all  hath  one  intolligonoo ; 

Though  too  much  moisture  in  an  infent's  bimiq. 
And  too  much  dryness  in  an  old  manVaense,- 

Cannot  the  primU  of  outward  things  retain : 

Then  doth  the  soul  want  work,  and  idle  si^  ' 
And  this  we  childishness  and  dotage  call ; 

Yet  hath  she  then  a  quick  and  activO  wit. 
If  she  had  stuff  and  tools  to  work  withal : 

For,  give  her  organs  fit,  and  objects  fair ; 

Qive  but  the  agisd  num  the  yonng  man's  sanaa; 
Let  but  Medea  JEson's  youth  repair,  • 

And  straight  she  shows  her  wonted  oxcellaaoe. 

.As  a  good  harper  stricken  fer  in  yean. 

Into  whose  cunning  hands  the  gout  doth  fell. 

All  his  old  crotchets  in  his  brain  be  bean. 
But  on  his  harp  plays  ill,  or  not  at  all. 

But  if  Apollo  takes  his  gout  awar, 
That  he  his  nimble  fingers  may  ^>ply ; 

Apollo's  self  will  envy  at  hie  play. 
And  all  the  worU  applaud  his  minstrelsy. 

Then  dotage  is  na  weakness  of  thie  mind,. 

Bnt  of  the  sense ;  for  if  the  mind  did  waste, 
In  all  old  men  we  sboukl  this  wasting  fiod^ 

When  they  some  certain  term  of  years  had  paM'd; 
H 
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But  fAort  of  tbcta;  eln  to  llNir  dying  bmir, 
Retain  a  mM  abom  fimly,  qoidt,  and  Uraag 

And  better  UM  their  ODduilauiliiig  po«V, 
Xkaowhen  their  bmin^wara  mm,  aa 
were  young. 

For*  though  the  body  waited  be  and  weak, 

And  thovigb  the  leaden  Ibrm  of  earth  h  bean  ^' 

Yet  when  w«  hear  that  half  dead  body  apeak, 
We  oft  are  ravi^'d  to  the  heav'aly  spheref. 

OBJICnOM  IL 

Yet  iay  tHese  men,  if  all  her  orguu  die, 
Then  hath  the  loal  no  po«^r  her  pow*n  t»  use: 

8cv  in  a  aort,  her  pow'rt  extinct  do  lie, 
When  unto  act  die  cannot  them  reduce. 

And  (f  her  pow*ts  be  dead,  then  what  is  she  ? 

For  since  ftom  ev'ry  thing  iome  pow*n  do  qpring  2 
And  from  those  pow*rs,  some  acU  proceeding  be ; 

Tl^m  kitt  both  pov'r  and  act,  and  kill  the  thing. 


IkmbtleM,  the  body^  death,  when  once  it  dies, 
The  kHferunents  of  kMO  and  \He  doth  kill ; 

So  that  she  dnrnot  use  those  liscaltics. 
Although  their  root  rest  in  her  substnnce  still. 

But  (ni  the  body  living)  wit-and  win 
Cbn  judge  and  choose,  without  the  body's  aid; 

Though  on  such  objecu  ther  sre  tmrking  stHl, 
As  through  the  body's  organs  are  conreyM : 

So»  whed  the  body  ^iSres  her  turn  no  more/ 
And  all  her  seMcs  are  eatinet  and  gone, 

JShe  can  discouie^  of  what  she  leamM  before, 
A  tHnv'idgr  ecMunphtions,  nil  alone. 

80^  if  one  mnn  wefl  on  the  lute  doth  play. 
And  have  good  hoisemanship,  and   learning's 
skill, 

Though  both  his  lute  and  horse  we  take  away, 
Dotb  be  not  keep  bis  former  learning  still } 

He  keepa  it,  doubtless,  and  can  use  it  too ; 

And  doih  both  th*  other  diilh  in  pow'r  retain  ; 
And  can  of  both  thcf  prop^  actiom  do. 

If  with  his  lute  or  horw  he  meet  again. 
' .  '        *■ 

So  ttongh  the  instruments  (by  which  we  live, 

And  view  the  world)  th<  bddy**  death  do  kill ; 
Yet  with  the  body  they  shall  aH  revive, 

And  all  their  wonted  oflicci  fulfil. 


^B^enoM  ixk 

But  how,  till  then,  shall  the  herself  employ  ? 

H^  spies  are.  dnid>  whioh  bfQQfht  home  ntvs 
bcftms 
What  she  hath  got,  aud  keeps,  she  may  enjoy* 

But.sb«  hnt^  m«ai«  U>  und^Wnnd  of  mote. 

Then  what  do  thoit  poor  locils^  whi<b  nothing  get? 

Or  what  do  those  which  get,  and  canoot  kae^  f 
Lake  bucklers  bottomless,  which  all  out-let; 

Tb^H  BOiils,  for  wnnt  of  evercise,  must  sleep. 


(SSCT.  XXXII. 


See  how  man^  soul  against  itself  doth  striTe  t 
Why  should  we  not  have  other  means  to  koov  ? 

As  children,  while  within  the  womb  they  liee. 
Feed  by  the  navel :  here  they  feed  not  tom 

These  children,  if  they  hnd  some  nse  of  scnee. 

And  should  by  chance  their  mother's  talkiag'  bear. 
That  in  short  ttmethey  shall  come  forth  from  t  b^nce. 
Would  fonr  their  birth,  nwie  than  our  de^th  we 
fear. 

Xhey  would  cry  out,  «■  if  we  this  place  shall  tewre. 
Then  shall  we  break  our  tender  navel  strings : 

How  shall  we  then  our  nourwhment  receive, 
Smoe  onr  sweet  food  no  other  conduit  bviogs  ?** 

And  if  a  man  should  fee  Ihcoe  babes  reply. 
That  into  this  fair  world  they  shall  be  browshc. 

Where  they  shall  view  the  earth,  the  sen,  the  sky. 
The  glorious  Sun,  and  alt  thkt  God  hath  wrought : 

That  there  ten  thousand  dainties  they  shall  meet. 

Which  by  their  months  they  she^  with  plcnaute 
take; 
Which  Shall  be  cordial  too  as  well  as  sweet ; 

And  of  their  little  ttmbttall  bodies  make : 

This  world  theyM  think  a  fable,  e'en  as  we 
Do  think  the  story  of  the  golden  age ; 

Or  as  some  sensual  spirits  'mongst  us  be. 
Which  hold  the  world  to  oome,  a  feigned  stage: 

Yet  shall  these  mfonts  after  find  all  true. 
Though  then  thereof  they  nothrag  could  coo- 
ceive:  ^ 

As  soon  as  they  are  bom,  the  world  they  view. 
And  with  their  mouths,  the  nunes^  milk  receire. 

So  when  the  soul  is  bora  (for  death  is4ianght 
But  the  souPs  birth,  and  so  we  should  H  call) 

Ten  thousand  things  she  sees  beyond  her  thought; 
And  in  an  unknown  manner,  knows  them  alL 

Then  doth  she  see  by  spectacles  no  more, 
9he  Kears  not  by  report  of  double  spies ; 

Herwlf  in  instonte  doth  all  thhigs  esplore  ; 
Kor  tach  Uiang*s  pcesent,  nnd  before  Her  .lies.. 


onjiCTioii  nr. 


But  still  this  crew  with  questioaa  me  pursues : 

If  soub  deceased  (say  they)  still  livii^  be, 

Why  do  they  not  return,  to  bna%  us  news     [» 


5^ 


Of  that  strange  woHd,  where  they  such  nowias 


AMSWia. 

Fond  men  I  if  we  believe  that  man  de  live 
Under  the  aenith  of  both  frozen  poles. 

Though  none  come  thenre,  advertisement  to  give, 
Why  bear  We  not  the  like  fhith  of  our  souls  } 

The  soul  hath  hereon  Earth  no  more  to  de, 
TluHi  we  have  bhi!n«is  in  our  motber^i  womb : 

What  child  doth  covet  to  return  thereto, 
Althotigh  all  children  flnt  ftt>m  thence  do  cone  ? 
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SO 


But  as  Noah'ft  pigeoi^  which  rctarn'd  no  more, 
Did  show,  she:  fisoliiig  ktank,  for  all  the  flood ; 

So  wheo  good  foul%  departed  through  Death's 
door» 
Come  not  again,  it  tbowft  tlwir  dwettbig  good..' 

Afld  doiibtl€!i%  sneh  a  soat  as  qp  doth  mooat, 
And  doth  ^pp^r  helbtt  her  Makar's  lace. 

Holds  this  vile  world  in  KOch  a  haae  accoaat; 
As  she  looka  down  and  scorns  this  wretched  place. 

But  such  as  are  detmded  down  to  Hell, 

Either  for  shame,  they  stiU  theniselTes  fotira; 

Or  tj'd  m  chains,  they  in  ckMe  pi^son  dwell, 
^nd  cannot  come,  aithough  tbejr  omeh  disira* 


Well,  well,  any  these  Ytan  spirits,  thongh  vain  it  is 
To  think  our  soQlf  to  Heay'i^or  Hell  do  go> 

Politic  men  have  thought  St  not  amiss. 
To  spread  this  lie,  to  make  nun  virtaoas  sou 


Do  you  theo  thitic  this  monl  vlrtne  good  ^    ' 
1  think  j{Sia  do,  ev^n  for  jrour  private  gain ; 
For  commonwealths  by  virtue  ever  stood,' 

I  good  Uie  prirate  doth  contain. 


If  then  this  virtue  y6u  do  love  so  well. 
Have  you  no  means»  her  practice  t6  Bitetahi; 

But  you  this  lie  must  to  the  people  tell. 
That  good  aouls  live  in  joy,  and  ill  hi  pahi? 

Most  virtue  be  preserved  by  a  lie  ? 

Virtue  and  truth  do  ever  ^st  agree; 
By  this  it  seems  to  be  a  verity. 

Since  the  effects  so  good  and  Tirtuous  be. 

For,  as  the  Devil  the  fat1)er  Is  of  lies, 
So  vice  a^  mischief  do  bis  lies  ensue  : 

Then  this  go6d  doctrine  did  not  he  devise ; 
But  made  this  lie,  which  saith,  it  is  not  true. 

For,  bow  can  that  be  fiUia,  which  ev'ry  tongue 
Of  ev'ry  morul  man  affirms  for  true } 

Which  truth  hath  iu  all  tgeibeen  so  strong. 
As,  load-stone  like,  all  hearts  it  ever  drew. 

For,  aot  tl)e  <3kris|ian,  or  the  Jew  alone. 
The  Peniao,  or  the  Turk,  acknowledge  this  ^ 

This  mystery  to  the  wild  Indian  known. 
And  to  the  camubal  and  Tisrtar  is. 

lUs  rich  Asqrima  drag  grows  ev*ry  wfaec«f 
As  Gommoo  in  the  north  as  io  the  east: 

TluB  doctrine  doth  not  enter  by  the  ear. 
Bel  of  itself  ia  native  in  the  breasL 

^^«ie  that  acknowledge  God,  or  pcovidenoe. 
Their  soul's  eternity  did  ever  doubt ; 

For  all  religioo  taketh  root  from  henc^ 
Which  oo  poor  naked  nation  lives  without. 

For  since  the  world  for  ^an  created  wa^    •  ' 
(For  only  mw  the  use  thereof  dpth  kuow) 

If  Disa  do  perish  like  a  wither'd  grass, 
Hov  doth  Ckid's  wisdom  order  thmg»  below  ?    - 


And  if  that  witdorA  still  wise  ends  propound. 
Why  made  he  man,  of  other  creatures,  kUig; 

When  (if  he  perish  here)  there  is  not  found 
In  all  the  world  so  poor  and  v.ie  a  thing  ^ 

If  d«at3)  do  quench  us  ooiie^  we  have  great  wrong; 

Srocefor  our  sertice  all  things  else  were  wnroght ) 
That  daws,  and  trees,  and  rocks  should  last  so  iong^ 

When  wd  must  In  an  instant  paa  to  naoglit. 

But  blessed  be  tbalf  Great  Pbw'r,  that  hath  ui  bl<SB« 
With  longer  Kir  than  Heav*n  or  Earth  can  have  ^ 

Which  hath  infus'd  into  our  mortal  breast 
Immortal  pow'rs  not  subject  to  the  gsa^e. 

Fbr  though  the  soul  do  seem  her  grave  to  bea^^ 
And  in  this  worid  is  almost  bni^'d  quick. 

We  have  no  cause  the  bodjr's  deoh  to  fetr; 
For  wieo  this  shell  is  broke,  out  eoaieia^hack. 


BEcnoN  xxxf a 

rmaat  turns  or  uva  AMnnaAsts-i« 

OP  TBI  SOU(. 


Am  as  tlie  sotdito  eiMiitial  ptfv'i*  «9e  tlwvai 
Tbe<fMCk^iingpowY,thepowVofaenBBandffeasoni 

Throe  kindaof  iifo  to  her  (^Bsignedb^       .     Um- 
Which  pmfcetlhtot  threepoar'n  m  thiif4ae  lea- 


The  first  life  ID  tike  moth^s  womb  iatifsttb 
-  Where  she  the  nursing  pow^r  doth  o^y  use; 
Where,  when  she  finds  defect  of  wmfMhment. 
Sh' o^mIb  bar  body,  aad  tUs  werid  she  iriewa. 


This  we  eall  birth;  but  if  the  child  eooM  sdeak^ 
He  death  would  call  it  j  aadof  nataiefki^ 

That  she  would  thrust  him  out  naked  ai^  weak^  i 
And  in  his  passage  pinch  him  with  si»&  pahi. 

Yet  out  he  comes,  and  in  this  world  is  placed. 
Where  all  his  senses  in  perfection  be ;  ' 

Where  he  finds  flow'rs  to  smdl,  aad  firuiti  to  tosts^ 
And  soonds  to  hear,  and  sundry  fonmito  see. 

When  he  hath  paai'd  Mme  time  upon  the  stage^ 
His  reason  then  a  litUt  seems  to  wake ;      [age. 

Which  though  she  spring  when  sense  doth  fede  with 
Yet  can  she  here  ho  perfeoe  practice  make. 

Then  doth  aspiring  soul  the  body  leave, 
Which  we  call  dteth;  iNit  w^relt  knsMil^al^ 

What  life  our  soiMa  do  by  tUf  death  fcceive» 
.Men  would  it  birth  or  jail-deliv'ry  ealh 

In  this  third  life,  reason- will  be  eo  bright,  . 

As  that  her  spark  will  like  the  sun-beams  shine. 
And  shall  Of  God  eq|Oy  the  real  sight, 

Bemg  still  hierees'd  by  infiuenoe  divine. 


SECTION  XXXIV. 
TBE  cbtfcursfoir. 

O  icNosANT  poor  man !  what  dost  thou  bear } 
Lock'd  up  within  the  casket  of  thy  breast } 

What  jewels,  dad  what  richer  hast  Oiou  there  } 
What  heav'nly  treaiore  In  so  wA  a  chest? 
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Look  in  tliy  Mxil»  and  thoa  ahalt  beaatiei  find,    . 

like  tbose  which  drown'd  Nsrcissot  in  the  flood : 
Honour  and  pleasure  both  are  in  thy  mind, 

Antf  all  that  in  the  world  it  connted  good. 

Think  of  her  iforth,  and  think  that  God  did  mean, 
Thi«  worthy  mind  should  worthy  things  embrace: 

Bbt  not  her  beaaties  with  tliy  thotights  undean, 
Nor  her  dishonour  with  thy  passiea  base. 

.Kill  not  her  qaick'nilig:  powV  with  suffettings : 

Mar  not  her  sense  with  sensuality : 
Cast  not  her  wit  on*  idle  things  i 

Make  not  her  free  Will  slave  Cd  vanity. 

And^wHeir  thou  think'st  of  her  eterwity, 
Thiqk  not  that  death  against  her  nature  is  ^ .  ' 

Think  it  #  bnth.:  and  whea  tboh  ge^st  la  die, 
Sng  iihe  a  swai%  aa  if  Iboa  weni'Bt  t^blMs^ 

And  if  thou,  like  a  child,  did^  fear  before. 
Being  in  the  dark,  where  thou  didst  nothing  see; 

Now  I  have  brought  thee  toreh-ltgit,  fear  no  more; 
Now  wheQ  thou  dy*st,  thoa  canst  not  hood«wiiik*d 
be. 

Andthon,  my  void,  which  tnm*st  with  corkms  eye, 
To  view  the  beams  of  thine  'own  form  divine. 

Know,  that  thou  cdnst  know  nothing  perfoctly, 
VThile  thoo  art  okiuded  with  this  flesh  of  mine. 

Take  heed  of  ovet-weemog,  and  compare 
Thy  peacock's  feet  with  thy  gay  poMsoek's  train : 

fltudy  the  beit  and  highest  things  that  ave, 
£ttt  of  thyself  an  hnmble  thought  ntaJa. 

Cast  down  thyself,  and  only*  strirei  to  raise 
The  glory  of  thy  Maker's  sacred  name : 

Cie  all  thy  pow^  that  blessed  pow'r  to  praise. 
Which  gives  thee  poW'r  to  be,  and  ate  the  samei 


HYMNS  OF  A»TREAr 

IN  ACROSTIC  I^EME. 


DAViESiS  fOEBfjS. 


£  Attv  before  theday  doth  springf 
L  et  us  awake  my  Muse  and^sing, 
1 1  is  no  time  to  slvmber^ 
8  o  many  jbys  this  tim6  doUi  bring, 
A  s  time  will  foil  to  number. 

B  at  whereunto  shall  we  bend  our  lay<  ^ 
%  'en  up  to  Heaven,  again  to  raise 
T  he  maid  which  thence  descended  ; 
H  atb  brought  again  th^  golden  days, 
A  nd  all  the  world  amended. 

Rudeness  its^ihe  doth  refine, 
B  'en  like  an  alcbymist  divine^ 

0  ross  times  of  iron  tomiag 

1  nto  the  purest  form  of  goUL^ 

K  dt  to  oomipt,.till  Heaven  va«  old, 
A  nd  he  rtfln'4  with  burning* 


TO-ASntB*. 


R  fiiKAt  virgin,  goddess  true, 
L  et  me  presume  to  sing  to  yoa» 
I  ove,  e'en  gi^eat  Jove  hath  leisure 
S  ometimes  to  hear  the  vulgar  crew, 
A  nd  hears  them  oft  with  pleasure.' 

B  lessed  Astrea,  I  in  part 

E  njoy  the  blessings  you  impart. 

The  peace,  (he  milk,  and  hopeyr 

H  umanity,  and  eivil  art, 

A  richer  dowV  than  Qioney. 

R  ight  gladam  I  that  now  I  live, 

E  'en  in  thete  days  wlkreto'  ydli  give 

G  teat  happiness  and  glory  ; 

1  f  after'  you  T  should  be  bom, 

N  o  doubt  r  shotrtd  xfiy  birth-day  scorni 

A  dmiring  your  sweet  story. 


HYfifN  HI. 

to  THK  SFIiNG. 

E  AKTH  now  is  green,  and  Heaven  is  blue, 
L  ively  Spring  which  makes  all  new, 
I  oily  Spring  doth  enter; 
S  weet  young  sun-beams  do  subdue 
A  ngry,  aged  Winter. 

B  lasts  are  mild,  and  seas  are  calm, 
E  very  meadow  flowg  with  balm, 
T  he  earth  wears  all  her  riches  ( 
H  armonious  birds  sing  such  a  psfflmv 
A  s  ear  and  heart  bewitches. 


R  eserve  (sweet  Spring}  this  nymph  of  ours, 

£  temal  gs^rlands  of  thy  flow*r8, 

6  reen  garlands  never  wasting ; 

I  n  her  shall  last  our  state's  fair  spring, 

N  ow  and  for  ever  flourishing, 

A  s  long  as  Heav*n  is  lasting. 


HYMN  IV. 

TO  TUB  MOKTU  OT  MAV. 

E  Aca  day  of  thine,  sweet  month  of  May, 

L  ove  makes  a  sulemn  holy-day, '' 

I  will  perform  like  duty, 

S  ith  thoa  resemblcst  every  way 

A  stret,  queen  of  beauty. 

B  oth  your  fresh  beauties  do  partake, 
E  ither's  aspect  doth  summer  make, 
T  houghts  of  }^oung  love  awaking; 
H  earts  you  both  do  cause  to  ache, 
A  nd  yet  be  plea8*d  with  acliing. 

R  ight  dear  art  thoa,  and  so  is  she, 
E 'en  like^ttractiog  sympathy, 
G  ains  unto  both  like  dearness; 
I  ween  this  made  .antiquity, 
N  ame  thee,  sweet  May  of  majes^,. 
A  8  being  both  like  m  clearness.     ' 
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TOnR  t«KKv 


E  AitT  ciieerfttl  moantfaif  krie; 

L  igbt*s  gentle  mber,  BMnmig's  dark, 

I  Q  merry  notes  delighting : 

S  tiot  Atfhiie  thy  0ODg,  and  harl^- 
A  nd  leeni  my  new  inditiiig. 

B  ear  op  this  hymn,  to  HaavVi  it  bear, 
E  'eo  ap  to  HeaF'n,  and  ting  it  thers, 
T  o  Heay'n  elu:b  monuiig  bear  it  j;  ' 
H  ave  it  aetto  aoae  tweet  spbere^ 
A  nd  let  the  mngels  bear  it 

R  eaowtt'd  Astrea,  that  great  name* 
E  sceedmg  great  in  wenh  and  lame, 
G  real  worth  hath  aa  raoaaii'd  it, 

I I  is  Astrea'k  name*!  praise, 

Kow  then,  sweet  lark,  do  thou  it  raise, 
A  nd  in  high  Heaven  vstonnd  it. 


BXMSTYt 

TO  THB  NICllTniOAII. 

£▼*■¥  rngfat  lioiA  ev'n  to  mom, 
L  ore's  chorister  amid  the  thorn 
I  •  now  so  sweet  a  singer, 
8  o  sweet,  as  for  her  song  I  scorn 
A  poHo's  ToiGe  and  finger. 

B  at  nightingale,  sith  yon  delight 
E  ver  to  watch  t}ie  starry  night, 
T  ell  all  the  stars  of  Hearen, 
H  esTdo  never  had  a  star  so  bright, 
A 8  DOW  toEarth  is^ven. 

B  oyal  Astrea  makes  our  day 
R  temal  with  her  beams,  nor  Quy 

0  roBB  darkness  overoome  her; 

1  now  perceire  why  some  do  write, 
N  0  oonntiy  hath  so  short  a  night,    ' 
A  s  Bngland  hath  in  .summer. 


HYMNVIL 

90  TBI  ROSS. 

E  n  of  the  garden,  queen  of  flowers 

L  ore'i  cQp  wherein  ffe  nectar's  pow  Yi, 

I  ngmdei*d  first  of  nectar  : 

S  veetnane-child  of  the  spring's  young  honrs, 

A  ad  beauty's  ftur  character; 

B  le«'dje«4  that  the  Earth  doth -wear, 
E  'ea  vheo  the  brave  young  Sun  dmws  near. 
To  her  hot  love  pretending; 
H  imself  likeeise  like  form  doCh  bear, 
A  t  riiiBg  end  descending. 

B  QM  of  the  quean  oTIove  belov*d; 
^nslaod's  great  kings  divinely  mov'd, 
«  we  roses  in  their  banner ; 
a  sbowVI  that  beauty's  rose  indeed, 
^  ov  in  this  age  should  them  succeed, 
A  odreifDiD  more  tireet  mauer. 


HTMN  Tlir^ 


TO  au.  ivg  nttncBS  or  loaon. 

E  oaon,  the  Earth's  sweet  paradise : 
L  et  all  thy  kiiigs  that  would  be  wise, 
f  n  politic  devotion, 

5  ail  hither  to  obserre  her  eye^ 
A  nd  malt  her  heav'nly  motion. 

B  rave  princess  of  this  civil  age, 
£  nter  into  th&  pilgrimage : 
T  his  saint*k  tongne's  an  oracle, 
H  er  eye  hath  made  a  prince  a  page, 
A  nd  works  each  day  ^  minicla.. 

R  aise  but  your  kioks  to  her,  and  see 
£  'en  the  true  beams  of  majesty,     « 

6  reat  princes,  mark  her  duly ; 
I  f  all  the  world  you  do  survey, 

N  •  forehead  qneads  so  bright  a  ray, 
A  ad  notes  a  prince  m  truly. 


£  mnass  of  ilow'rs,  tell  whew  away 

L  ies  your  sweet  court  this  May, 

1  n  Greenwich  garden  alleys: 

S  ince  there  the  heav'nly  pow'n  do  ^y 

A  nd  haunt  no  other  valleys. 

B  eanty,  Virtue,  Biajttty, 
B  loqoent  Moses,  throe  times  three^ 
T  he  new  fresh  Hours,  and  Qraces, 
H  ave  pleasure  in  this  place  to  be, 
A  hove  all  other  places. 

R  oees  and  lilies  did  them  draw, 
£  re  they  divine  Astraa^w, 

0  ay  flow'rs  they  sougbt  for  pleasure : 

1  nstead  of  gath'ring  orowns  of  flow*!*, 
N  ow  gather  they  Astrea^s  dowen, 

A  nd  bear  to  liear*n  that  treaanm. 


HYMNX. 

TO  TBB  inmni  or  sbfrm ssa. 

£  Aoi  month  hath  praise  m  some  degree  $ 
h  et  May  to  others  seem  to  be 
I  n  sense  the  sweetest  season ; 

5  eptember  thou  art  best  to  me. 
And  best  doth  please  my  reason. 

B  ut  neilher  for  thy  ooni  nor  #ifie 

£  ztol  I  those  mild  days  of  thine, 

1*  hough  com  and  wine  might  praise  thee, 

H  eav'n  gives  thee  honour  more  divine, 

A  nd  higher  fortunes  raise  thee. 

R  enown'd  airt  thou  (sweet  month)  for  tUs, 
E  mong  thy  days  her  birth-day  is, 

6  race.  Plenty,  Fence,  and  Honour, 
f  n  one  fair  hour  witb  her  were  bom, 
K  ow  since  they  still  her  crown  ador% 
A  nd  still  attend  upon  her.    . 
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OAfflSrS  POBHI. 


.fiYMNXt 

B  rt  of  the  world,  fixwUni  of  ItgH 
L  ifie  of  day,  »ad  dooth  of  tugfat» 
I  hombly  seek  thy  kindness : 
S  weet,  dazzle  not  my  fecWe  sights 
A  nd  strike  me  not  with  Uiadness. 

B  ehold  me  mildly 'irom  tb^tfhce, 
B  *en  where  thou  now  dost  ran  Chy  racfv 
T  be  sphere  where  now  thou  turnout ; 
H  ^viog  like  Phaotoo  chang*d  thy  plaoo, 
A  nd  yet  hearu  only  bwMst 

R  ed  in  her  ri||ht  cheek  tho«  dut  rise, 
£  xalted  after  in  her^^yes, 
G  reat  g!ory  there  thon  showest: 
I'  n  th*  other  cheek  when  thoa  dei 
N  ew  redness  onto  it  thon  lendesly 
4  nd  so  thy  round  thoa  goesb 


HYMN  XII. 

TO  «ia  pionnue. 

E  rniBifi  wM  his  awleoity, 

L  itUe  his  skill  that  finished  thee; 

1  am  asham'd  and  sorry, 

S  o  dull  her  ooaiitcrMt  shooM  bc^ 

A  od  she  so  full  of  glory. 

B  nt  here  are  cok>ur9  red  «id  wfiite, 
E  ach  line  andeadli  (Iroportiaa  rig bt ; 
*C  hese  lines,  this  red  and  whiteness, 
H  aTC  wanting  yet  a  life  and  ligl^, 
A.majesty^  and  brightness. 

R  nde  ooonterfeit,  I  then  did  ert, 
E  'en  now  when  I  wonld  Reeis  iafer 
O  reat  boldhess  in  thy  mstar : 
i  did  mistake,  be  was  aot  bold, 
N  or  durst  his  eyes  her  eyes  befaoM, 
A  nd  this  made  him  mistake  her. 


HYMKXHL 
or  ani  Mm*. 


E  4m.  W9W  idleo,  my  favish'd 

L  ifted  to  Heaven  sets  thee  at  wught; 

I  nflnite  is  my  loogiqg, 

S  eorets  of  angels  to  be  taught,  , 

A  nd  thmgs  to  HeaVa  bekmgmf- 

9  roaght  down  fir^  aea7%  of  aagels  ki«^ 

E  ▼*n  now  I  do  adnme  her  oiied, 

T  his  is  my  cootemplatioo, 

H  er  dear  fweet  spirit  whiob  i#  rfio'dy 

A  hove  human  creation. 

R  ich  sua  beam  of  th'  eteieei  Kght, 
E  xcellent  soul,  how  shall  I  writt| 

0  ood  angels  make  me  able; 

1  cannot  see  but  by  year  eye, 

N  or,  bat  by  .yttuttoiigae^  tigwfy 
A  thbag  so  admirable.     • 


or  m  sim-MMss  or  ma  Mpii» 

E  ijCBBDDio  glorioos  is  this  star, 
'L  et  us  behqld  her  bMms  afisr 
I  n  a  side  line  reflected; 

5  ight  bears  thenvJiot,  when  aeer  they  WDib 
A  nd  in  right  lines  direpted. 

B  ehokl  hei;ui  her  TtftaeFs  beams» 
E  xtending  si|a*Uke  to  all  realms ; 
T  he  Sun  none  views  too  nearly  t 
H  er  well  of  goo^Bcm  in  tbese  streams, 
A  ppears  right  well  aiid  demiy. 

R  adiant  Tirtaea»  if  foor  ligiit 

£  nfee)>le  thejbestjudfmeat's  sight, 

6  feat  splendour  ahom  meesme 

1  s  in  the  mind,  from  whence  yoa  |tow  t 
N  o  wit  may  bane  aeeem  to  know^ 
A  nd  view  so  bright  a  tnsameeu         .  • 


HYMN  XY. 


E  Tt  of  thft  mind  most  quick  end  cleat; 
L  ike  Heaven's  eye  which  ftom  his  iphei# 

I  nto  all  things  pryeth, 

S  ees  through  all  things  ev'ry  wheee^ 
A  nd  all  their  natures  triath. 

B  right  image  of  jeo  aagel*s  wit, 
E  xceedjng  sherp  ^ad  swift  like  it» 
T  kings  instantly  disoenmig: 
H  aving  a  natu}«  inflnite, 
A  nd  yet  increasM  by  leeminf. 

R  ebound  upon  thyself  thy  Kght, 
£  njoy  thine  own  sweet  preeioiis  sight 
O  ive  tis  but  some  refleetsos; 

I I  is  enough  for  as  if  we, 
N  ow  in  her  speech,  now  policy, 
A  dmire  thine  high  | 


HYMN  XY(. 

fSPHtaWlLt. 

£  Tza  weD  afieeled  win, 

L  OTing  goodness,  teething  ill, 

I  nestimable  treasure ! 

S  inee  snoh  a  power  bath  power  to  spill, 

A  nd  save  us  at  her  pl« 


B  e  thou  oor  law,  sweet  will,  and  say, 

£  T'n  «wliat  thoa  wilt^  we  will  obey 

This  law;  if  I  could  read  it, 

H  erefai  woold  f  spend  nighl  and  day. 

Andstadysta^topl«Ml&. 

R  oyal  free-will,  and  ooly  llnee, 
E  ach  other ,will  is  stave  to  thee; 

0  lad  b  each  will  to  serve  thee: 

1  n  thee  such  princely  pow*Ts  is  seen, 
N  o  spirit  but  takes  thee  for  her  queen, 
A  nd  thinks  she  most  obeerve  thee. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


HYMN  XVir. 


HYMNS  OF  ASnUBA. 


i03 


£  KnuirT  jewek  vDvId  yoa  see. 
L  ordy  Isdiei  cdme  with  mo^ 
I  will  (tor  love  I  ove  you) 
S  bov  yon  M  rich  a  treatury, 
A  t  eaat  or  west  can  ibow  yoo. 

B  ebold,  if  yoa  can  judge  of  it, 

E  T'n  that  great  itoie-bouse  of  her  wit, 

T  hat  beantiliil  hiige  table, 

H  er  memory,  wherein  it  writ 

A  U  knowledge  admirable, 

R  ad  this  fair  book,  and  yoQ  thnU  laara 

EiqaisiteskOI;  If  you  discern, 

G  ain  HeaVn  by  this  discerning; 

I D  such  a  raeoMiry  divine, 

N  store  di4  fitrm  the  Muses  nine, 

A  nd  Psilas,  ^iieen  of  learning* 


HY9IN  XVIIL 


E 

Look  on  thyself  with  judging  eyc» 

I  f  aogfat  be  fanHy,  leave  it: 

So  delicate  a  fisiitiMy 

A  f  this,  will  straight  peeaaive  it. 


B  eeame  her  temper  is  so  Aoe^ 
£  ndow'd  with  harmenies  divine  \ 
T  berefoie  if  discord  strike  it, 
H  er  tme  proportions  do  repine^* 
Andadlydomislikeit. 

R  ight  otherwise  a  pleasure  sweet, 
B  'er  she  takes  in  actions  meet^ 
G  radng  with  smiles  sneh  meetnew ; 
I B  her  fiur  ibrehead  beams  appear, 
N  0  simioier*s  day  is  half  sD  clear, 
A  dom'd  with  half  thai! 


HYMN  XDC 

OP  TBI  oasAMs  or  na 

B  <:iir«»ftshe  is,  and  her  bright  mya 
L  ie  Qoder  veils,  yet  many  ways 
I  s  her  Ciir  form  ivvealedi 
S  he  dhrenely  henelf  conveys, 
A  nd  csanoi  be  bonoealed. 

B  y  ioBinunerits  her  pow'ra  mwar 
E  xceediogiy  well  tnn*d  and  clear : 
Thislote  is  itill  in  measnra, 
H  oUb^  in  too^  e^  iake  a  spheiw, 
A  nd  yields  the  world  sweet  pleasure. 

Resolve  me,  Muse,  how  this  thing  is, 

^KAbodyliketotbv 

G  sve  Hetv*B  to  earthly  cieatore  ? 

I  am  but  fond  this  doubt  to  make, 

N  « <kMbt  the  angels  bodies  Uke, 

A  bore  c 


HYMN 


OV  m  PASSIOW  OP  UA  mAIT. 

E  juMfHE  not  th'  MHcrotable  heart, 

L  ight  Muse  of  her,  though  she  in  part 

I  mpart  it  to  the  sotgect; 

S  earch  not,  although  from  Heav'n  thou  art, 

A  nd  this  an  heav*nly  obje^ 

B  nt  since  she  hath  n  heart,  we  know, 
E  re  some  passions  thence  do  iow, 
T  hongh  ever  ruled  with  honour  ; 
H  er  judgment  reigns,  they  wait  below, 
A  nd  fix  their  e^es  upoq  lier. 

R  eetifsr*d  so,  th|^  in  their  kind 
E  ncrease  eaeh  virtue  of  her  mind, 

0  ovem*d  with  mild  tranquillity ; 

1  n  all  the  region  under  Heav'n, 
K  o  state  doth  bear  itself  so  even, 
A  nd  with  so'  sweet  fiu^ility. 


HYMN  XXL 

OP  TBI  iimuMiBABu  vumns  OP  an  Miirn. 

E  SB  thou  proceed  in  them  sweet  pains 
L  earn,  Muse,  how  many  drops  it  rains 
I  n  cold  and  moist  December;  , 
S  nm  up  May  floai'if,  and  Ai^gtist*s  grains, 
A  nd  grapes  of  wM  September. 

B  ear  the  sea*s  sand  in  menoiy, 
E  arth's  gnus,  and  the  stars  in  the  sky, 
T  he  little  moats  which  mounted, 
H  ang  iu  the  beams  of  Pbosbus!  eye^ 
A  nd  never  can  he  counted. 

R  ecount  the^e  nnnbeiv  niunberlev, 
£  re  thou  her  virtue  can  express, 
G  reat  witr  this  count  will  cumber. 
I  nstruct  thyself  in  numb'rii^  schools; 
N  ow  courtiers  ^  to  be^;  for  lbol% 
A  11  such  1 


HYMNXXiL 

OPW 


E  AOLB-ey*d  WiBdom,  Iife*k  lond-ttar, 
L  ookiog  near  on  things  afiir  1 
I  ove's  best  belov*d  daughter^ 
S  hows  to  her  spirit  all  that  are, 
A  s  Jove  himself  hath  taughl;  her. 

fi  y  this  straight  mle  she  rectifies 

E  ach  thought  that  in  her  heart  doth  rise^ 

T  his  is  her  clear  true  mirror,/ 

H  er  looking-glass,  wherein  she  spies 

A  n  forms  of  truth  and  enrour. . 

R  ight  princely  virtue  fit  to  fdgn, 
E  nthroniz*d  in  her  spirit  remain^. 

0  uidmg  our  fortunes  ever ; 

1  f  we  this  star  once  cease  to  see, 

N  o  doubt  our  sUte  will  shlpwjeck'd  be, 
A  nd  toni  and  sunk  for  ever*. 
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HYMN  XXIII. 

OPHix  JOtncB. 

E  *xiL*D  Astrea*8  come  again, 
L  o  here  the  dolh  all  things  inaint«iii 
I  n  number,  weight,  and  measare  t 
S  he  roles  us  w|th  delightful  pain, 
A  nd  ve  obey  with  pleasure. 

B  y  lov«  she  rules  more  than  by  law, 
£  'ea  her  great  mercy  breedeth  awe ; 
T  his  is  her  sword  and  sceptre; ' 
H  erewith  she  hearts  did  ever  draw, 
A  nd  this  guard  e^er  kept  her. 

R  eward  doth  sit  in  her  right  hand, 
£  ach  virtue  thence  takes  her  garland 

0  ather'd  in  hooour*s  garden : 

1  n  her  left  hand  (wherein  should  be 
N  aught  but  the  sword)  sits  clemency, 
A  nd  conquers  vice  with  p^rdoii. 


HYMN  XXIV. 
or  RER  MJMauHiM  rrr. 

E  v*v  as  her  state,  so  is  her  mind, 
L  ifted  above  ^  vulgar  kind, 
1 1  traads  proud  Fortune  under; 
S  un-like  it  sits  above  the  wind, 
A  bove  the  itonns  and  thunder. 

B  rave  spirit,  large  heart,  admiring  nought, 
£  steeming  eacli  thmg  as  it  ought, 
T  hat  swelleth  not,  nor  shrinketh : 
H  OQOur  is  always  in  her  thought, 
A  nd  of  great  things  she  thinketh. 

R  ocks,  pillars,  and  Heaven*s  axle-tree, 
E  xemplify  her  constancy ; 
'  O  reat  changes  never  change  hqr  i 
I  n  her  sea  fears  «re  wont  to  rise, 
|f  ature  permits,  virtue  denies, 
A  nd  scorns  the  face  of  danger. 


HYMN  XkV. 

OF  ma  MODBMTIOy. 

E  nmss  of  kingdoms  though  she  be, 
L  arger  is  her  sov'reignty, 
I  f  she  herself  do  govern ;  , 
S  ubject  unto  herself  is  she, 
A  nd  of  herself  true  sovereign. 

B  eanty's  crown  though  she  do  wear, 
£  xaited  hnto  Fortune's  chair, 
T  hron*d  like  the  queen  of  pleasure  t 
H  er  virtues  still  possess  her  ear, 
A  nd  coonselher  to  measure. 

R  eason,  if  she  inoafnate  were, 

£  v*n  Reason's  self  could  never  bear 

0  reatness  with  moderation ; 

1  n  her  one  temper  still  is  seen, 
N  o  liberty  olaims  she  as  queen, 
A  nd  fthowi  no  flteration. 


HYMNXXVL 


B  mrr,  go  weep;  my  Muse  and  I 
L  angh  thee  to  scorn,  thy  feeble  eye 
I  s  dazaled  with  the  glory 
S  hining  in  this  gay  poesy, 
Anid  little  golden  story. 

B  ehold  how  my  proud  qnill  doth  fhed 

E  temal  nectar  on  her  head: 

T  he  pomp  of  coronation . 

H  ath  not  such  pow'r  her  &me  to  spread, 

A  s  this  my  sdmiratkiB. 

R  espect  my  pen  as  free  and  frank,    ' 

E  xpecting  not  reward  nor  thi^k, 

G  reat  wonder  only  moves  it ; 

I  never  made  it  mercenary, 

N  or  should  my  Muse  this  burthen  carry 

A  s  hir'd  but  that  she  loves  it. 


ORCHESTRA; 

on, 

A  POBBt  BXPRBtSlMG  THE  AMTIQUirT  AVD  BX^ 
CBLL^NCY  OF  DAMCINO. 

IN  A  tflALOGUS  BBTWEEV  PSNELOPE  AKD  OKB  OF  HXX 
WOOE99. 


Notjmisktd. 


TO 

THE  PRINCE. 


Sir,  whatsoever  yop  are  pleased  to  do, 
It  is  yoor  special  praise,  that  you  are  bent. 

And  sadly  set  yoor  princely  mind  thereto: 
Which  makei  you  in  each  thing  ao  eBceHeat. 

Henlce  is  it,  that  yoo  came  so  soon  to  be 
A  man  at  arms,  in  ev'ry  point  aright ; 

The  fiiirest  flowV  of  noble  chivalry ; 
And  of  taint  George's  band,  the  bravest  knight. 

And  hence  it  is,  that  all  your  yonthfiil  train 
In  activenesa,  and  grace,  you  do  excel. 

When  yon  do  cottrtly  dancings  entettain. 
Then  dancing's  praise  may  be  presented  weO. 

To  you,  whose  aietlon  adds  more  praiie^tlieretQ, 
Than  all  the  Mnsei  ffith  tbdr  pens  can  do. 
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ORCHESTRAS 

A  FOBM  ON  DAHCIIf6^ 

Whiu  Uvfis  tbe  man  tliat  nerer  yet  did  bear 
Of  chasu  Peiiel<^,  Ulysses*  qoeen? 
Who  kept  her  faith  anspotted  twenty  year, 
Tdl  he  retam'd  that  far  away  bad  been. 
And  many  men,  and  maoy  towns  bad  seen : 
T«i  year  at  siege  of  Troy  be  ling'rmg  Jay, 
And  ten  ye^  m  the  midland  sea  did  stray. 

Homer,  to  whom  the  Mnscs  did  carouse 
A  great  deep  cttp  with  heavlily  nectar  fill'd. 
The  greate^  deepest  cup  in  JoTe*s  great  house, 
(For  Jove  himself  had  so  expressly  willNi) 
He  drank  off  all,  nor  let  one  drop  be  spill'd ; 
Snce  when,  his  brain  that  had  before  been  dry. 
Became  the  well-cpring  of  all  poetry. 

Homer  doth  tell  in  his  abundant  verse. 

The  Img  I^hbrfoos  trav^b  of  the  man, 

And  of  his  lady  too  he  doth  rehearse, 

How  she  inodes  with  all  tbe  art  8h$  can, 

Th'  angrsteTal  lore  which  other  lords  begftn : 

For  of  her  lord,  iaise  fame  bad  long  since  sworn, 

That  Neptune's  monsters  had  his  carcass  torn.  . 

All  this  he  tells,  bat  one  thing  he  Ibrgot, 
One  thing  most  worthy  his  eternal  song. 
But  he  was  old,  and  blind,  and  saw  it  not. 
Or  else  he  thonght  he  should  UlySses  wrong. 
To  m'mgle  it  his  tragic  acts  among : 
Yet  was  there  not  in  all  tbe  world  of  things, 
A  sweeter  buitben  for  his  Muse's  wings. 

The  comtly  love  Antinons  did  make, 
^Unous  that  fresh  and  jolly  knight, 
;^ich  of  tbe  gaUanU  that  did  undertake 
To  *)li  the  widow,  had  most  wealth  and  might, 
Wit  to  persoado,  and  beauty  to  delight. 
JM ccurtJy  lore  be  made  unto  the  queen, 
»XD«r  fwgnt  as  if  it  had  not  been. 

Sing  then  Terpsichore,  my  light  Muse  sing 

n»s  geoUe  art,  and  cunning  courtesy : 

Yoo,  lady,  can  remember  ev'ry  thing, 

f*  yon  are  daughter  of  queen  Memory  j 

Bot  iiDg  a  plain  and  easy  melody  : 

^«  the  soft  mean  that  warbleth  but  the  ground, 

10  my  mde  ear  doth  yield  tbe  sweetest  sound. 


Sir  John  Harrington  has  writ  an  epigram  in 
?;w>«»^tion  of  this  poem.  See  the  2d  Book, 
W  W,  ai  the  end  of  his  Thinslation  of  Ariosto's 
^»o*JFarioso,fbHo. 

JJ.w  »  great  pity,  «nd  to  he  lamented  by  the 
poetjcal  world,  that  so  very  ingenious  a  poem 
*^'?J^  ^  unfinished,  or,  what  is  more  likely, 
«Lui  *"'*^*^  pert  riiouM  be  lost;  for  m  all 
P™«whtybe  completed  it,  being  written  in  his 
tkiS^^^  Eli«abeth»8  reign, ««  appean  ton 


One  only  night's  dlseoiirse  I  can  report, 

When  the  great  torch-bearer  of  Heav^  was  gone 

Down  in  a  mask  unto  tbe  Ocean's  contt. 

To  revel  it  with  Thetis  all  alone; 

AntinoQs  disguised  and  unknown. 

Like  to  the  spring  in  gaudy  ornament. 

Unto  the  castle  of  the  prince 


Tbe  sov'reign  castle  of  the  rocky  isle. 
Wherein  Penelope  the  princess  lay. 
Shone  with  a  thousand  lamps,  which  did  eaciie 
The  shadows  dark,  and  tum'd  the  night  to  day. 
Not  ^ove*s  blue  tent,  what  time  tbe  sunny  ray 
Behind  the  bulwark  of  the  Earth  aetires, 
b  seen  to  sparkle  with  more  twinkling  flrei. 

That  night  the  queen  ^me  forth  from  for  within. 

And  in  the  presence  of  her  court  was  seen  j 

For  theiBweet  singer  Phemins  did  begin 

To  praise  the  worthies  that  at  Troy  had  been ; 

Somewhat  of  her  Ulysses  she  did  weeni 

In  bis  gmve  hymn  tbe  heav'niy  man  i^ould  sing, 

Or  of  his  wan,  or  of  his  wandering. 

Piallas  that  hour  with  her  sweet  breath  divine 
Inspir'd  immortal  beauty  in  her  eyes. 
That  with  celestial  glory  she  did  shine. 
Brighter  than  Venus  when  she  doth  arise 
Out  of  the  waters  to  adorn  tbe  skies; 
Tbe  wooers  all  amazed  do  admire. 
And  check  their  own  presumptuous  desire. 

Only  Antinous;  when  at  first  he  viewM 

Her  star-bright  eyes  that  with  new  honour  shin*d. 

Was  not  dismay'd,  but  therewithal  renewed 

Tbe  nobleness  and  splcndoor  of  bis  mind ; 

And  as  he  did  fit  cirenmstanees  find. 

Unto  the  throne  he  boldly  did  advance, 

^>aA  with  £sir  manners  woo^d  the  qneen  to  dancer 

"  Goddess  of  women,  sith  ydnr  heav*nUneas 

Hath  now  voochsafd  itself  to  represent 

To  onr  dim  eyes,  which  though  they  see  tbe  less. 

Yet  are  they  bless'd  in  their  astpnisbment. 

Imitate  Heaven^  whose  beauties  excellent 

Are  in  continual  motion  day  and  night. 

And  move  thereby  more  wonder  and  delight* 

"  Let  me  the  mover  be,  to  tum'abont  i 

Those  gbrions  ornaments,  that  youth  and  love 
Have  fix'd  in  you,  ev*ry  pajrt  throogbout|^ 
Which  if  yon  will  in  timely  measure  move. 
Not  all  those  precious  gems  in  H^v'n  above 
Shall  yield  a  sight  more  pleasing  to  behold. 
With  all  their  turns  and  tracings  manifold." 

With  this  the  modest  princess  blush'd  and  smiPd 
like  to  a  clear  and  rosy  eventide  \ 
And  softly  did  return  this  answer  mild : 
'*  Fair  sir,  yon  needs  must  foirly  be  deoy*d. 
Where  your  demand  cannot  be  satisfy*d : 
My  feet  which  only  nature  taught  to  go. 
Did  never  yet  the  art  of  footing  know. 

*'  Bnt  why  perniade  yon  me  to  this  new  rage? 
(For  all  disorder  and  misrule  is  new) 
For  such  misgovernment  in  former  age 
Onr  oM  divine  forefathers  never  knew ; 
Who  if  they  liv'd,  and  did  tbe  follies  view 
Which  their  fond  nephews  make  their  chief  afbini, 
Wottld  hate  themielves  that  had  begot  such  hein.'^ 
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"  Sole  heir  ^virtoe  and  ofbeftvtgr  both, 
WheoeiB  cooieth  it/*  AiitiiiouB  replies, 
"  Thkt  yovr  imperious  virtue  is  so  loth 
To  grant  your  beauty  her  chief  exercise  ? 
Or  from  what  spring  doth  3^ur  opinion  ris^ 
That  dancing  is  a  frenzy  and  a  ragie^ 
First  known  and  us'd  in  this  new^fiingled  age  ? 

«<  Dsncmg'  (bright  lady)  then  beg«n  to  be, 
When  the.first  seeds  whereof  the  worid  did  spring, 
The  fti«,  air,  earth,  and  water  did  agree, 
By  Love'lB  persuasion,  Natore*^  mighty  king , 
To  leave  their  first  disMder'd  combating  j 
And  in  a  d^noe  such  measure  to  observe. 
As  all  the  worid  their  motion  should  pieserre. 

*'  Since  when  they  still  are  earried  in  a  covnd, 
Atad  changing  come  one  in  another's  place, 
Yet  do  they  neither  mingle  nor  confound. 
But  ev'ry  one  doth  ke^  the  bennded  space 
Wherein  the  danoe  doth  bid  it  turn  or  trace : 
Hiis  wondrous  miraole  did  l4>ve  devise* 
For  danetng  is  Love*s  proper  exercise. 

"  Like  this,  he  fnm'd  the  gods*  eternal  bow'r, 

Aqd  of  a  shapeless  and  confused  mass. 

By  his  through  piercing  and  digesting  powV, 

The  turning  vault  of  Heaven  formed  was : 

Whose  starry  wheels  he  hath  so  made  to  pass, 

M  that  their  movings  do  a  music  frame, 

And  they  themselves  still  dsjice  nnta  the  same. 

'<  Or  if  Ihie  (all)  which  roand  about  we  see^ 
(As  idle  l^lbqiheiia  aome  sick  brains  have  laught) 
Of  undivided  moles  eompdcted  be^ 
How  was  this  goodly  wclutactoire  wrougfai } 
Or  by  Irhak  nems  were  they  tegeliber  brought? 
They  err,  that  say  they  did  concur  by  cbanre, 
Love  made  them  meet  in  a  well  ofder'd  dance. 

«'  As  when  Atephite  with  his  ehavmiog  lyie 

Begot  so  sweet  a  syren  of  fbe  air. 

That  with  her  ihetc^c  iasade  the  stones  conspire 

The  ruin  of  a  city  to  rispair, 

(A  woi4c  ef  wit  and  reason's  wise  afUlir :) 

So  Ix>ve*s  smooth  tongue,  the  motes  such  measure 

taught 
That  they  join'd  hands^  and  so  the  worid  was 

wrought* 

'*  Ho#  justly  then  is  dancing  termed  new, 
Which  with  the  world  in  point  6f  time  (w^eon ; 
Yea  Time  itself,  f  whose  birth  Jove  never  knew, 
And  which  indeed  is  elder  than  the  Sun) 
Had  not  one  mo0ent-of  his  age  outrun, 
When  out  leapM  Dancmg  fhim  Ihe  heap  of  things, 
And  lightly  rode  upon  his  nimble  wings. 

'<  Reason  hath  both  her  pictures  in  her  treasure, 
Where  time  the  measure  of  all  moving  is  j 
And  dancing  is  a  moving  all  in  measure; 
Now  if  you  do  reeemble  that  to  this, 
And  thhik  both  one,  I  think  you  think  amiss : 
But  if  you  judge  them  twins,  together  got. 
And  Time  first  bom,  your  judgment  erreth  not. 


'  The  antiquity  of  dancio^ 


*'  Thus  doth  it  equal  age  with  ^e  i 

And  yet  in  lusty  youth  for  ever  flow'n, 

like  Love  his  sire,  whom  painters  make  «  boy. 

Yet  is  he  eldest  of  the  heavenly  pow*i«  ; 

Or  like  his  brother  Time,  wbqse  winged  hows 

Going  and  commg  will  not  let  him  di«w 

But  still  preserve  hip  hi  his  iafoacy/* 

This  said ;  the  queen  withher  sweet  lips,  divine, 
Gently  began  to  move  the  subtle  air. 
Which  gladly  yielding,  did  itself  incline 
To  tak^  a  shape  between  those  rubies  fair  ; 
And  being  formed,  softly  did  repair 
With  twenty  doublings  in  the  empty  way. 
Unto  Antinous'  ears,  and  thus  did  say : 

*<  What  e^e  doth  see  tha  Heav'n  but  doth  admire 

When  it  the  movings  of  the  Heav'ns  dotb  see? 

Myself,  if  I  to  Heav'n  may  once  aspire^ 

If  that  be  dancing,  will  a  dancer  be : 

But  as  for  this  your  frantic  jollity. 

How  it  began,  qr  whence  you  did  it  learn, 

I  never  could  with  reason's  eye  discern.'* 


Antino^s  answer'd :  *^  Jewel  of  tha  Berth, 
Worthy  you  are  that  heav'niy  dance  to  lead ; 
But  for  you  think  our  Dancing  base  of  birth. 
And  newly  bom  but  of  a  brain-sick  head, 
I  will  forthwith  his  antique  gentry  read  i 
And,  for^  love  him,  wilt  his  herald  b^ 
And  blaae  his  arnuii  and  draw  hia  pedigree^ 

«  When  Love  had  shap*d  tiiis  worid,  this  gr<at  ftir 

wight. 
That  all  wights  else  in  this  wide  wonb  oositaiiw, 
And  had  instructed  It  to  danee  siight ', 
A  thousand  measures  whh  a  tboossmd  strains. 
Which, it  shoidd  practise  with  dehgbtlol  pause. 
Until  fhat  fatal  instant  should  revolve. 
When  all  to  nothing  should  again  resolve. 

"  The  comely  order  and  propoitiod  fhir 
On  ev*ry  side^  did  please  his  wandering  eye. 
Till  glancing  through  the  thin  transparont  air, 
A  rude  dtsorderM  rout  he  did  espy 
Of  men  and  women,  that  most  spitefully 
Did  one  another  throng,  and  crowd  so  oore. 
That  his  kind  eye  in  pity  w^t  therefore. 

'*  And  swifter  than  the  lightning  down  be  came. 
Another  shapeless  chaos  to  digest. 
He  will  b^gin  another  world  to  frame, 
(For  Love  till  all  be  well  wUl  never  rest) 
Then  with  such  words  as  Cannot  be  express'd. 
He  cuts  the  troops,  that  all  asunder  fling. 
And  ere  they  wist,  he  casts  them  in  a  ring. 

"  Then  did  he  rarefy  the  element^ 

And  in  the  centre  of  the  ring  appear. 

The  beams  that  from  his  forehead  spreading  went^ 

Begot  an  horrour  ai|d  religious  fear 

In  all  the  souls  that  round  aboot  bim  were  s 

Which  in  their  ears  attentiveiiess  procures. 

While  hc^  with  such  like  soundSi  their  minds  allures. 


'  T^e  original  of  daocini^. 
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r«lMdloiifCiMaot\ 
Ht  Bmmo's  nobU  iqiiadroD  to  the  root  ? 
Or  ham  dKMiM  foa  that  have  the  goroniaiioe 
or  Natan*a  ckiUfCB,  Hcav*n  and  Sarth  thn»f h- 


f^T 


^NMrihe  thfla»  r«kt,  and  Kve  jFOunehrci without? 
Wtaj  ihoold  yimr  feUovihip  a  trquhki  hc^ 
fiaee  maa^  chief  pleasure  is  society  ? 

* '  If  soiae  hath  not  yet  taoght  you,  learn  of  mc 
A  coBMly  moderation  and  discreet, 
TUt  your  assemblies  may  well  order'd  be  s 
Wbci  ny  vnitiiig  pow'r  shall  malfe  you  meet, 
Wkh  beaT'nly  tnoes  it  shall  be  temperM  sweet; 
Aai  be  the  modd  of  the  world's  great  f^me, 
Ami  ycM  Eafth^s  ehildren,  Dancing  shall  it  name. 


[  tike  vsfU  hev  it  is  whfaled  foundy 
Aal  iir  it  ii  00  wrfaiffi'd,  is  named  to; 
h  wbose  large  wolome  many  rules  are  fsund 
or  this  nev  art,  wUoii  it  doth  fiurly  show: 
feyoor  4|nielL  eyes  in  waod'ring  to  and  (W> 
Fna  cast  to  west,  on  no  one  thing  eon  gianoe, 
Bttif  yott  Mark  it  weM,  it  ihmm  to  danoo. 

" '  Foit  yon  ase  fla*d  m  this  hnge  rnkfor  bhtr 
OTtsMMUiy  JlgMa*,  a  number  nomberlofs; 
RxUihagr  aaa  JUMnVl,  bnt  «ith  a  name  nntnim 
F«  they  aIl-8Miva»  and  ia  a  doMie  eapiess 
nat  p«a  lt«g  Tear  that  doth  oootain  no  km . 
TVsa  thuaspsin  hnndwdi  of  those  years  in  all,. 
Which  tha  9m  milfnnrlth  his  flovrse  natnivl. 

■"  WM  if  to  jon  theee  fppria  disordered  seem, 
Jt7by  ehaooe  they  had  been  scatter'd  there? 
The  gods  a  solopn  meafure  do  it  deem, 
iadsseajastpcopOftiMiev'ry  where, 
Aad  knowthepomts  whence  first  their  oiovings  were ; 
To  v^ieh  tet  poipts  when  all  return  again, 
2W  asda-tree  of  flea^^n  shall  break  in  twain^ 

"  *  O^er  that  spancled  sky,  five  wandering  flames  *, 
isnla  Uie  king  of  day,  and  oneen  of  night, 
Jm  wheePd  aromid,  all  in  their  sondry  frames, 
'And  ■!  ia  Mindiy  measmes  do  dellgnt, 
Ytt  ahoi^etbef  ke^  no  measnie  right : 


For  ^  rtself,  each  doth  itself  advanqe, 
And  if  itaeif,  eadi  doth  a  gafliard  daooe^ 

*' Vcnas,  the  mother  of  that  bastard  Lore, 
^niehdgth  usurp  the  worldls  great  marshal*^  name, 
Jmiii^  the  Sun  her  dainty  feet  doth  move, 
Aadoriblim  dodi  all  the  gestures  frame: 
Hov  sftar,  now  albve,  the  iatt*ring  dame, 
WkJi  dhcrs  enmnng  poasafpes  doth  err, 
SiiM  Mil  reipecting  that  respects  not  her. 

*"  Vor  that  heave  San  the  father  of  the  day, 
Ihlh  lore  th»  ^arth,  the  mother  of  the  night, 
iarf  iihe  a  reveller  in  rich  array 
Ihihteee  UH  gafliard  in  hb  leman's  sight 
B«hlaek,  and  fcrth,  and  sideway*  paanng  light, 
Bnpriaeely  grace  doth  so  the  gods  amace, 
TW  al>  stand  stiU  and  at  his  beanty  gaae. 


'  The  ipee^  of  Ii>ve,  penoadiog  men  to  learn 

*  Sy  the  ofderly  nwtiOB  of  the  fiied  stats. 
•Ofihtr»— 


<*  <  Bnteee  the  Earth,  ivheo  he  approadheth  near. 
How  she  for  joy  doth  spring,  and  sweetly  smiley 
But  see  again  her  sad  and  heavy  cheer 
When  changing  pku^es  he  retires  a  while ; 
But  those  black  clouds  he  shortly  will  exiles 
And  make  them  all  before  his  presence  fly. 
As  misu  consuip'd  before  his  chesrfol  eyOi 

*<<  Who  doth  noe  see  the  measores  of  the  Moon, 

Which  thirteen  times  she  danceth  ev*ry  year? 

And  ends  her  pavin«  tbirleen  times  as  soon 

As  doth  her  bfother,  of  whose  golden  Imir 

She  borroweth  part  and  preodly  doth  it  wear: 

Then  doth.she  eoyly  tvrn  hffir  face  asMe, 

That  half  her  cheek  baoaree  sometiaMe  dasery'd. 

"  Next  her,  the  pure,  subtle,  and  cleansing  fire  ' 
Is  swiftly  carried  in  a  circle  even: 
Though  Valcan  he  proboonc'd  by  many  a  Hair 
The  only  halting  god  that  dwells  in  Heav'n : 
But  that  foul  name  may  be  more  fitly  giv'n 
To  your  false  fire,  tliat  far  fh>m  Heav'n  is  fall. 
And  doth  consume,  waste,  spoil,  disorder  all. 

"'  And  now  behold  your  tender  noise  the  air*. 
And  common  aeighhoar  that  aye  runs  aroond, 
How  many  pi^ures  and  impcessioiis  fiufr 
Withio  her  empty  regions  are  there  found. 
Which  to  your  asoses  dancing  do  piopoond : 
For  what  ars  breath,  ^eech,  eehoes,  music,  winds, 
But  dfABtogi  of  the  air  in  sundry  kinds  ? 

<'«  Fmt  w4Ma  yon  bveadie,  tha  air  in  order  moves. 
How  in^  now  ant,  in  time  and  measure  true ; 
And  when  you  speak,  so  well  she  dancing  loves. 
That  doubling  oft,  and  oft  redeublhig  new, 
With  flMMSsand  forms  she  dolh  hesietf  endno. 
For  all  the  words  that  from  your  Itps  impair. 
Are  naught  but  trioks  and  tntmigi  of  the  air» 

*< '  Hence  is  her  pmttling  daughter  Echo  bom. 
That  dances  to  an  voices  she  can  hear : 
There  is  do  sound  so  harsh  that  she  doth  scon^ 
Nor  any  thne  wherein  she  will  forbear 
The  airy  pavemeot  with  her  feet  to  wear  t 
And  yet  her  hearing  sense  is  nothing  quick. 
For  after  time  she  endeth  ev'ry  tric£ 

•«  •  j^  thou,  sweet  music,  dancing's  only  lifo. 
The  ear's  sole  happiness,  the  air's  best  speedy 
Loadstone  of  fellowship,  charming  rod  of  strife. 
The  soft  mind's  paradise,  the  sick  mind's  leech. 
With  thine  own  toogue  thou  trees  and  stones  can 

teach. 
That  woen  the  air  doth  dance  her  finest  measure. 
Then  art  thou  bom  the  gods*  and  men's  sweet  plea- 


'* '  Lastly,  where  keep  the  winds  their  revelry. 
Their  violent  taroingst  and  wild  whirling  hajrs? 
But  in  the  air's  translucent  gaHery  ? 
Where  she  herself  is  tumM  a  handled  ways. 
While -with  thcne  mashers  wantonly  aba  plays ; 
Yet  in  this  misrale,  they  such  rale  embrace, 
As  two  at  once  encumber  not  the  place. 


Ofthefim       •Oftbfiur. 
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*  *  If  then  fire,  air,  waiid*ring  and  fixed  Iiglits 
Ib  ev'iy  pnyvince  of  the  ioiperial  sky, 
Yield  peifsct  forms  of  dancio;  to  your  sights, 
In  vaio  I  teach  the  ear,  that  which  the  eye 
With  certain  view  already  doth  descry. 
But  for  yoiir  eyes  perceive  not  all  they  see. 
In  this  I  will  your  senses  master  be. 

«<*  For  lo  the  Sea*  that  fieeU  about  the  land. 
And  like  a  girdle  clips  her  soKd  waist. 
Music  and  measure  both  doth  understand : 
For  his  great  crystal  eye  is  always  cast 
Up  X/t>  the  Moon,  and  on  her  fixed  fast: 
And  as  she  danceth  is  her  pallid  sphere^ 
So  daooeth  he  about  the  centre  here. 

"  *  Sometimes  his  proud  green  waves  in  order  set. 

One  after  other  flow  unto  the  shore, 

MThich  when  they  have  with  many  kisses  wet^ 

They  ebb  away  in  order  as  before; 

And  to  make  known  bis  courtly  love  the  more, 

He  oft  doth  lay  aside  his  three-fork*d  mace, 

And  with  his  arms  thctim'rous  Earth  embrace. 

^  *  Only  the  Earth  doth  stand  for  ever  still. 
Her.  rocks  remove  not,  nor  her  mountains  meet, 
(Ahhough  some  wits  enricfa'd  with  learning^  skill 
Say  Ileav'n  stands  firm,  and  that  thelSarth  doth 

fleet. 
And  swiftly  tnmeth  underneath  their  feet) 
Yet  though  the  Earth  is  ever  stadfast  seen. 
On  her  broaSi  breast  hath  dancmg  ever  hew. 

"'For  those  bine  veiw  that  Humgh  her  body  spread. 
Those  sapphire  streams  which  from  great  hills  do 

(The  Earth's  great  dugs ;  for  ev'ry  wight  is  M 
With  sweet  fresh  moisture  from  them  issuing) 
Observe  a  danoe  in  their  wild  wand'riog: 
And  still  their  daaoe  begets  a  murmur  sweet. 
And  still  the  murmur  with  the  dance  doth  meet. 

•<  *  Of  all  their  ways  I  love  Meander's  oath. 
Which  to  the  tune  of  dying  swans  doth  dance. 
Such  winding  slights,  such  turns  and  cricks  he  hath. 
Suck  creaks,  such  wrenches,  and  such  dalliance  } 
That  whether  it  be  hap  or  heedless  chance. 
In  this  indented  couite  and  wriggling  play 
He  seems  to  dance  a  perfect  cunning  hay. 

'  *  But  wherefore  do  these  streams  fot  ever  run  ? 
To  keep  themselves  fbr  ever  sweet  and  clear : 
For  let  their  everlastnig  course  be  done^ 
They  straight  corrupt  and  foul  with  mud  appear. 
O  ye  sweet  nymphs  that  beauty*8  loss  do  fear. 
Contemn  the  drugs  that  physic  doth  devise. 
And  learn  of  Love  this  dainty  exercise* 

"  *  See  how  those  flowVs  that  haVe  sweet  beauty  too, 
(The  only  jewels  that  the  Earth  doth  wear". 
When  the  young  Sqn  in  bravery  her  doth  woo) 
As  oft  as  the^  the  whistling  wind  do  hear. 
Do  wave  their  tender  bodies  here  and  there; 
And  though  tbeir  dance  no  perfect  measure  is. 
Yet  oftentiBies  their  music  makes  them  kiss. 


«  Of  the  sea. 
»  Of  the  riven. 
■'  Of  oUier  things  upon  the  Earth. 


DAVIfiS'S  POEMS. 

« '  What  makes  the  vine  aboat  the 


to  dance. 

With  turnings,  windings,  and  embracemeiits  rouad 
What  makes  the  loadstone  to  the  north  advance 
His  subtle  point,  as  if  from  thence  be  found 
His  chief  attracting  virtue  to  redound  ? 
Kind  Nature  first  doth  canse  all  things  to  love. 
Love  makes  them  danoe  and  in  Just  order  more. 

" '  Haik  bow  the  birds  donng,  and  mark  tbeo  boi 
Jump  with  the  modulation  of  their  lays. 
They  lightly  4eap,  and  sKip  from  boogh  to  bough 
Yet  do  the  cranes  deserve  a  greater  praiee 
Which  keep  such  measure  in  their  airy  vrajs» 
As  when  they  all  in  order  ranked  are,        ^ 
They  make  a  perfect  form  triangular^ 

"  Mn  the  chief  angle  flies  the  walddU  guide. 
And  all  the  folkiwen  their  heads  do  lay 
On  their  feregoeis*  back^  on  either  sida^ 
But  for  the  captain  hath  no  rest  to  stay 
His  head  fiNvearied  wkh  the  wiody  way. 
He  back  retires,  and  then  the  next  behiodj 
As  bis  lieutenant  leads  them  through  the  wind. 

^  <  But;»ffy  relate  I  ev*ry  singular  ? 

Sinee  a|l  the  world's  great  fortnaee  and  aflhirs 

Forward  and  backwani  rspp'd  and  whiiled  are^ 

According  to  the  music  of  the  spheres: 

And  Change  herself,  her  nunble  feet  upbeaca 

On  a  round  slippery  wheel  that  roUeth  ay. 

And  turns  all  states  with  her  imperioua  sway. 

«  '  Learn  then  to  dance,  you  that  are  priaoes  bore, 

And  lawful  lords  of  earthly  creatures  all ; 

Imitate  them;  and  therefore  take  no  scorn. 

For  this  new  art  to  them  is  natural 

And  imitate  the  stars  celestial : 

For  when  pale  Death  your  vital  twist  shall  sever, 

Your  better  parts  must  dance  ^ith  them  for  ever.' 

"  Thus  Love  persuades,  and  all  the  crowd  of  mea 
That  stands  around  doth  make  a  mumormg : 
A3  when  the  wmd  loes'd  from  his  hollow  den,        I 
Among  the  trees  a  gentle  bese  doth  sing. 
Or  as  a  brook  through  pebbles  waadeiiagt  I 

But  in  their  looks  tbey  uttei'd  this  plain  speech, 
'  That  they  woukl  learo  to  danoe,  if  Love  wonll; 
teach  >^.'  I 


<<  Then  first  of  all  he  doth  demonstrate  plain 
The  motions  seven  that'  are  in  nalnre  found. 
Upward  and  downward,  forth,  aad  hack  again. 
To  this  side,  and  to  chat,  and  tumiag  round ''; 
Whereof  a  thousand  brawls  he  doth  compound. 
Which  he  doth  teach  unto  the  multitude. 
And  ever  with  a  turn  they  must  conclude* 

*'  As  when  a  nymph,  ariking  from  the  land, 
Leadeth  a  dance  wkh  her  lodg  watery  train, 
Down  to  the  sea,  she  wryes  to  every  hand. 
And  every  way  doth  cross  the  fertile  plain : 
But  when  at  last  she  frdls  into  the  main. 
Then  all  her  traverses  concluded  are. 
And  with  the  sea,  her  course  is  circular. 


"  How  Love  taught  men  to  dance* 
"  Bounds  or  coantry  daaoes. 
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rhiu  wbcD  fti  ftnt  tatt  had  tkett  inanliaUed, 
erst  be  did  the  sbapeloB  mass  of  things, 
taacbt  then  roaods  and  winding  bays  to  tread, 
I  sboot  trees  to  cast  ihemselTes  in  rings : 
the  two  Bears,  whom  the  first  mover  flings 
tb  a  short  ton  about  Heaven's  axle-tree, 
a  roond  dance  lor  ever  wbeeliDg  be. 


Bat  after  these,  as  men  more  civil  grew, 
did  more  grave  and  solemn  measures  frame  ^\ 
tth  such  hn  order  and  proportioa  trae» 
d  cOTrespoodcoce  ev'ry  way  the  same, 
ataofiuilt-fiDdinf  eye  did  ever  Uame. 
r  ev'ry  eye  was  moved  at  the  sight 
ith  aober  wood'ring,  and  with  sweet  delight. 

Kot  tbose  youD^  stndeols  of  the  heavenly  book, 

hs  the  gfcaft,  PiKNiMtheas  the  wlw, 

bicb  OD  the  siHs  did  aU  their  life-^ime  look, 

nid  ever  find  sncli  measure  in  the  akies^ 

full  of  change  and  rare  varietiei ; 

!t  all  thefeet  wberaon  thcae  meMoras  go^ 

«  only  spoodcea,  aoleam,  grave,  and  slow. 

SqI  for  more  diTerse  and  more  pleasing  show, 

fvift  and  wandering  dance '^  she  did  invent, 

1th  passages  mcerUin  to  and  fino, 

et  with  a  ccitatn  answer  and  consent 

)  the  quck  music  of  the  instmment. 

▼«  was  the  number  of  the  mustc*s  feet, 

^ch  stUl  the  dance  did  with  five  paces  meet 

&  lallant  dance,  that  lively  doth  bewray 

spirit  and  a  virtue  masculine, 

npatlem  that  her  house  on  Earth  should  stay 

toce  she  herself  is  fiery  and  divine: 

^  doth  die  make  her  body  upward  fine  ; 

Htb  lofty  tarns  and  capriols  in  the  ah*, 

Haeh  with  the  lusty  tunes  accordeth  Ihir. 

'  What  shall  1 1 

^  M  a  bripls  dactyl  loot  do  ra 

'W  by  the  gnoad  with  sliding  | ^^ 

^hereia  that  daneer  greatest  praise  hath  won 
^ich  with  best  order  can  all  orders  shun: 
w  CT'ry  vfaere  he  wantonly  must  range, 
^  tiVD,  and  wfaid,  with  unexpected  change. 

'  Vet  if  there  one  the  most  delightful  kind, 

Uofty  jumping,  or  a  leaping  roond  »*, 

J'bere  arm  in  arm,  two  dancers  are  entwin'd, 

ud  whirl  themselves  with  strict  embracemcnts 

bound, 
^  «1H  their  feet  ah  anapest  do  sound  : 
Jnwwpc*  is  all  their  miwic's.song. 
Whose  ftfst  two  feet  are  short,  and  thiid  is  long^ 

"As  the  rictorious  twins  of  Lada  and  Jove, 
JJ»^  tM^t  the  gpartana  daocing  on  the  sands, 
J^  swift  Eorotas,  dance  in  Heav'n  abofe. 
Kmtand  anited  with  eternal  hands; 
J;?°lS^«an  their  double  image  standi 
wntre  both  are  csrried  with  an  equal  paci^ 
'ogtther  jttmjrinj  in  their  turning  race. 


"Mea«,re^ 
.  CoDrantoss. 


»  Galliards. 
^  Lavoluas. 


'*  This  is  the  nflt  whereki  the  Smi%  bright  eye 
Venus  and  Man  entangled  did  behold. 
For  in  this  dance,  their  arms  they  so  employ. 
As  each  doth  seem  the  other  to  enfold: 
What  if  lewd  wits  another  tale  have  told 
Of  jealoos  Vulcan,  aud  of  iron  chains  ? 
Yet  this  true  seue  that  fixged  lie  contains. 

**  These  various  IbraM  of  dancing  Love  did  fraoM^ 
And  besides  these,  a  hundred  millions  morOi 
And  as  he  did  invent,  be  taught  the  same. 
With  goodly  gesture,  and  with  comely  show, 
Now  keeping  state,  now  humbly  bonouriog  low : 
And  ever  for  the  persons  and  the  place 
He  taught  most  fit,  and  best  according  grace  ^K  > 

'*  For  love,  within  his  fertile  woilinig  brain 

Did  then  conceive  those  gracious  virgins  three. 

Whose  ci^l  moderation  does  maintain 

All  decent  order  and  conveniency. 

And  ftiir  respect,  and  seemly  modesty : 

And  Chen  be  thought  it  fit  they  should  be  born. 

That  their  sweet  presence  dancing  might  adorn. 

**  Hence  is  it  that  these  Graces  painted  are 
With  band  in  hand  dancing  an  endless  round  : 
And  with  regarding  eyes,  that  still  bewa^ 
That  there  be  no  disgrace  amongst  them  fixind ; 
With  equal  foot  they  beat  the  flow*ry  ground, 
Laughing,  or  singing,  as  their  passions  will. 
Yet  nothing  that  they  do  becomes  them  Ul. 

«  Thus  Love  taught  men,  and  men  thus  lean'd  of 

Love 
Sweet  music's  sound  with  feet  to  counterfoit. 
Which  was  long  time  before  high  thundering  Jove 
Was  lifted  up  to  Heaven's  imperial  seat: 
For  though  by  birth  he  were  the  prince  of  Crete, 
Nor  Crete,  nor  Heav'n,  should  the  young  prince  have 

seen  ' 

If  daneers  with  their  timbrels  had  ODl  been. 

"  Snoe  when  all  caremooioos  myateries* 
All  lacred  orgies,  and  religious  rights. 
All  pomps,  and  triumphs,  and  solemnities. 
All  funerals,  nuptials,  and  like  public  sights. 
All  parliaments  of  peace,  and  warlike  fights. 
All  learned  arts,  and  every  great  affiur 
A  lively  shape  of  dancing  seems  to  bear  '*• 

"  For  what  did  he  who  with  his  ten-tongn'd  lute 
Gave  beasts  and  blocks  an  uodersBsndhig  ear  ? 
Or  rather  mto  bestial  mmds  and  brute 
Shed  and  infias'd  the  beams  of  reason  clear  } 
Doubtless  for  men  that  rude  and  savage  were 
A  dvil  form  of  dancing  he  devis'd. 
Wherewith  unto  their  gods  they  sac^fficM. 

"  So  did  Masaeus,  so  Amphion  did. 

And  Linus  with  his  sweet  enchanting  song. 

And  be  whose  hand  the  Earth  of  moosten  rid. 

And  had  men's  ears  fast  chained  to  his  tongue: 

And  Theseus  to  his  wood-bom  sUves  among, 

Us'd  dancing  as  the  finest  policy 

To  plant  religion  and  society. 


'*  Chce  in  dancing. 

'*  The  use  and  forms  of  dancing  in  tnndry  aflbirs 
ofmhn'slife. 
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**  And  th«Hbre  now  the  Hmcfan  Orpheus'  lyre 

And  Hercules  Ikhnietf  are  stenifjT'd ; 

And  in  high  Heaven,  amidst  the  stany  quire, 

Dancing  their  parts  continually  do  slide: 

So  on  the  lodiac  Oanymede  doth  ride» 

And  so  is  Hebe  with  the  Muses  nine, 

For  pleising  Jove  with  dsnciug,  made  divine. 

**  Wberelbre  was  Protens  said  himsdf  to  chan^ 

Into  a  stream,  a  lion,  and  a  tree, 

Abd  many  other  fonns  fantastic  strange. 

As  in  his  tickle  thought  he  wish*d  to  be  ? 

But  that  he  danc'd  with  such  facility, 

As  like  a  lion  he  could  pace  with  pride. 

Ply  like  a  plant,  and  like  a  tiver  slide. 

**  And  how  was  Oeneus  ^nade  at  first  a  man. 
And  then  a  woman^  then  a  man  again. 
But  in  a  dance  ?  whteh  when  he  ftrst  began 
He  the  roan^  part  in  measure  did  sustain : 
But  when  be  chang'd  mto  a  second  strain. 
He  danc'd  the  woman's  part  another  space. 
Add  then  retnmM  into  hit  fbrmer  place. 

**  Hence  sprang  the  fWble  of  Tiresias, 
That  he  the  pTcaaure  of  both  sexes  try'ds 
For  Jn  a  dance  he  mpn  and  woman  was, 
By  often  change  of  p^c^  fhim  side  to  side: 
But  Ibr  the  woman  easily  did  slide. 
And  smoothly  swim  with  cunning  hidden  art. 
He  took  more  pleasure  in  a  womatBrs  part. 

^  Soto  a  fUh  V«nushersdf  did^han^e. 

And  swimming  throiigh  the  soft  and  yielding  wave, 

With  gentle  modons  did  A>  smoothly  range 

As  none  might  see  where  she  the  water  drave: 

But  this  plain  truth  that  fklsed  fhble  gave. 

That  she  did  dance  with  sliding  easiness, 

Pliant  and  quick  in  wandMng  passages. 

'*  And  ttenry  Baothna  prnfltis'd  d^mnng  too. 

And  to  the  Lydian  numbers  rounds  did  make : 

The  Uke  he  diir  ia  th' Banem  Inditf  do. 

And  taught  them  all  when  Phebus  did  anmke^ 

And  whan  at  ulght^he  di<l  bis  ooneh  fbrsake. 

To  honour  Heav'n,'  and  Heafnn*s  freat  loHing  eye 

With  mralng  danMs,  and  with  melody. 

•*  Thus  they  who  ifst  did  fbandnoommott-wealy 

And  they  who  first  religion  did  oidain. 

By  daddlfv  Acstrthe  penple'a  hemti  did  atanl. 

Of  whom  wn  now  n  thoninnd  tales  do  feignt 

Yet  do  we  now  their  perfsot  rales  vetain. 

And  ute  thbm  ami  in  $f$h  devises  new. 

As  in  the  wofM  lottf  shma  their  withering  «r«ir. 

'<  For  afler  towns  and  kingdoms  founded  were. 
Between  great  states  arose  well-order*d  war; 
Wherein  most  perfect  wraanre  doth  appeaiy 
Whethet  their  weU-aet  ranks  respected  are 
In  quadrant  form  or  semicircular : 
Or  else  the  march,  when  all  the  tnx>pa  advanct^ 
And  to  the  drum  m  gallant  order  danoe. 

«  And  after  wars,  when  wbite*wingM  Victory 
Is  with  a  glorious  trinnmh  beantifydb 
And  ev'ry  one  doth  Jo  Jii  cry. 
Whilst  ail  ill  gold  the  conqueror  doth  ride ;    . 
I1ie  solemn  pomp  that  fills  the  city  wide 
Observes  such  rank  «nd  meaanre  every  wtter^. 
As  if  they  altogether  dancing  were. 


**•  The  like  just  order  ttioarftefl  dvohaert^ 

(But  with  unlike  afliM;tion  and  attire) 

When  iom«  prcat  m*n  that  nol^  did  deaerrc^ 

And  whom  his  fKends  impiclenrty  desir^ 

Is  brought  with  honour  to  his  latest  fire  ? 

The  dead  corpse  too  in  that  sad  dance  b  nftrt^j 

As  if  both  dead  and  livhig  dandng  \oif*d^ 

"  A  diverge  cause,  but  Kke  soleamity 
Unto  the  temple  leads  the  baabftil  bride^ 
Which  bhnheth  like  the  Indian  ivory 
Which  is  with  dip  of  Tynan  purple  dy'd: 
A  golden  troop  doth  pass  on  ev'ry  side 
Of  flourishing  young  men  and  virgins  gay, 
Which  keep  fair  measure  aU  the  flow'ry  way. 


*<  Ask!  not  alone  the  „ ^ 

But  those  choioe  NeMora  wbiali  in  oonneil 
Of  cilina  and  of  ki  ngdnma  do 
Most  conely  eider  in  their 

Wherefore  the  wiaaThcasal „ 

The  n^naenf  landnr  of  their  4ianntryra 
To  him  that  had  their  country's 


"  And  those  great  masters  of  their  liberal  natn 
In  alllheir  several  schools  do  dancing  teach. 
For  humble  grammar  first  doth  set  the  paita 
Of  congruent  and  ndl  accordmg  speech : 
Which  rhetoric,  whose  state  the  donds  doth  vetu 
And  beav'nly  poetry  do  forward  lead. 
And  diverse  measure  diyenely  do  tread. 

"  For  rhetoric  clothing  speech  in  rich  array. 
In  looser  numbers  teacheth  her  to  range. 
With  twenty  tropes,  and  turnings  ev'ry  way. 
And  various  figures,  ^nd  licentious  change  j 
But  poetry  with  rule  and  order  strange 
So  curionsly  doth  move  each  single  pace. 
As  all  is  marr'd  if  she  one  foot  misplace. 

"  These  arts  of  speech  the  guidA  and  marshale  ar 
But  lagic  kiadeth  reason  in  a  danee,  \ 

Reason  the  oonsoMOur  and  4iriglit  tond-atnr. 
In  this  werid*s  sea  f  avoid  the  rock  of  chance. 
For  with  doae  foUowing  and  oanlinttanoe 
One  reason  doth  another  ao  ensne, 
As  in  coneliuien  stiH  the  dance  is  tnie.- 

'*  So  Muse  to  her  own  sweet  tunes  doth  trip. 
With  tricks  of  three,  Awe,  eight,  fifteen,  and  flpor< 
So  doth  tfa^  art  of  numbVing  seem  to  skip 
Prom  even  to  odd,  in  her  proportion^  score : 
Sfo  do  those  skills,  whose  quick  eyes  do  explore 
The  jost  dimension  both  of  Earth  and  Heaven, 
In  all  their  rules  pbserve  a  measure  even. 

«*  Lo  thb  is  Daneing'itrne  Mobility : 
Oandng  the  child  of  Mnaitaadof  Love; 
Dancing  itself  both  love  and  harmony. 
Where  aU  agrte,  mi  all  in  onkriftHfve  | 
Daaaii^  the  ait  that  all  aita  da  approve?     * 
The  fair  character  of  the  world's  oeuent, 
The  Heav'n'stmefigoits,  and  th'  Earth's  ornament^ 

The^ui^,  whose  dainty  ears  had  borne  too  ]oo| 
The  tedious  (iraise  of  that  she  did  despise. 
Adding  once  more  the  music  of  the  tongue 
To  the  sweet  speech  of  her  alluring  eyes, 
B^an  to  answer  in  such  wtnnhig  wise. 
As  that  forthwith  Antiaons'  todgue  was  ty'd, 
H»  eyea  five  iz\l,  hb  eaia  wei%  open  wide. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


'  Fonootii,''  qoMhaHe,  «<  great  f^ory  yoohavewoa, 

To  joar  trim  minioQ  dzoclnx  all  thii  while, 

)y  blazing  him  Love's  flnt-begotten  ton; 

>r«v'Ty  til  the  hateful  father  vile 

rhat  dotb  the  worid  with  sorceries  beguile : 

;4inaiQgly  mad,  retigioualy  profane, 

Vit's  moBster,  reason's  canker,  sense's  bane. 


ON  DAKCINa.  iii^ 

"  And  whan  yonrhoryflttten  touch  tlMstmigs 

Of  any  sibrer  loanding  iastrDmanl» 

Lo«e  makes  tham  dance  to  those  sweet  mnnnariags. 

With  basy  skill,  and  cinntng  etcellent :  .  . 

O  that  your  feet  those  tones  would  icyrmut     ^ 

With  artificial  motious  to  and  fro. 

That  Love  this  art  ia  ev'ry  part  mighl  show  i 


'  lavt  taught  tite  mother  that  unkind  desire 
To  wash  her  hands  in  her  own  in^t's  blood; 
Love  Uogbt  the  daughter  to  betray  b?r  sire 
into  DKKt  base  and  worthy  servitude; 
Love  taagbt  the  brother  to  prepare  such  food 
To  feast  his  brother,  that  the  aJl-see'uii;  Sim, 
^rapp'd  in  a  cloud,  that  widied  sight  did  shun. 

"  And  ev*ii  this  self  same  Love  hath  dancing  taught, 

An  art  that  showeth  th'  idea  of  his  mind 

Witli  vainness,  frenzy)  and  misorder  fraught ; 

Sometimes  with  Wood  and  cruelties  oiAindt 

For  in  a  dance,  Terens'  mad  wife  did  Und 

Fit  time  aod  placc^  by  murder  of  her  son^ 

T  ivtnge  the  wrong  bis  traitorous  sire  bad  done* 

"  What  mean  the  mermaids,  when  they  dance  and 
Bat  certain  death  onto  the  mariner  ?  [sing, 

^M>at  tidiogs.do  the  dancing  dolphins  bring, 
Buttbat  some  dangerous  storm  approachetb  near  r 
Tben  aith  boith  Love  and  Dancing  liveries  bear 
Of  such  iUhap,  unhappy  day  I  prove. 
If  sitting  free  I  either  dance  ok  love." 

Yet  ooM  again  Aatinons  did  reply ; 
"Great  queen,  condemn  not  Love*«  the  innocent, 
Fw  ilM8  mischievous  lust,  which  traitorously 
Lsurp$  bis  name,  and  steals  his  ornament : 
F*  that  true  Love  which  dancing  did  invent, 
U  he  that  t«i»d  the  world's  whole  harmony. 
And  link'd  ail  men  in  sweet  society. 

"He  fint  extracted  from  th"  earth-mingled  mind 

That  heav'niy  fire,  or  quintessence  divine. 

Which  doth  such  sympathy  in  beauty  find. 

As  is  between  the  elm  and  fruitful  vine, 

And  ao  to  beatij^  ever  doth  incline:  ^ 

Life's  life  if^is,  aod  cordial  to  the  hear^ 

Am  of  ohr  better  part  the  better  part. 

?pMistraeLove,  by  that  tme  Cupid  got,  , 
Which  danceth  gailiards  In  your  am'rouB  eyes, 
BottoTour  fraacn  heart  appioacheth  not, 
^nryoorbeatt  he  dares  not  enterprise; 
And  yet  thrsi^evcry  other  pfrt  he.flies, 
Am  e^eiy  where  he  nimbly  danceth  nov, 
That  in  yonnsir,  yotarMlfpeiceive  not  honw 

l.^J'y^f  «weet  beauty  daintily  transfus'd 
J«h  due  proportion  throughout  ev'ry  par^, 
H-^"  '^  *>«t  a  dance,  where  Love  hath  qs'd 
™» finer  cu^nuig,  and  more  curious  art  j 
w  toere  all  the  elements  themselves  impart,  . 
And  turn,  and  wind,  and  mingle  with  such  measure, 
i^th'  ejathat  sees  it,  surfeits  with  the  pleasure? 

JJff '•»  'he  twmkling  of  your  eyelids  dancetfc, 
jT*  '**oceth  in  your  pulses  and  your  veins, 
2^  »Mn  you  aoir,  your  needle's  point  ^dvancetb, 
qT™^  ^  dsnce  a  thousand  curious  strains 
Ij?  *w«ang  rounds,  whereof  the  form  remains  j 
*oihor,  tbst  your  fair  hands  can  dance  the  hay, 
'''"cfa  y«r  fine  feet  would  learn  wm  well  as  they,, 

^  True  Lgnre  invantor  af  dmcing. 


"  Vet  your  fair  soul,  which  came  from  Uear'n  abow 
To  rule  this  house,  another  Heav'n  below. 
With  divers  powers  in  harmony  dotb  ovtve^ 
Aod  all  the  virtues  that  from  her  do  flow. 
In  a  round  measure  hand  in  hind  do  go  : 
Could  I  now  see^  as  I  conceive  this  dance. 
Wonder  and  loVe  would  cast  me  in  a  trance. 

"  Tha  richest  jewel  in  all  the  heavenly  traMVM 
That  ever  yet  nMo  the  Earth  was  showa^ 
Is  perfect  oonoord,  the  only  perfbct  |deasara 
That  wretched  earth-born  men  hav«  evar  knono} 
For  many  hearts  it  doth  compound  hi  one : 
That  what  so  one  doth  will,  or  speak,  or  do^ 
With  ona  consent  thay  all  acreatberatob     . 

'*  Concord's  true  picture  shincfth  in  this  art. 
Where  divers  men  and  women  ranked  be. 
And  every  one  doth  danos  a  several  pasty 
Yet  all  as  one»  in  maasura  do  a^ee. 
Observing  perfect  uniformity : 
All  tnm  together,  all  together  trace. 
And  all  togethar  honour  and  embrace. 

"  If  they  wbo»  sacred  love  hath  imk'd  in  ob^ 
Do,  as  they  dance,  in  all  their  oootae  of  life ; 
Never  shall'  bundng  grief  nor  bitter  moon, 
Nor  fisctious  diflRnrenoe,  nor  unkind  strUb, 
Arise  betwixt  the  husband  and  the  wifet 
For  whether  forth,  or  backi  or  round  he  go^ 
As  the  man  doth,  so  must  the.  woman  do* 

'*  What  if  by  often  interchange  of  phce 
Sometime  the  woman  gets  the  upper  hand  ? 
That  is  \^ut  done  for  more  delightful  grace. 
For  .on  that  part  she  doth  not  ever  sUnd : 
But,*  as  the  measure's  law  doth  her  command,    ' 
She  whef  la  aboat,  and.orathe  dance  doth  and» 
Into  her  ibnnar  |^a  aha  doth  tnnscend^ 

**  But  not  akme  this  oonespondence  niect 
And  uniform  consent  doth  dancing  praise^ 
For  comeliness  the  child  of  order  sweet 
Enamtds  it  with  her  eya-nleasing  rays : 
Fair  comeliness,  ten  hundred  thousand  way^ 
through  dancing  shads  itself,  and  makes  it  shine. 
With  glorious  beauty,  and  with  gcnca  divme. 

"  For  comdinesB  is  a  disposing  tair 
Of  things  aod  actions  in  fit  time  and  plaae; 
Whieh  doth  in  danciag  ^o«  itaalf  moat  olear. 
When  tioopsooikfiis'd,  which  faera  and  tbocada  knee 
Without  distioguishment  or  bonnded  space. 
By  dancing  rule  into  such  ranks  are  brongbt, 
As  glads  the  eye,  as  ravisheth  the  thought. 

"  Then  why  should  reason  judge  that  reasonless 
Which  is  wit*s  offspring,  and  the  work  of  art, 
hnage  of  concord  and  of  comeliness } 
Who  sees  a*clOck  moving  in  every  part, 
A  sailing  pinnace,  or  a  wheeling  cart. 
But  thinks  that  reason,  ere  it  cane  to  pass. 
The  first  impulsive  causa  and  mover  was  } 
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.<'  Who  Mtf  m  trniy  all  In  rank  advance. 
But  deemi  a  wiae  oommaiider  it  in  place 
Which  leadeth  on  that  brave  vicionoas  dance  ? 
Much  more  in  dancing's  art,  in  dancing**  grace 
Blindneai  itself  may  reason's  footsteps  trace: 
F(fr  qf  Love*s  maze  H  is  the  amoiuphU 
And  qfmanUfeUanthip  the  true-ltnte  knot, 

**  Hot  if  these  eyes  of  yoars  (load-stars  of  love. 

Showing  the  world's  great  dance  to  your  mind's  eye) 

Cannot  with  all  their  demonstrations  move 

Kind  apprehension  in  your  lantasy 

Of  dancing's  virtue,  and  nobility : 

How  can  my  barbarous  tongue  win  yon  thereto. 

Which  Heav^and  Earth's  fiiir  speech  could  never  do? 

'*  O  Love,  my  king ;  if  all  my  wit  and  power 

Have  done  you  all  the  service  t^t  they  can, 

O  be  you  present  in  this  psesent  hour. 

And  help  your  servant  and  your  true  liege-man. 

End  that  persuasion  which  I  erst  began : 

For  who  in  praise  of  dancing  can  persuade 

With  such  sweet  forceas Love,  wbich'tlanciogmade?'* 

Love  heard  his  pray  V,  ind  swifter  than  the  wind 
Like  to  a  page,  in  habit,  face,  and  qpeecb, 
He  came,  and  stood  Antinous  behind  ^*, 
And  many  secrets  to  his  thoughts  did  teach : 
At  last  a  crystal  mirror  he  did  reach 
Unto  his  hands,  "that  he  with  one  rash  view. 
All  forms  therein  by  Love's  revealrog  knew. 

And  hnmbly  hononring,  gave  it  to  the  queen 

With  thfs  fair  speech :  "  See  fairest  queen,*'  quoth 

**  The  fisirest  aght  that  ever  sball^  seen,.      [be. 

And  th*  only  wonder  of  posterity. 

The  richest  work  in  Nature's  treasury; 

Which  she  disdains  to  show  on  this  world's  stagey 

And  thinks  it  &r  too  good  fix*  our  mde  age. 

"  But  in  another  world  divided  fhr, 

In  the  great,  fortunate,  triangled  isle. 

Thrice  twelve  degrees  remov'd  from  the  north  stac^ 

She  will  this  glorious  workmanship  compile, 

Which  she  hath  been  couceiving  all  this  while 

Since  the  world's  birth,  and  will  bring  forth  at  last, 

When  six  and  twenty  hundred  years  are  past." 

Fenetope,  the  qoeen,  when  she  had  vtew'd 
The  strange  eye-daazling  admirable  sight. 
Fain  would  have  prais*d  the  state  and  pulchritude. 
But  she  was  stricken  dumb  with  wonder  quite. 
Yet  her  sweet  mind  retain'd'  her  thinking  might : 
Her  ravished  mind  in  heav'nly  thoughts  did  dwell, 
But  what  she  thought,  no  mortal  tongue  can  tell. 

You,  lady  Muse,  whom  Jove  the  counsellor 

Begot  of  Memory,  Wisdom's  treasuress. 

To  your  divining  tongue  is  given  a  power 

Of  uttering  secrets  large  and  limitkaa : 

You  can  Fenekipe's  strange  thoughts  express   '^ 

Which  she  conceiv'd,  and  then  would  fain  havetdd, 

When  she  the  wondrous  crystal  did  bebokl. 

Her  winged  thoughts  bore  up  her  mind  so  high. 
As  that  she  ween'd  she  saw  the  glorious  throne 
Where  the  bright  Modn  doth  sit  in  majesty, 
A  thousand  sparkling  stars  about  her  shone; 
But  she  herself  did  sparkle  more  alone 
Than  all  those  thousand  beauties  would  have  dona 
If  they  had  been  confounded  all  in  one. 


'*  A  passage  to 

that  age. 
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And  yet  she  tbooght  those  statamov^dia  such  aR» 

sure,    ^ 
To  do  their  sovereign  hononr  and  delight» 
As  sooth'd  her  mind  with  sweet  eacbantiogpleasnit. 
Although  the  various  change  amaz'd  her  sight. 
And  her  weak  judgment  did  entangle  quite : 
Beside,  their  moving  made  them  shine  wore  dear. 
As  diamonds  mov'd,  more  sparkling  do  appear. 

This  was  the  picture  of  her  wondrous  thought ; 
3ut  who  can  wonder  that  her  thought  was  so, 
Sith  Vulcan,  king  of  fire,  that  mirror  wnmght, 
(Wlio  things  to  come,  present,  and  past,  doth  know) 
As  there  did  represent  in  lively  show 
Our  glorious  English  court's  divine  image. 
As  it  should  be  in  this  our  golden  age  > 


Here,  ere  wmtmg  tome  tUmtae  deterikmg  puen  ESu' 
beih.     ThenfoUotp  ikete: 

Her 'brighter  dazzling  beams  of  majesty 
Were  laid  aside,  for  she  voochsafd  awhile    ' 
With  gracious,  cheerful,  and  familiar  eye 
Upon  the  revels  of  her  oooitto  smile  j 
For  so  tinned  joumies  she  doth  oft  b^otle : 
Like  sight  no  mortal  eye  might  elsewhere  sae 
So  full  of  state,  art,  and  variety. 

For  of  her  barons  brave,  and  ladies  fair, 
(^liohad  they  been  elsewhere  most  €ur  bad  bee») 
Many  an  incomparable  lovely  pair, 
with  hand  in  hand  were  interlinked  seen. 
Making  fair  booour  to  their  sovereign  qoeen ; 
Forward  they  pac'd,  and  did  their  pace  apply 
To  a  most  sweet  and  solemn  melody. 

So  subtle  and  so  curious  was  tbe  measure, 
With  so  unlook'd  for  change  in  ev'ry  strain  ; 
As  that  Penelope  wrapp'd  with  sweet  pleasov^ 
When  she  beheld  the  true  pnsportion  plain 
Of  hecjown  web,  weav'd  and  unweav'd  again; 
But  that  her  art  was  somewhat  less  she  thoaght. 
And  on  a  mere  ignoble  sobject  wronghL 

For  here,  tike  lo  the'silk-wonn%  indoitry. 

Beauty  itself  out  of  itself  did  weave 

So  rare  a  work,  and  of  such  subtlety. 

As  did  all  eyes  entangle  and  deceive, 

And  hi  all  minds  a  strange  impresdon  leave : 

In  this  sweet  labyrinth  did  Cupid  stray. 

And  never  had  the  power  to  pass  away. 

As  when  the  Indians,  neighbonrs  of  the  inormng. 

In  honour  of  the  cheerful  ri«ng  Sun, 

With  pearl  apd  painted  plumes  tbem^eWes  adorning 

A  solemn  stately  measure  have  begun ; 

The  god,  well  pleas'd  with  that  fair  honour  done. 

Sheds  ibrth  his  beams,  and  doth  their  faces  kiss 

With  that  immortal  j;loriqus  face  of  hisi 

So^  ec>0t  fcc*  •••••«•••••••• 
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THE 

LIFE  OF   DONNE, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


DR.I>ONNEwi9bomai  tbecity  of  London  in  1573.  His  father  was  descendedfrom  a 
^aiMieot  fiumly  in  Wales,  and  his  mother  was  distantly  related  to  air  Thomas  More,  the 
wlihnited  and  unfortunate  lord  chancellor,  and  to  jiuige  Rastall,  whose  father,  one  <tf 
^  ^adiesl  Jif^ijiA  printers,  married  Elizabeth,  the  chancellor's  sister.  Ben  Jonson 
Keqn  lo  tbmk  that  he  inherited  a  poetical  turn  from  Haywood,  the  cpigrammatttt,  who 
«ss^lia|i4i«ti|>it  idation  hy  the  mother's  aide. 

Of  bis  ftytber*s  station  in  life  we  have  no  account,  but  he  must  have  been  a  man  of 
coonderable  opolence,  as  he  bequeathed  to  him  three  thousand  pounds^  a  large  sum  in 
thoit  days.  Young  Donne  receive^  the  rudim^ts  of  education  at  home  under  a  private 
titer,  anid  his  pntukaic^  was  such,  that  he  was  sent  to  the  university  at  the  early,  and 
(cihaps  uopnsedented,  age  of  elevai  years.  At  this  tune,  we  are  told,  he  understood  the 
Fnach  and  Latin  hogfiilges,  and  hadm  other  respects  so  far  exceeded  the  usual  attain- 
Mrts  of  boyhood,  as  to  be  compared  to  Picus  MiianduU^  one  that  was  **  rather  bom, 
tlm  Mde  wise  by  study.''  He  was  entered  of  Hart  Hall,  now  Hertford  Coll^,  where 
^  tk  uraal  time  he  m^\  have  taken  his  first  degree  with  honour,  but  having  been 
«hcaled.jn  tiie  ^fwui  (>tlM^,peiwaiion,  he  submitted  to  the  advice  of  his  friends,  who 
vos  asene  to  tbe^xUh.  usually  administered  on  that  occasion.  About  Us  fourteenth 
3«rt  be  was  reoioved  to  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  where  he  prosecuted  his  studies  for 
tkree  years  with  uncommon  perseverance  and  applause ;  but  here  likewise  his  religious 
myl^iMiivei^  his.|tlJkiog.aiiy  degree. 

h  his  jeventcenth  year»  he  repaired  to  London,  and  was  admitted  mto  Lincohi's  Inn, 
^iaintentioo^  study  law;  but  what  progress  he  made  we  are  not  told,  except  that 
k  coatiDned  t»  give  proofi  of  accumuhted  knowledge  m  general  science.  Upon  his 
Mki's  death,  which  happened  before  he  could  have  been  regulariy  admitted  into  the 
>Mi^  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  he  retired  upon  the  fortune  which  his  father  left  to  him,  and  had 
Mriy  diMpated  the  whole  before  he  made  dioke  of  any  phm  of  life.  At  this  time, 
ItMBrcr,  be  was  so  young  and  so  submissive  as  to  be  under  the  guaidianship  of  his 
Mfaeriad  friends,  who  prorided  bun  with  tutors  in  the  mathematics,  and  such  other 
of  knouMge  as  formed  the  accomplishm«its  of  that  age ;  and  his  love  of 
\  inaardent  and  discursive,  greatiy  fiidlitated  their  labours,  and  fiinii^ed 
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bis  miiid  with  audi  intellectual  stores  as  gained  liim  considerable  distinction.    It  is  not 

improbable  also  that  his  poetical  attempts  contributed  to  make  him  Ihore  known. 

It  was  about  the  age  of  eighteen  that  he  began  to  study  the  controversy  between  the 
protestanU  and  papists.  His  tutors  had  been  mstructed  to  take  every  opportunity  of  coo- 
firming  him  in  popery,  the  religion  of  his  ftmily,  and  he  confesses  that  hi»4liatiier's 
persuasions  had  much  weight  She  was  a  woman  of  great  piety,  and  her  son,  in  all  the 
relations  of  life,  evinced  a  most  afiectionate  heart.  Amidst  these  alluremeulB,  however, 
he  entered  on  the  inquiry  with  much  impartiality,  and  with  the  honest  intention  to  give 
way  to  such  convictions  only  as  should  be  founded  in  established  truth.  He  has  recorded, 
in  his  preface  to  Pseudo-Martyr,  the  struggles  of  his  mind,  which  he  says  he  overcame 
by  frequent  prayer,  and  an  mdifferent  afiection  to  both  parties.  The  result  was  a 
firm,  and,  as  it  afterwards  proved,  a  serious  adherence  to  the  doctrines  of  the  reformed 
church. 

This  inquify,  which  terminated  probably  to  the  grief  of  his  snrvivii^  parent  and  his 
friends  of  the  Romish  persu^on,  appears  to  have  occupied  a  considerable  a|»oe  of  time, 
as  we  hear  no  more  of  him  until  he  began  his  tiaveb  in  his  twenty-first  year..  He 
accompanied  the  ead  of  Essex  in  his  expedition  m  1 5969.  when  Cadis  was  taken,  and 
again  in  1597,  but  did  not  return  to  England  until  he  hsyi  travelled  for  some  time  in 
Italy,  from  whence  he  meant  to  have  penetrated  into  the  Holy  Land,  and  visited  Jenisal«n 
and  the  holy  sepulchre.  But  the  inconveniences  and  dangers  of  the  road  in  those  parts 
appeared  so  insuperable  that  he  gave  up  this  dengn,  although  with  a  reluctance  which  he 
often  repeated.  The  time,  however,  which  he  had  dedicated  to  visit  the  Holy  Land,  fie 
passed  in  Spain,  and  both  there  and  in  Italy  studied  the  language,  manners,  and  govern- 
ment of  the  country,  allusiops  to  which  are  scattered  throughout  his  poems  and  prose 
works.    > 

Not  long  after  hb  return  to  England,  he  obtained  the  patronage  of  sir  lliomas  Egeitoo, 
lord  Ellesmere,  lord  chancellor  of  England,  and  the  friend  and  predecessor  of  the  illus- 
trious Bacon.  This  nobleman  appears  to  have  been  struck  witii  his  accomplishments, 
now  heightened  by  the  polish  of  foreign  travel,  and  appointed  hhn  to  be  his  chief  secre- 
tary, as  an  introduction  to  some  more  important  employment  in  the  state,  for  whkrh  he  b 
said  to  have  pronounced  him  very  fit.  The  conversation  of  Donne,  at  thb  period,  was 
probably  enriched  by  observation,  and  enlivened  by  that  wit  which  sparkles  so  frequentiy 
in  his  works.  The  chancellor,  it  b  certaui,  conceived  so  highly  of  him,  as  to  make  him 
an  inmate  in  his  house,  and  a  constant  guest  at  his  table,  where  he  had  an  opportunity  of 
mixing  with  the  most  eminent  characters  of  the  agp,  and  of  obtaining  that  notioei  which, 
if  not  abused,  generally  leads  to  preferment. 

In  thb  honourable  employment  he  passed  five  years,  probd>]y  the  most  agreeable 
of  hb  life.  But  a  young  man  of  a  dbposition  inclined  to  gaiety,  and  in  the  eiyoyment  of 
the  most  elegant  pleasures  of  society,  could  not  be  long  a  stranger  to  love.  Donne's 
favourite  object  was  the  daughter  of  sir  George  Moor,  or  More,  of  Loxly  Farm 
in  the  county  of  Surrey,  and  niece  to  lady  EUesmere.  Thb  young  lady  resided  in  the 
house  of  die  chancellor,  and  the  lovers  had  consequentiy  many  opportunities  to  indnlge 
the  tenderness  of  an  attachment  which  appear!  to  have  been  mutual.  Before  the 
family,  however,  they  were  probably  not  very  cautious.  In  one  of  hb  elegies 
he  speaks  of  spies  and  rivals,  and  her  father  either  suspected,  or  fit>m  them  had 
some  intimation  of  a  connection  which  he  chose  to  consider  as  degradmg,  and  therefore 
removed  hb  daughter  to  his  own  house  at  Loj^y.     But  thb  measure  was  ad<^»ted 
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too  late,  OS  the  parties^  perhaps  dreading  the  eveut,  had  been  for  some  tim^  privately 
married. 

This  unwelcome  news»  when  it  could  be  no  longer  concealed,  was  imparted  to  sir 
Geoige  Moor,  by  Henry,  earl  of  Northumberland,  a  nobleman  who,  notwithstanding  this 
friendly  interference,  was  afterwards  guilty  of  that  rigour  towards  his  youngest  daughter, 
which  he  now  wished  to  soften  in  the  breast  of  sir  George  Moor.  Sir  George's  rage, 
however,  transported  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  reason.  He  not  only  in^ted  on 
Donne's  being  dismbsed  ftom  the  lord  chancellor's  service,  but  caused  him  to  be  impri- 
soned, along  with  Samuel  Brook,  afterwards  master  of  Trinity  College,  and  bis  brother 
Christopher  Brook,  who  were  present  at  the  marriage,  the  one  acting  as  ftither  to  the 
hdy,  the  other  as  iritness. 

Their  imprisonment  appears  to  have  been  an  act  of  arbitrary  power,  for  we  hear  of  no 
trial  bebg  instituted,  or  punishment  inflicted,  on  the  parties.  Mr.  Donne  was  first  , 
released',  and -soon  procured  the  enlaigement  of  hb  companions;  and,  probably  at  no 
great  distance  of  time,  sir  Geoige  Moor  b^gan  to  relent.  The  excellent  cliaracter  of 
bis  9on-hi-law  was  so  often  represented  to  him,  that  he  could  no  longer  resbt  the  intended 
consequences  of  such  q)plications.  He  condescended  therefore  to  permit  the  young 
couple  to  live  together,  and  solicited  the  lord  chancc;llor  to  restore  Mr.  Donne  to  his 
former  situation.  This,  however,  the  chancellor  refused,  and  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
show  the  ofNidon  he  entertained  of  sir  George's  conduct.  His  lordship  owned  that  **  he 
was  ucfeignedly  sony  for  what  he  had  done,  yet  it  Was  inconsistent  with  iiis  place  and 
credit  to  dischaige  and  re-admit  servants  at  the  request  of  passionate  petitioners."  Lady 
EUesmere  also  probably  felt  the  severity  of  this  remark,  as  her  unwearied  solicitations 
had  induced  the  chancellor  to  adopt  a  measure  which  he  supposed  the  world  would  pro- 
nounce aq)riGious  and  inconsistent  with  his  character. 

Whatever  allowance  is  to  be  made  for  the  privileges  of  a  parent,  the  conduct  of  sir 
Geoige  Moor,  on  this  occasion^  seems  entitled  to  no  indulgence.  He  neither  felt  as  a 
&ther,  nor  acted  as  a  wise  man.  His  object  in  requesting  his  son-m-law  to  be  restored 
to  the  chancellor's  service,  was  obviously  that  he  might  be  released  from  the  expense  of 
maintaining  him  and  his  wife,  for,  when  disappointed  in  this,  he  refiised  them  any 
asastoce.  This  harshness  reduced  Mr.  Donne  to  a  situation  the  most  dbtressmg.  Hb 
estate,  the  three  thousand  pounds  before  mentioned,  had  been  nearly  expended  on  hb 
education  and  during  hb  travels ;  and  he  had  now  no  employment  that  could  enable  him 
to  support  a  wife,  accustomed  to  ease  and  respect,  with  even  the  decent  necessaries  of 
life.  These  sorrows,  however,  were  considerably  lessened  by  the  friendship  of  sir  Francis 
Wooley,  son  to  faidy  Eileamere  by  her  first  husband,  sir  John  Wooley  of  Pitford  in  Surrey, 
faught.  In  thb  gendeman's  house  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Donne  resided  for  many  years,  and 
were  treated  with*  an  ease  and  kindness  which  moderated  the  sense  of  dependence,  and 
which  they  repaid  with  attentions,  that  appear  to  have  gratified  and  secured  the  affisction 
of  their  benevc^t  vehtiOn. 

It  has  aheady  been  noticed  that,  m  hb  early  years,  he  had  exammed  the  state  of  the 
cootroversy  between  the  popbh  and  protestant  churches,  the  result  of  which  was  hb  firm 
•  • 

*  He  data  iTletter  to  sir  H.  Goodere,  June  13, 1607,  io  which  he  expresies  some  hopes  of  ob'uinmg  a 
place  at  cooit  ia  the  qdeeD*s  household.  This  may  hare  been  soon  after  his  release,  but  his  biographer, 
WaUoo,  ptes  few  dates,  and  takes  no  notice  of  this  circumstance.  1>onne*s  Letters,  p.  81.  In  another 
letter  he  makes  interest  for  the  place  of  one  of  hb  majesty's  secrfUries  in  Ireland^  b«t  this  has  oo  4sta. 

•.Mp.U5.  c. 
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attachment  to  the  latter^  But  this  was  not  the  only  consequence  of  a  coufse  of  readiiig 
in  which  the  principles  of  religion  were  necessarily  to  be  traced  to  their  purer  sources. 
He  appears  to  have  contracted  a  pious  turn  of  mind,  yfhkh,  although  occasionailly  hiler* 
rupted  by  the  intrusions  of  gay  life,  and  an  intercoturse  with  foreign  nations  and  Ibreigii 
pleasures,  became  habitual,  and  was  probably  increased  by  the  distresses  brought  on  his 
iamQy  in  consequence  of  his  imprudent  marriage.  That  this  was  the  case,  appears  from 
an  interesting  part  of  his  history,  during  his  residence  with  sir  Francis  Wooley,  when  he 
was  solicited  to  take  orders.  Among  the  friends  whom  his  talents  procured  him  was  the 
learned  Dr.  Morton,  afterwards  bishop  of  Durham,  who  first  made  this  proposal,  bat 
with  a  reserve  which  does  him  much  honour,  and  proves  the  truest  regard  for  the  interests 
of  the  church.  The  circumstance  is  so  remarkable,  that  I  hope  I  sbafl  be  pahfoaed  for 
giving  it  in  the  ^ords  of  his  biographer. 

The  bishop  "  sent  to  Mr.  Donne,  and  intreated  to  borrow  an  hour  of  Us  time  for  a 
conference  die  next  day.  After  tlieir  meeting,  there  w^s  not  many  mhiufes  passMi  be- 
fore he  spoke  to  Mr.  Donn^  to  this  purpose: — *  Mr.  Doni!ke,  the  ocolsiofi  of  setuHng  for 
you  is  to  propose  to  you  what  I  have  often  reVolved  in  my  owh  thought  sifice  I  saw  you 
last ;  which,  nevertheless,  I  will  not  declare  but  upon  this  condition — tlmt  you  shaH 
not  return  me  a  present  answer,  but  forbear  three  days,  and  bestow  some  pan  of  that 
time  in  fasting  and  prayer;  and  after  a  serious  consideration  of  what  I  shall  propose, 
then  return  to  me  with  your  answer.  Deny  me  not,  Mr.  Donne,  for  it  is  the  efiect  of 
a  true  love,  which  I  would  gladly  pay  as  a  debt  due  for  yours  to  me.'  This  request 
being  granted,  the  doctor  expressed  himself  thus :  '  Mr.  Donne,  I  know  your  education 
and  abilities :  I  know  your  expectation  of  a  statie  emtilo^ment,  aiid  I  know  ydur  fitness 
for  it ;  and  I  know  too^he  many  delays  and  contingencies  that  attend  court  proftiises ; 
and  let  me  tell  you,  that  my  love,  begot  by  our  long  friendship,  and  your  merits,  hath 
prompted  me  to  such  an  inquisition  after  your  present  temporal  estate,  as  makes  me  no 
stranger  to  your  necessities,  which  I  know  to  be  such  as  your  generous  8i»rit  could  not 
bear  if  it  were  not  supported  with  a  pious  patience.  Yoii  knt>w  I  have  fbrmeriy  per- 
suaded you  to  wave  your  court-hopes  and  enter  into  holy  oilers :  which  I  ndw  again 
persuade  you  to  embrace,  with  diis  reason  added  to  my  former  request :  the  king  hath 
yesterday  made  me  dean  of  Gloucester ;  and  I  am  also  possessed  of  a  benefice,  the  pro- 
fits of  which  are  equal  to  those  of  my  de^Uiery.  I  will  think  my  deanery  enough  fci*  my 
maintenance,  (who  am, and  resolve  to  die  a  single  man)  aikd  will  quit  my  betttAce,  and 
estate  you  in  it  (which  the  patron  is  wilhng  I  shall  do)  if  God  shall  incline  your  h«krt  to 
embrace  this  motion.  Remember,  Mr.  Donne,  no  man's  educattdn,  or  parts,  make 
him  too  good  for  this  employment,  wliich  is  to  be  an  ambassador  for  the  God  of  glory ; 
that  God  who,  by  a  vile  death,  opened  the  gates  of  fife  to  mankind.  Mtke  tee  no  pre- 
sent answer,  but  remember  your  promise,  and  retuit  to  me  the  tMid  day  irfOi  y6nr  reso- 
lution/ 

V  At  hearing  of  this,  Mr.  Donne's  faint  breath  and  pei^Adied  cottttenidice  gir^e  a 
visible  testimony  of  an  inward  conflict ;  but  he  performed  hb  proAilse,  and  departed 
without  returning  an  answer  till  the  third  day,  and  tlien  Ms  zns^er  was  to  flife  effect : 
*  My  most  worthy  and  most  dear  friend,  since  I  saw  you  I  have  been  faithful  to  my  pro- 
mise, afid  have  also  meditated  much  of  your  great  kindness,  whkh  hath  been  such  as 
would  exceed  even  my  gratitude ;  but  that  it  cannot  do,  and  more  I  cannot  return  you ; 
and  that  I  do  with  an  heart  full  of  humiUty  and  thanks,  though  I  may  not  accept  of  your 
offer.    But,  sir,  my  refiisal  is  not  for  that  I  think  myself  too  good  for  that  cftHidg,  for 
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which  khig%  if  they  tUok  so,  are  not  good  aioiigh ;  nor  lor  di«t  niy  edvcatkMi  and 
leuBB^  though  not  eniioe&ty  auy  not,  bdng  astisled  with  God's  grace  and  hmnility^ 
fender  mt  iq  aome  measure  tit  for  it ;  bat  I  dare  make  so  dear  a  iricnd  as  you  are  my 
confiesBon  Some  inegohuities  of  niy  life  ha?e  been  so  visible  to  some  men,  diat  though 
I  have,  I  thank  God,  made  my  peace  wkh  him  by  penitential  resolutions  against  them, 
and  by  the  aspisfeuce  of  his  giaoe  hanishud  thrai  my  aflhetk>ns»  yet  this,  which  God 
knows  to  be  so^  is  not  so  visible  to  man  as  to  fiee  me  from  their  censorei^  and  it  may 
be  that  sacred  calling  from  a  di^ionour.  And  besides,  whereas  it  is  determined  by  the 
best  of  casuists,  that  God's  glory  should  be  the  first  end,  and  a  maintenance  the  second 
motive  to  embrace  that  calling ;  and  though  each  nwn  may  propose  to  hunself  both  to- 
gether, yet  the  first  may  not  be  put  hst,  witbout  a  violation  of  my  conscience,  which 
he  that  searches  the  heart  will  judge.  And  tmely  my  present  condition  is  such,  that  if 
I  ask  my  *own  consdence  whether  it  be  recondleable  to  that  rule,  it  is  at  this  tune  so 
perplescd  about  it,  that  I  can  neither  give  myself  nor  you  an  answer.  You  know,  sir, 
who  says,  happy  is  that  man  whose  conscience  doth  not  accuse  bun  for  that  thmg 
which  he  does.  To  these  I  might  add  other  reasons  that  dissuade  me ;  but  I  crave  your 
fiivour  that  I  may  forbear  to  ezpfess  them,  and  thankfully  decline  your  offer.*' 

This  transaction,  which,  according  to  the  date  of  Dr.  Morton's  promotion  to  the 
deanery  of  Gloucester,  happened  in  j607,  when  our  poet  was  in  his  thirty-fourth  year, 
is  not  umnqiortan^  as  it  displays  that  character  for  nice  honour  and  integrity  wliich  dis- 
tinguished Donne  in  all  his  fiiture  life,  and  was  accompanied  with  a  heroic  generosity  of 
feeling  and  action  which  is,  perhaps,  rarely  to  be  met  with,  uidess  in  men  whose  prin- 
ciples have  the  foundation  which  he  appears  to  have  now  laid. 

Donne  and  his  fiunily  remamed  with  sir  Frauds  Wooley  until  the  death  of  this  ex- 
cellent ftiend,  whose  last  act  of  kindness  was  to  efiect  some  degree  of  reconciliation 
between  sir  George  Moor  and  his  son  and  daughter.  Sir  George  i^reed,  by  a  bond,  to 
pay  Mr.  Doiuie  eight  hundred  pounds  on  a  certam  day,  as  a  portion  with  his  wife,  or 
tireoty  pounds  quarter^,  for  their  mamtmance,  until  the  principal  sum  should  be  dis- 
charged. With  tins  sum,  so  bferior  to  what  he  onc6  possessed,  and  to  what  he  might 
have  expected,  he  took  a  house  at  Mitcham  for  his  wifo  and  iamily,  and  lodgings  for 
himself  in  I^ondon,  which  he  often  visited,  and  eiyoyed  the  society  and  esteem  of  many 
persons  distinguished  for  rank  and  talents.  It  appears,  however,  by  his  letters,  that  hk 
income  was  for  from  adequate  to  the  wants  of  an  increasing  fomily,  of  whom  he  fre- 
quently writes  in  a  style  of  melancholy  and  despondence  which  appear  to  have  ajRcted 
his  health*  He  still  Imd  no  offer  of  employment,  and  no  fixed  plan  of  study.  During 
his  residence  with  sir  Francis  Wooley,  he  read  mudi  on  the  dvil  and  canon  hw,  and 
probably  might  have  excelled  ui  any  of  the  literary  professions  which  ofiered  encourage- 
BMBt,  but  be  confesses  that  he  was  diverted  from  them  by  a  general  desuv  of  leanung, 
or  what  he  calls,  in  cme  of  his  poems,  *'  the  sacred  hunger  of  sdence." 

In  thb  desultory  course  of  reading,  which  improved  hb  mind  at  the  expense  of  his  for- 
tone,  he  spent  two  years  at  Mitcham,  whence  sir  Robert  Drury  insisted  on  his  bringing  his 
6sii]y  to  live  with  him,  in  his  spacious  house  in  Drury  Lane ;  and,  sir  Robert  afterwards 
intending  to  go  on  an  embas^,  with  lord  Hay,  to  the  court  of  France,  he  persuaded 
I>onne  tp  acn^mpany  him.  Mrs.  Donne  was  at  this  time  in  a  bad  state  of  health,  arid 
near  the  end  of  her  pregnancy ;  and  she  remonstrated  against  his  leavii^her,  as  she  fore*' 
boded  ^  some  ill  in  his  absence."  Her  aflSectionate  husband  determined,  cm  this  account, 
to  abandon  all  thoughts  of  his  journey,  and  intimated  his  resolution,  to  sir  Robert,  who^ 
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for  wtHttever  rauofi,  bedUne  the  more  solicitoiu  for  his  oopipiuiy.  Tliii  Inroa^  oo  • 
generous  conflict' between  Donne  and  his  wife.  He  urged  that  he  cooM  not  refiiae  « 
man  to  whom  he  was  so  much  indebted,  and  sh^  complied,  although  wtdi  some  reluc* 
tance,  from  a  congenial  sense  of  obligation.  It  was  on  this  occasion,  probably,  that  he 
addressed  to  his  wife  the  verses,  **  By  our  first  strange  and  fatal  interview,  kc"  She  bad. 
formed,  if  this  conjecture  be  allowed/  the  romantic  design  of  accompanying  him  m  the 
disguise  of  a  page,  from  which  it  was  the -purpose  of  these  verses  to  dissuade  her. 

Mr.  Donne  accordingly  went  abroad  with  the  embassy;  and  two  days  after  their  arrivat 
at  Paris^  had  that  extraordinary  vision  which  has  been  minutely  detailed  by  all  his  Ina^ 
graphers.  He  saw,  or  fancied  he  saw,  his  wife  pass  through  the  room  in  whkh  he  was 
sitting  alone,  with  her  hair  hanging  about  her  shoulders,  and  a  dead  child  in  her  arms* 
This  story  he  often  repeated,  and  with  so  muchr  confidence  and  anxiety,  that  sir  Robert 
sent  a  messenger  to  Drury  House,  who  brought  back  intelligence,  that  he  found  Mrs. 
Donne  very  sad  and  sick  in  bed,  and  that,  after  a  long  and  dangerous  labour,  she  had 
been  delivered  of  a  dead  child,  which  eveht  happened  on  the  day  and  hour  fliat  Mr. 
Donne  saw  the  vision. .  Walton  has  recorded  the  story  on  the  authority  of  an  anonymous 
informant ;  and  has.  endeavoured  to  render  it  credible,  not  only  by  the  correspondii^ 
instances  of  Samuel  and  Saul,  of  Bildad,  and  of  St.  Peter,  liut  thoqe  of  Julius  Caesar  and 
Brutus,  St.  Austin  and  Monica*  The  whole  may  be  safely  left  to  the  judgment  of  the 
reader. 

From  the  dates  of  some  of  Donne's  letters,  it  appears-that  he  was  at  Paris  with  sir 
Robert  Druiy  in  l6l2  ' ;  and  one  is  dated  from  the  Spa,  in  the  same  year ;  but  at  what 
time  he  returned  is  not  certam.  After  hb  return,  however,  his  friends  became  more 
seriously  anxious  to  fix  him  m  some  honourable  and  lucrative  employment  at  court. 
Before  this  period  he  had  become  known  to  king  James,  and  was  one  of  those  learned 
persons  with  whom  tliat  sovereign  delighted  to  converse  at  his  table.  On  one  of 
those  occasions,  about  the  year  l6]0,  the  conversation  turned  on  a  question  reacting 
the  obligation  on  Roinan  Catholics  to  take  the  oaths  of  allegiance  and  supremacy ;  and 
Donne  appeared  to  so  Douch  advantage  in  the  dispute,  that  his  miyesty  requested  he 
would  commit  his  sentiments  in  writing,  and  bring  them  to  him.  ^Donne  readfly  com- 
plied, and  presented  the  king  with  the  treatise  published  in  that  year,  under  the  title  of 
Pseudo-Martyr.  This  obtained  him  much  reputation,  and  the  university  of  Oxford  con- 
ferred  on  him  the  degree  of  master  of  arts,  which  he  had  previously  received  from  Cam- 
bridge. 

The  Pseudo-Martyr  contains  very  strong  arguments  against  the  pc^'s  supremacy, 
and  has  been  highly  praised  by  hb  biographers.  Warburton,  however,  speaks  of  it  m 
less  fiivourable  terms.  It  must  be  confessed  that  the  author  has  not  availed  himself  of 
tlie  writings  of  the  judicious  Hooker,  and  that  in  this,  as  well  as  in  all  his  prose-writingB^ 
are  many  of  those  far-fetched  conceits  which,  however  agreeable  to  the  taste  of  the  age, 
have  placed  him  at  the  head  of  a  dass  of  very  indifierent  poets. 

At  this  period  of  our  hbtory,  it  was  deemed  expedient  to  select  such  men  for  high  . 
offices  in  the  church  as  promised,  by  their  abilities  and  seal,  to  vmdicate  the  leformed 
relijpon.    King  James,  who  was  no  incompetent  judge  of  such  merit,  though  perhaps  too 
apt  to  measure  the  talents  of  others  by  hb  own  standard,  conceived,  firom  a  penual  of 

'  It  may  be  necessary  to  mention,  tbat  the  dates  of  some  of  bis  letten  do  not  correspouJ  wHb 
Walton's  naiT^tire,  and  it  U  now  too  late  to  attempt  to  i-econcile  tbero.     C. 
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le  Paeudo-Martyr,  tliat  Domie  would  prove  an  omameot  and  butwark  to  the  church* 
nd,  dierefore,  not  onlj  endeavoured  to  persuack  him  to  take  orders,  but  restated  every 
pplication  to  exert  the  ^yal  favour  townds  him  in  any  other  direction.  When  the  &• 
ouiite  earl  of  SomerKt  requested  that  Mr.  Donne  might  have  the  place  of  one  of  the 
lerks  of  the  councily  then  vacant,  the  king  rqpUed,  "  I  know  Mr.  Donne  b  a  learned 
nan,  has  the  abilities  of  a  learned  divine,  and  will  prove  a  powerful  preacher ;  and  my 
iesire  b  to  pr^er  lum  that  way,  and  in  that  way  I  will  deny  you  nothmg  for  him." 

Such  an  intimation  must  have  made  a  powedhl  unpression ;  yet  there  is  no  reason  to 
coadode,  from  any  part  of  Mr.  Donne's  character,  that  he  would  have  been  mdoced  to 
eoter  the  church  merely  by  the  persuasion '  of  his  soverdgn,  however  flattering.  To  him^ 
however,  at  this  time,  the  transition  was  not  difficult  Hehad  rdinquished  the  follies  of 
youth,  and  had  neariy  outlived  the  remembrance  of  them  by  others.  His  studies  had 
long  inclined  to  theology,  and  his  frame  of  mind  vyas  adapted  to  support  the  character  ex* 
pected  from  him.  His  old  friend.  Dr.  Morton,  probably  embraced  this  opportunity  to 
Kcond  the  king^s  wishes,  and  remove  Mr.  Donne's  personal  scruples ;  and  Dr.  King,  bidmp 
of  London,  who  had  been  chaplain  to  the  cliancellor  when  Donne  was  his  secretary^ 
sod  consequently  knew  his  character,  heard  of  his  intention  with  much  satisfaction.  By 
this  prelate  he  was  ordained '  deacon,  ami  afterwards  priest ;  and  the  king,  although  not 
notfonnly  punctual  in  his  promises  of  patronage,  immediately  made  him  his  chaplam  in 
ordinary,  and  ^ve  him  hopes  of  higher  preferment. 

Those  who  Imd  been  the  occasion  of  Mr.  Donne's  entering  into  orders,,  were  anxious  Co 
lee  him  exhibit  in  a  new  character,  with  the  abilities  which  had  been  so  much  admired 
in  the  scholar  and  the  man  of  the  world.  But  at  first,  we  are  told,  he.  confined  his,  pub* 
lie  services  to  the  churches  in  the  vicinity  of  London;  and  it  was  not  until  hb  uiiyesty 
lequiied  hb  attendance  at  Whitehall  on  an  appointed  day,  that  he  appea]:ed  before  an 
auditoiy  capably  of  appreciating  hb  talents.  Their  report  b  stated  to  have  been  hi^y 
ikvounible.  Hb  biographer,  indeed,  seems  to  be  at  a  loss  for  words  to  express  the 
pathos,  dignity,  and  effect  of  hb  preachmg ;  but  in  what  he  has  advanced^  he  no  doubt 
spoke  the-  sentiments  of  Donue's  learned  contemporaries.  Still  the  excellence  of  the 
pulpit  oratoiy  of  that  age  will  not  bear  the  test  of  modem  criticbm ;  and  those  who 
now  consult  Mr.  Donne's  sermons,  if  they  expect  gratification,  must  be  more  attentive 
to  the  matter  than  the!  manner.  That  he  was  apopular  and  useful  preacher  b  universally 
acknowledged ;  and  he  performed  the  more  private  duties  of  hb  function  with  humility, 
kindness,  leal,  and  acuity. 

The  same  month,  which  appegrs  to  have  been  March  1614,  m  which  he  entered  into 

Olden,,  and  preached  at  Whitehall,  the  king  happened  to  be  entertained,  during  one  of 

^^  progresses,  at  Cambridge,  and  recommended  Mr.  Donne  to  be  made  doctor  m  divinity 

Walton  informs  us,  that  the  university  gave  their  assent  as  soon  as  Dr.  Harsaet,  the  vkel 

^^i^aooellor,  made  the  proposal.    According,  however,  to  two  letters  from  Mr.  Chamber- 

hb  to  sir  Dudley  Carlton,  it  appears  that  there  was  some  opposition  to  the  degree,  in 

cooseqatace  of  a  report  that  Mr.  Donne  had  obtained  the  reversion  of  the  deanery  of 

pantedtuiy.    Even  the  vice-chancellor  b  mentioned  among  those  who  opposed  him.    It 

a  not  very  easy  to  reconcile  these  accounts,  unless  by  a  conjecture  that  the  opposition 

was  withdrawn  when  the  report  respecting  the  deanery  of  Canterbury  was  proved  to  be 

|"^roe.   And  there  b  some  probability  thb  was  the  case,  for  that  deaneiy  became  vacant 

ffi  the  feUowing  year,  and  was  given  to.  Dr.  Fotherby,  a  man  of  much  less  fame  and 

interest. 
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But  whatever  was  the  cause  of  this  temporuy  oppootioa  at  Canbiictgc^  it  »  certau 
that  Dr.  Dom»e  became  so  highly  esteemed  as  a  preacher,  that  wkhm  the  fint  year  ol 
his  ministry,  be  had  the  offer  c(  fourteen  ^fifiereut  liviagsy  ali  o£  which  he  decUoed,  and 
for  the  same  reason,  namely,  that  th^  were  situated  at  a  distance  from  London,  to 
which,  in  common  with  all  men  olf  mtellectttal  curiosity,  he  apoean  to  have  been  wannlj 
attached. 

In  l6\7  his  wife  died,  leaving  hkn  seven  children.  This  affliction  sank  so  d6q>  ii^ 
his  heart  that  he  retired  from  the  world  and  from  his  ftiends,  to  indulge  a  sn-iow  whidi 
could  not  be  restrained,  and  which  for  some  time  tntemipted  his  public  servioes.  Fran 
this  he  was  at  length  diverted  by  the  gentlemen  of  lincdn's  Ian,  who  requested  him  to 
accept  their  lecture,  and  prevailed.  Their  high  regard  ibr  him  contributed  to  render 
this  situation  agreeable,  and  adequate  to  the  maint^aaceefhiB  family.  The  ooonectiott 
subsisted  about  two  years,  greatly  to  the  satisfaction  of  both  peitios,  and  of  the  people 
mt  hige,  who  had  now  ftequent  opporttinities  of  hearing  their  favourite  preacher.  But 
on  lovd  Hay  being  appointed  on  an  embassy  to  Germany,  Dr.  Donne  was  requested  to 
attend  him.  He  was  at  this  time  in  a  state  of  health  which  required  relaxation  and 
diange  of  air,  and  after  an  absence  of  fourteen  radnths  he  retunied  to^his  duty  in  Lin- 
cob's  Inn,  much  improved  in  health  and  spirits,  and  about  a  year  after,  in  l620,  the 
king  conferred  upon  hua  the  deanery  of  St.  Paul's. 

Thb  promotion,  like  all  the  leading  events  o|  his  life,  tended  to  the  advancement 
of  his  character.  While  it  amply  supplied  his  wants,  it  enabled  him  at  the  same  time 
to  exhibit  the  heroism  of  a  liberal  and  generous  mmd,  in  the  case  of  his  fath^-in-fanr, 
sir  Geoige  Moor.  This  man  had  never  acted  the  part  of  a  kind  and  ibigivbg  parent, 
although  he  continued  to  pay  liie  annual  sum  agreed  upon  by  bond,  in  lieu  of  hb  daugh- 
ter's portion.  The  time  was  now  come  when  Dr.  Donne  could  repay  his  harshness  \g 
convincing  him  how  unworthily  it  had  been  exerted.  The'  quarter  after  his  appomt* 
ment  to  the  deanery,  when  sir  George  came  to  pay  him  the  stipulated  sum.  Dr.  Donne 
refused  it,  and  after  acknowledging  more  kindness  than  he  had  received,  added,  <'  1 
know  your  present  condition  is  such  as  not  to  abound,  and  I  hope  mine  is  such  as  not 
to  need  it.  I  will  therefore  receive  no  more  from  you  upon  that  contract,"  which  he 
immediately  gave  up. 

To  his  deanery  was  now  added  the  vicarage  of  St.  Dunstan  in  the  West,  and  another 
ecclesiastical  endowment  not  specified  by  Walton.  These,  according  to  his  letters,  (p.  9 1 8) 
he  owed  to  the  friendship  of  Richard  Sackville,  earl  of  Dorset,  and  of  the  eari  of  Kent. 
From  all  this  he  derived  the  pleasing  prospect  of  making  a  decent  provision  for  hn 
children,  as  well  as  of  indulging  to  a  greater  extent  his  liberal  and  humane  dUspositbn. 
In  1624,  he  was  chosen  prolocutor  to  the  convocation,  on  which  occasion  he  delivered 
a  Latin  oration,  which  is  printed  in  the  London  edition  of  his  poems,  1719* 

While  in  this  full  tide  of  popularity,  he  bad  the  nusfortnne  to  fell  under  the  displea- 
sure of  the  king,  who  had  beoi  informed  that  in  his  public  discourses  he  had  meddled  with 
some  of  tliose  points  respecting  popery  which  were  more  usually  handled  by  the  puritans. 
Such  an  accusation  might  have  had  very  serious  consequences,  if  the  king  had  implicitly 
confided  in  tliose  who  brought  it  forward.  But  Dr.  Donne  was  too  great  a  ftvourite  to 
be  condemned  unheard,  and  accordingly  his  nuyesty  sent  for  him  and  represeifeed  what  he 
had  heard,  and  Dr.  Domie  so  completely  satisfied  him  as  to  his  principles  m  church  and 
state,  that  tlie  king,  in  the  hearing  of  his  council,  bestowed  h^  praise  on  him,  and 
declared  that  Jbe  njoiced  in  the  recollection  that  it  was  by  his  persuaskm  Dr.  Donne  bad 
become  a  divine. . 
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Afcwit  tarn  yotf*  dier  Iw  reeckM  the  deaneiy  of  St  Fial'Sy  ai^  when  he  had  ar- 
at  hi»  fiftj-^Murdi  yeap,  his  oottsUtntion,  naturally  faebk,  was  attacked  by  a  diiK 
order  which  had  eveiy  -appearance  of  bdng  &lal.  In  this  exiieaitty  he  ga?e  another 
tenderness  of  coascieneei  so  tiaosoeadently  superior  to  idl  modem  notions 
r,  wfaidi  bad  always  narked  his  dtaractcr.  When  there  was  little  hope  of  his 
lie,  be  waa  required  to  renew  some  prebendal  leases,  the  &ies  for  ^hich  were  very  con- 
nught  hata  enriched  his  family*  Bat  this  he  peremptorily  revised,  oon- 
aneh  a  mcasnte^  in  hi»  ^tnation^  as  a  species  of  sacril^{e.  *'  I  dare  not^"*  he 
'  IMW  mpoa  ay  skk  bed,  when  Alndg^  God  hath  made  me  useless  to  the 
of  ^a  dmreb,  make  any  advaat^ies  out  of  it.'' 

bowvter^  be  survived  aboat  five  years,  when  bis  tenancy  to  a  consump- 
ictamed»  and  terminated  his  life  <m  the  51st  day  of  March  l651.    He  was 
m  SC  Faid's,  where  a  monnaait  was  erected  to  his  menloiy.    fib  figure  may  yet 
in  the  vaalts  of  St.  Suth's  under  St.  Paul's.    It  stands  erect  in  a  window^  with- 
and  deprived  of  the  ura  in  which  the  feet  were  placed.    His  picture  was 
befoi«  Us  death,  when  he  dressed  luoiself  in  his  winding  sheet,  and  the 
in  St  fWtb's  was  carved  from  tins  pmnting  by  Nicholas  Stone.    The  fifagm^mtB 
«f  Ub  tomb  tto  on  ^  otber^ide  of  the  ehurch.    Walton  mentions  many  other  paini- 
iagi  of  inn  ezeeoted  at  different  periods  of  his  hfe,  which  are  not  now  known. 

Of  tk^'  cbataeln^  iome  jndgn^nt  may  be  formed  from  the  preceding  dfietch,  taken 
princfnlly  from  Zouch's  much  improved  edition  of  Walton's  Lives.  Hb  early  years, 
ttme  la  r  anion  to  dnak,  although  disgraced  by  no  flagrant  turpitude,  were  not  exempt 
frna  fatty  ttid  dbsipatian.  In  some  of  Ins  poems  we  meet  with  the  language  and  sen- 
liMnia  of  aen  wheae  morals  are  not  very  strict.  After  his  marrii^,  however,  he  ap- 
peal* in  have  become  of  a  serious  and  thoughtfol  disposftion,  his  mind  alternately  ex- 
bj  absdy,  or  softened  by  affiction.  His  reading  was  very  extensive,  and  we 
to  ahnost  every  science  in  his  poems,  although  unfortunately  the^  only 
to  produee  distorted  images  and  wild  conceits. 
Ifia  |ttoae  woiltt  are  numerous^  but,  except  the  Pseudo-Martyr  and  a  small  volume 
of  AsvotfMSy  none  of  ^em  were  poblidied  during  his  life.  A  fist  of  the  whole  may  be 
loa  in  Wood's  Athenv  md  in  Zouch's  edition  of  Walton.  Hb  sermons  have  not  a 
fittk  of  the  character  of  hb  poems.  They  are  not,  indeed,  so  rugged  in  style,  but  they 
wMi  quaint  allusions,  whidi  now  appear  ludicrous,  although  they  probably  pro- 
loaacfa  effect  in  hb  days.  With  Ihb  exception,  they  contain  much  good  sense, 
aMMli  acqnaktanee  with  hmnan  nature,  many  striking  thoughts,  and  some  very  just 
wMiial  dilicisnu 

One  of  his  proae  writmgs  requires  more  particular  nedce.  Every  adnnrer  dt  hb 
fbanKter  w31  wish  it  expunged  from  the  coQectioo.  It  b  enftided  Biathanatos,  a  De- 
datation  of  that  Paradox,  or  Thesb,  that  Self-homicide  b  not  so  naturally  Sm,  that  it 
any  never  be  otherwise.  If  it  be  asked  what  could  induce  a  man  of  Dr.  Donne's  piety 
toarrile  sach  a  treatise,  we  may  answer  in  hb  own  words,  Aat  *^  it  b  a  book  written  by 
Jadt  Donne  and  not  by  Dr.  Donne."  It  was  written  in  hb  youth,  as  a  trial  of  skill 
aaaflngnhur  topic,  m  which  he  thought  proper  to  exercise  his  talent  agaiAst  the  ge- 
aoaly  received  ofunion.  But  if  it  be  asked  wby,  instead  of  sending  one  or  two  copies 
la  friencb  wiA  an  injunction  not  to  print  it,  he  did  not  put  thb  out  of  their  power  by 
dotrpying  the  manuscript,  the  answer  b  nit  so  easy.  He  b  .even  so  inconsbtent  as 
t»  iate  one  of  hb  corre^ndents  neither  to  bum  it,  nor  publish  it.    It  was  at  length 
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pubUshed  by  hb  son  m  l644,  who  oertainly  did  not  consult  the  reputation  of  his  fii  Jier  ; 
and  if  the  reports  of  his  character  be  just,  was  not  a  man  Ukely  to  give  himself  mucb 
uneasiness  about  that  or  any  other  consequence. 

Dr.  Donne's  reputation  as  a  poet  was  higher  in  his  own  time  than  it  has  been  since. 
Dfyden  fixed  his  character  with  his  usual  .judgment ;  as  '<  the  greatest  wit,  though  not 
the  best  poet,  of  our  nation."  He  says  afberwards ',  that  <<  he  affects  the  metaphysics, 
not>  only  in  his  Satires,  but  in  hb  amorous  verses,  where  nature  only  should  reign,  and 
perplexes  the  minds  of  the  fair  sex  with  nice  speculations  of  philosophy,  when  he  should 
engage  their  hearts,  and  ^tertain  them  with  the  softnesses  of  love."  Dryden  has  also 
pronounced  that  if  his  Satires  were  to  be  translated  into  numbers,  they  would  yet  be 
wanting  in  diguity  of  expression.  The  reader  has  now  an  opportunity  of  compairing' 
the  originals  and  transhitions  in  Pope's  works,  and  will  probably  ttink  that  Pope  has 
made  them  so  much  his  own  as  to  tfuow  very  little  light  on  Donne's  powers*  He  every 
where  elevates  the  expression,  and  in  very  few  instances  retains  a  whole  line. 
,  Pope,  m  his  classification  of  poets,  places  Donne  at  the  head  of  a  school,  that  school 
irom  which  Dr.  Johnson  has  given  so  many  remarkable  specimens  of  absurdity,  ia  his 
life  of  Cowley,  and  whkh,  following  Dryden,  he  terms  the  metaphysical  schooL  Grsij^ 
in  the  sketch  he  sent  to  Mr.  Warton,  considers  it  as  a  third  Italian  school,  full  of 
conceit,  begun  in  queen  Elizabeth's  re^,  continued  under  James  and  Charles  I. 'by 
.Donne,  Crashaw,  Cleveland,  carried  to  its  height  by  Cowley,  and  ending  perhaps  in 
Sprat 

Donne's  numbers,  if  they  may  be  so  called,  are  certainly  the  most  rugged  and  uo- 
.Cisuth  of  any  of  our  poets.  He  appears  either  to  have  had  no  ear,  or  to  have  been  utterly 
riQgardless  of  harmohy.  Yet  Spenser  preceded  him,  and  Drummond,  the  first  polished 
versifier,  vras  his  contemporary;  but  it  must  be  allowed  that  before  Drummond  qipeared, 
Donne  had  relinquished  his  pursuit  of  the  Muses,  nor  would  it  be  just  to  indude  the 
whole  of  his  poetry  under  the  general  censure  which  has  been  usually  passed.  Dr.  War- 
ton  seems  to  think  that  if  he  had  taken  pains  he  might  not  have  proved  so  inferior  to 
.his  contemporaries ;  but  what  inducement  coi^d  he  have  to  take  pains,  as  he  pnblisbed 
nothing,  and  seems  not  desirous  of  publk  feme  ?  He  was  certainly  not  ignorant  i>r  un- 
skilled in  the  higher  attributes  of  style,  for  he  wrote  elegantly  in  Latin,  and  displays 
considerable  taste  in  some  of  his  smaller  pieces  and  epigrams. 

At  what  time  he  wrote  his  poems  has  not  been  jascertained ;  but  of  a  few  the  dates 
may  be  recovered  by  the  correspondmg  events  of  his  life.  Ben  Jonson  affirmed  thu 
he^  wrote  all  his  best  pieces  before  he  was  twenty-five  years  of  age.  His  Satires,  in 
which  there  are  some  strokes  levelled  at  the  Reformation,  must  have  been  written  yeiy 
early,  as  he  was  but  a  young  man  when  he  renounced  the  errors  of  popery.  His  poems 
were  first  published  in  4to.  l633,  and  12mo.  1035,  l651,  1669,  and  1719.  His  son  was 
the  editor  of  the  early  editions. 

*  On  the  Origin  and  Progress  of  Satire,    (X 
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;     TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

WILLIAM  LORD  CRAVEN, 

BARON  OF  HAMSTED^MARSHAM. 


MT  LORD, 

Many  of  these  poems  have,  for  severaHmpressions,  wandered  up  and  down, 
trusting  (as  well  as  they,  might)  upon  the  author^s  reputation :  neither  do  they 
DOW  complain  of  any  injury,  but  what  may  proceed  either  from  the  kindness 
of  the  printer,  or  the  courtesy  of  the  reader;  the  one,  by  adding  something 
too  much,  lest  any  spark  of  this  sacred  fire  might  perish  undiscerned ;  the 
other,  by  putting  such  an  estimation  upon  the  wit  and  fancy  they  find  here, 
that  they  are  content  to' use  it  as  their  own*;  as  if  a  man  should  dig  out  the 
stones  of  a  royal  amphitheatre,  to  build  a  stage  for  a  country  show.    Amongst 
all  the  monsters  this  unlucky  age  has  teemed  with,  I  find  none  so  prodigious 
as  the  poets  of  these  later  times,  wherein  men,  as  if  they  would  level  under- 
standings too,  as  well  as  estates,  acknowledging  no  inequality  of  parts  and 
judgments,  pretend  as  indifierently  to  the  chair  of  wit  as  to  the  pulpit,  and 
conceive  themselves  no  less  inspired  with  the  spirit  of  poetry,  than  with  that  of 
religion :  so  it  is  not  only  the  noise  of  drumS:  and  trumpets  which  have  drowned 
tbe  Moseys  harmony,  or  the  fear  that  the  churches  ruin  will  destroy  the  priests* 
likewise,  that  now  frights  them  from  this  country,  where  they  have  been  so 
ingeniously  received ;  but  these  rude  pretenders  to  excellencies  they  unjustly 
own,  who,  profanely  rushing  into  Minerva's  temple,  with  noisome  airs  blast 
the  laurel,  which  thunder  cannot  hurt.    In  this  sad  condition,  these  learned 
sisters  are  fled  over  to  beg  your  lordship's  protection,  who  have  been  so  cer- 
tain a  patron  both  to  arts  and  arms,  and  who,  in  this  general  confusion,  have 
so  entirely  preserved  your  honour,  that  in  your  lordship  we  may^  still  read  a 
inost  perfect  character  of  what  %igland  was  in  all  her  pomp  and  greatness. 
So  that  although  these  poems  were  formerly  written  upon  several  occasions  to 
several  persons,  they  now  unite  themselves,  and  are  become  one  pyramid  to 
set  your  lordship's  statue  upon ;  where  you  inay  stand,  like  armed  Apollo, 
tbe  defender  of  the  Muses,  encouraging  the  poets  now  alive  to  celebrate  your 
great  acts,  by  affording  your  countenance  to  his  poems,  that  wanted  only  so 
noble  a  subject.    ' 

My  Lord, 

your  most  humble  servant, 

JOHN  DONNE. 
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HEXASnCON  BIBUOPOLX. 

I  m  in  bii  last  preach'd  and  printed  book» 
His  pictare  in  a  riieet ;  in  Paul's  I  look, 
And  see  bis  statue  in  n  aheot  of  stane; 
And  sura  his  body  in  tbe  gimre  bath  one : 
Those  sheets  present  him  dead,  these  if  yon  tmy^ 
Yen  have  him  living  to  eternitjr. 

JO.  MAB* 


UEXASTICOKAI^  BmUOPOLAM, 


Iv  thy  impression  of  Donne^s  poems  rare. 
For  bis  eternity  thou  hast  ta^en  care : 
T  was  well  and  pious ;  and  for  ever  may 
He  live :  yet  I  thorn  thee  a  better  way; 
Print  but  his  sermons,  and  if  those  we  buy. 
He,  we,  and  thou,  shall  live  t*  eternity. 


WJOatTDONNB. 

HoincB,  the  delight  of  Pheebos,  and  each  Mose, 
Who,  to  thy  one,  all  other  brains  refuse; 
Whose  ev'ry  work  of  thy  most  early  wit. 
Came  forth  eaamplo,  and  rem4in  so  yet : 
I/mger  aknowing,  than  most  wits  do  live; 
And  which  no*  affection  praise  enough  can  give! 
To  it  thy  language,  letten,«it%  best  lif^ 
Which  might  with  half  mankind  maintain  a  strife; 
All  which  I  mean  to  praise,  and  yet  I  would ; 
But  leaEve,  because  I  CHUdtas  I«i|^ldl 

BBN  JONSON. 
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POEMS 


or 


JOHN  DONNE,  D.D. 


W 


TBE  FLEA^ 

r  AKK  but  thk  flsa,  md  imrk  in  tbif, 
Hov  little  that,  wbieh  thou  deny'ft  ms,  it  I 
Me  it  wck'd  firat,  and  now  tuclu  thee, 
And  in  thift  flea  oar  two  bloods  mingled  be  ; 
Confen  it.    Tbis  oannot  be  said 
A  sin,  orihame,  or  loM  of  maidenbead. 
Yet  this  eojoys,  before  it  woo^ 
And  pamper'd  svella  witb  one  blood  made  of  two, 
And  tkus,  alas  1  is  more  tban  we  coald  do. 

Oh  stay,  three  Hres  in  one  flea  spare. 

Where  we  almost,  nay  more  than  marry'd  aret 

This  flea  is  you  and  I,  and  this 

Our  marriage  bed  and  marriage  temple  is ; 

Thon^  parents  grudge,  and  yoo,  w>  are  met. 

And  ckNSter'd  in  these  living  walls  of  jet. 

Thoagh  use  make  you  apt  to  kill  me, 

Ut  not  to  that  self-murder  added  be^ 

And  sacrilege,  three  sins  in  killing  three. 

Croei  and  sadden,  hast  thou  smce 

Parpled  thy  nail  in  blood  of  innocence  ? 

WbereiD  ooold  this  flea  guilty  be, 

licept IB  tbat  blood,  wiiicb  it  snck*d  from  tbee? 

Yet  thou  triumph'st,  and  say'st  that  thou 

Fnd'st  not  thyself  nor  me  the  weaker  now ; 

Tistraa;  then  learn  how  fialse  fears  be : 

Jast  BO  moch  honour,  when  thou  yield'st  to  mee. 

Will  waste,  u  this  flea's  death  tool^  life  from  thee. 


TBE  GOOD^MORROW. 

IwoHiia,  by  my  troth,  what  tflm  ]^  I 
^  tUl  «e  Jovd \  wero  we  not  w^and  till  tbOD, 
B«ttQck*d  on  chtldisb  pleasures  silUly  ? 
^  nnmbred  we  in  the  ae?en-slee|ie»  den  ? 
>  was  SO}  but  at  ^  pleasures  tecies  be^ 
W^jybssrtyldidee^  ;     .       .  , 


And  BOir  good-monfow.tn  onr  waking  aonli^ 
Wbicb  watch  not  one  another  out  of  fSsar  j 
For  love  alt  lore  of  other  sights  controls. 
And  makes  one  little  room  an  eveiy-wbara. 
Let  sea-discoverers  to  new  worlds  have  gone. 
Let  maps  to  other  worlds  our  world  have  shown. 
Let  US  possess  one  world;  each  hath  one,  and  is  eoe. 

My  fbce  in  thine  aye,  thfaie  fai  mine  appears. 
And  tnie  plain  hearts  do  in  the  faces  rest ; 
Where  can  we  find  two  fitter  hemispheres 
Without  sharp  north,  without  declining  west? 
Whatever  dies,  was  not  mix'd  equally  $ 
If  our  two  loves  be  one,  both  thou  and  I 
Love  just  alike  in  all,  none  of  these  loves  can  die^ 


SONG. 

Go,  and  catch  a  falling  star. 

Get  with  child  a  mandrake  root. 
Tell  me  where  all  times  past  are. 

Or  who  cleft  the  DeviPs  foot. 
Teach  me  to  hear  mermaids  singings 
Or  to  keep  off  envy's  stinging. 
And  find. 
What  wind 
Serves  to  advance  an  honest  mind. 

If  thou  be'st  bom  to  strange  sights. 

Things  invisible  go  see, 
Ride  t^  thousand  days  and  nights. 
Till  age  snow  white  hairs  on  thee. 
Tlion,  when  thou  return'st,  wilt  tell  me 
AU  strange  wwnden,  that  befifill  thee, 
Andtwear, 
Ho  where 
lives  a  woman  trae  and  ibir. 

If  thou  find*st  one,  let  me  know. 
Such  a  pilgrimage  were  sweet  | 

Yet  do  not,  I  would  aot'go. 
Though  at  oexl  door  weoight  meet. 
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Tbotigfa  she  wtre  true  when  you  met  her» 
And  last,  till  you  write  your  letter, 

Yetsbe 

Will  be 
Vtihe,  ere  I  come,  to  two  oiTthfee. 


WOMAN'S  CONSTJJNCY. 

Now  tboa  haet  lov'd  me  one  whole  day, 

To  morrow  when  thou  leaf'at,  what  wilt  thoo  say  ? 

Wilt  tbou  then  antedate  some  new-made  tow  ? 

Or  say,  that  now 
We  are  not  just  those  penons,  which  we  were  ? 
Or,  that  oaths,  made  in  reverential  fear 
Of  l/rre  and  his  wrath,  any  may  forswear  ? 
Or,  as  troe  deaths  true  marriages  untie. 
So  lovers' contracts,  images  (^  those, 
Bind  but  till  sleep,  death's  image,  them  nnloose? 

Or,  your  own  end  to  justify 
For  having  purposM  change  and  falsehood,  jroa 
Can  bare  no  way  but  fidsebood  to  be  true  ? 
yam  lunatic,  against  these  scapes  I  oOnld 

Dispute,  and  conquer,  if  I  would; 

Which  I  abstain  to  doe. 
For  by  to  morrow  I  may  think  so  too. 


TRS  UNDERTAKING. 

I  BATi  done  one  braver  thing. 

Than  all  the  worthies  did ; 
And -yet  a  braver  thence  doth  spring, 

Which  is,  to  keep  that  hid. 

tt  were  but  madness  now  t'  impait 

The  skill  of  speeolar  stone. 
When  he,  which  can  have  leam'd  the  art 

To  cut  it,  can  find  none. 

So,  if  I  now  should  utter  this. 

Others  (because  no  more 
Such  stuff,  to  woilc  upon,  there  is) 

Would  love  but  as  before. 

Be  he,  who  loveliness  within 

Hath  found,  all  outward  loathes ; 

For  he^  who  colour  loves  and  skin, 
Loves  but  their  oldest  clothes. 

If,  as  I  have,  pxi  also  do 

Virtue  in  woman  see. 
And  dare  lore  that,  and  say  so  ioo^ 

And  forget  the  he  and  she; 

And  if  this  love,  thoogfa  placed  so^ 
From  profone  men  yon  hide. 

Which  will  no  faith  on  this  besUm, 
Or,  if  they  do,  deride: 

Then  you  have  done  a  braver  thing, 

Than  all  the  Worthies  did, 
And  a  braver  thence  will  spring, 

Which  is,  to  keep  that  hid. 


TSOE  SUN  RISING. 


Bviv  old  fool,  unmly  Sun,  ^ 

Why  dost  thou  tbo^ 
Through  windows  and  through  curtains,  lookon  na  ? 
Must  to  thy  motions  lovers'  seasons  ran  ? 

Sawcy  pedantic  wretch,  go^  chide 

Late  school-boys,  or  soar  'pcentices, 
Ootell^eoort-buntsmen,  that  the  king  will  lide^ 
Call  country  ants  to  harvest  offices ; 
Love,  all  alike,  no  season,  knows  nor  clime. 
Nor  boors,  days,  months,  which  are  the  rags  of  time. 

Thy  beams,  so  reverend  and  strong. 
Dost  tbou  not  thmk 
I  could  eclipse,  and  cloud  them  with  a  wink« 
But  that  I  would  not  lose  her  sight  so  loQg  \ 

If  her  eyes  have  not  blinded  thine^ 

Look,  and  to  morrow  late  tell  me^ 
Whether  both  th'  Indies  of  qnce  and  mine 
Be  where  thou  left  them,  or  lie  here  with  me ; 
Ask  for  those  kings,  whom  thou  saw'st  yeaterdsy. 
And  thou  Shalt  hear.  All  here  in  one  bed  lay. 

She  *%  all  states,  and  all  princes  T, 
Nothing  else  is. 
Princes  do  but  play  us ;  compar'd  to  this. 
All  hofwur  'S  mimic ;  all  wesJth  alchymy  f  * 
Thon  Son  art  half  as  happy'  as  we. 
In  that  the  world  's  contracted  thus. 
Thine  age  a^  ease,  and  shioe  thy  duties  be 
To  warm  the  world,  that 's  done  in  warming  ua.  . 
Shine  here  to  us,  and  thou  art  every  where  ; 
This  bed  thy  centre  is,  these  walls  thy  qphere. 


THE  INPUTERMNT. 

"  I CAH  love  both  fiur  and  brown ; 
Her  whom  abnndance  melts,  and  her  whom  want 
betrays;  [plays; 

Her  who  loves  loneness  best,  and  her  who  wpotts  and 
Her  whom  the  country  form'd,  and  whom  the  town; 
Her  who  believes,  and  her  who  tries ; 
Her  who  still  weeps  with  spungy  eyes. 
And  her  who  is  dry  coik,  and  never  cries  ; 
J  can  love  her,  and  her,  and  yon,  and  you, 
I  can  kiive  any,  so  she  be  iKyt  true. 

Will  no  other  vice  oootent  yoa  ? 

Will  it  not  serve  your  turn  todo,  as  did  yoarmotheis? 

Or  have  yoo  all  old  vices  worn,  and  now  woold  find 

out  others? 
Or  doth  a  foar,  that  men  are  troe,  torment  yon  ? 
Oh,  we  are  not,  be  not  yon  so ; 
Let  me ;  and  do  you  twenty  know. 
Rob  me,  but  bind  me  not,  and  let  ma  go  $ 
Must  I,  who  came  to  tnraatt  ihoraogfa  yoo. 
Grow  yoor  fia*d  sulyect,  beeanse  yba  are  tine  ?" 

Venus  heard  me  sing  this  song, 

And  by  love's  sweetest  sweet,  variety,  she  iwore^ 

She  h(«rdnotthis  till  now;  it  shoold  be  so  do 

She  went,  examin*d,  and  retnm'd  ere  long. 

And  sai4,  *' Alas!  some  two  or  tliree    - 

Poor  heretics  in  love  there  be, 

Which  think  tastablish  dangerous  oooitaBcy, 

But  I  have  told  them,  smce  yon  will  l>e  true, 

Yoa  shall  be  true  to  them,  who  're  hkt  to  yvk' 
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LOVE'S  USURY...CANONIZATION...THE  TRIPLE  FOOL. 

We  'tt  build  in  ■ooMli  prettj  Toomf. 
Ai  well  a  well-wTOQght  urn  beoomes 
Tlie  greateel  Mbet,  at  half-acre  tombe; 
And  by  thoie  Jiymns  all  shall  approve 
Ut  etnohtix'd  fbr  love : 


1«9 


LOrS^S  USITRY. 

Foa  ererr  lionr  that  thou  wilt  ipaie  me  now, 

I  wiU  allow, 
UsufioaB  god  of  lore,  twenty  to  thee^ 
When  with  mf  blown  my  grey  bans  eouai  be; 
Till  then,  Lowe,  let  my  body  rangiv  and  let 
Me  tratail,  ecgoun^  snatch,  i^ot,  have,  fotgeC. 
Resame  my  laet  youfiT  reUot:  think  that  yet 

We*  ba4  never  met 

0 

Let  me  thmk  any  tivafs  letter  mine, 

And  ai  nest  nh^ 
Ke«p  midnight'^  promise ;  miitahe  by  the  way 
The  maid,  and  tell  the  lady  of  that  delay, 
Only  let  me  love  none,  no  not  the  sport, 
Fnffli  country  grass  to  comfltures  of  oouit. 
Or  city's  qudqoe^boses,  let  not  report  - 

hCy  mind  transport. 

This  bargain's  good ;  if,  when  I'  am  old,  I  be 

Inflam'd  by  thes^ 
If  thine  own  honour,  or  my  shame,  or  pain, 
Thou  covet  most,  at  that  age  thou  shalt  gain; 
Do  thy  will  then,  then  sufcject  and  degree, 
And  fruit  of  love,  Love,  I  submit  to  thee ; 
Spare  me  till  then,  I  'II  bear  it,  thoogh  she  be 

One  that  loves  me. 


CANONIZATION. 


slbve, 


Foa  Ood*s  sake  hold  your  tongue,  and  let 

Or  chide  my  {lalay,  or  my  gout, 
My  five  grey  haifi,  or  min'd  fortunes  ton^ 
Withweakhyoorakata^yonrmindwithaitsim^iKyfe, 

Take  you  a  coui^  get  jwi  a  place. 

Observe  his  honour  or  his  grace. 
Or  the  king^  teal  or  his  stampted  fitce 

Coetemplate;  what  jron  will, ^^rove^ 
So  you  will  kt  me  love. 

Akiialas!  who 's  iijur'd  by  my  love  } 

What  merchaafji  ships  have  my  sighs  drown'd? 
Who  mys  my  tean  have  overflow'd  bu  ground  } 
When  did  my  colds  a  forward  spring  remove  ? 

When  did  the  bests,  whieh  my  reins  fil. 

Add  one  more  to  the  plaguy  bill  ? 
Sddieii  find  wars,  and  lawyers  find  out  still 

litigious  men,  whom  quarrels  move^ 
Though  siie  and  I  do  love. 

Call  *8  what  yoo  will,  we  are  made  such  by  love; 

Call  her  one,  me  another  fiys 
W  are  tapen  teob  and  at  Mr  own  cost  die; 
And  we  ia  us  find  th'  eagle  and  the  dove; 

The  pheuK  riddle  hath  more  wit 

By  OS,  we  two  being  one,  are  it: 
So  to  one  neutral  thiBg  both  sexes  fit 

We  die  and  rise  the  same,  and  prove 
Mysterious  by  thiikyve. 

We  can  die  by  it,  if  not  HtM  by  km 
^  And  if  oafit  for  tomb  or  hearse 
^r  legend  be.  It  *»!  be  fit  for  verse ; 
^  if  no  pieee  ef  ehrttncle  «•  prove. 


And  thus  hivoke  n%  yuu  whom  reverend  loee 

Made  one  another^  hermiUge; 
You  to  whom  kive  was  peace,  that  now  ismge^ 
Who  did  Che  whol  e  world's  soul  oontmct,  and  diors 

Into  the  glasses  of  yonr  eyes^ 

So  made  such  mirrors,  and  such  spies. 
That  they  didxaU  to  you  epitomiae; 

Cbimtnes,  towns,  courts,  beg  from  above 
A  pattern  of  our  love.    , 


TtfB  TRIPLE  FdOL, 

I  AM  two  fools,  I  know, 

For  loving,  and  for  saying  so  ^ 

In  whining  poetry ; 
But  where 's  that  wise  man,  tiiat  would  not  he  I, 

tf  she  would  not  deny  ? 
Then  as  th'  Earth's  hiwasd  narrow  omdbed  lanm 
Do  purge  sea  water's  fretfol  salt  away, 

I  thought,  if  I  could  draw  my  pntns 
Through  rhyme's  vexation,  I  should  dMtt  allay. 

Orief  brought  to  number  oannot  be  so  teet, 
For  he  Umes  it,  that  fetters  itin  Verse. 

But  when  I  have  doneso^ 
Some  man,  his  art  or  voioe  to  ihoir, 

Dbth  set  and  sing  my  paio^ 
And,  by  delighting  many,  frees  again 

Orief,  which  verse  did  rsstraia. 
To  love  and  grief  tribute  of  verse  belongs. 
But  not  of  such  as  pleases,  when  t  is  read. 

Both  are  increased  by  sucbsongs  s 
For  both  their  triumphs  eo  are  pubfisbed. 
And  I,  which  was  two  fools,  do  lo  grow  HMet 
Who  era  a  little  wise,  the  best  fools  be. 


LOVER'S  INFINJTENE8S. 

Ip  yet  I  have  not  all  thy  love. 
Dear,  I  shall  never  have  it  all, 
I  cannot  breathe  one  other  sig^,  to  move; 
Nor  can  entreat  one  other  tear  to  fall ; ' 
And  all  my  treasure,  which  should  purchase  thee^ 
Sighs,  tears,  and  oaths,  and  letters  I  have  spent; 
Yet  no  more  can  be  due  to  me. 
Than  at  the  bargain  made  was  meant : 
If  then  thy  gift  of  love  was  partial. 
That  soBie  for  me,  some  should  to  otliers  foll,^ 
Dear,  ishall  never  have  it  alK 

Or,  if  then  thou  giv'st  me  all. 
All  was  but  all,  which  thou  hadst  then: 
But  if  in  thy  heart  si^ce  there  be,  er  shall 
New  love  created  be  by  other  men. 
Which  have  their  stocks  entire,  and  ean  in  teatt. 
In  sighs,  in  oaths,  in  letters  outbid  me^ 
This  new  love  may  beget  new  fimia, 
For  this  love  was  not  vowM  by  the^ 
And  yet  it  was  thy  gift  being  general ; 
The  ground,  thy  heart,  is  mine,  whatever  shell 
Grow  there,  dear,  I  should  have  it  all. 
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DONNED  POEMS. 


Yet,  I  would  not  have  all  yet. 
He  that  bath  all  can  have  no  more. 
And  Mnce  iny  love  doth  every  day  admit    [store ; 
New  growth,  thou  shoold^flt  have  new  rewards  in 
Thou  canst  not  every  day  give,  me  thy  heart. 
If  thou  canst  give  it,  then  thou  never  gav^  it : 
Lover*  addles  are,  thoit  though  thy  heart  depart, 
It  stays  at  home,  and  thou  with  losing  saVst  it : 
But  we  will  love  a  way  moie  liberal, 
llian  dMogiag  hearts,  to  join  us,  so  we  4iaU 
Be  one,  andooe  aootber^  aU. 


S0T9G. 

Swutvst  love,'  1  do  not  g<v 

For  weariness  of  thee. 
Nor  in  hope  the  world  can  show 
A  "fitter  love  for  me; 

But  since  that  I 
Must  die  at  last,  't  is  best, 
Thus  to  use  myself  in  jest 

By  fitigned  death  to  die ; 

Ttfteniigbt  the  Sun  went  hence, 

And  yet  ia bare  to  day,. 
He  bath  no  desire  nor  sense, 
.*    Morhalfsosbortaway: 

Tlien  fsar  not  me. 
But  believe  that  I  shall  make 
Hastier  journeys,  sioee  I  take  « 

More  wings  ind  spurs  than  be. 

O  how  feeble  is  man*s  power. 

That  if  good  fortune  ftdl. 
Cannot  aAd  another  hour, 

Ilpr  a  lost  hour  recall ! 

But'come,  bad  chance, 
And  w^j^in  to  t  our  strength. 
And  we  teach  it  art  and  length. 

Itself  o*er  us  t'  advance. 

When  thou  sigh'st,  thou  sigh'st  no  wind. 

But  sigh'st  my  soul  away ; 
When  thou  weep'st  unkindly  kind. 

My  'fife's  Mood  doth  decay. 

It  cannot  be 
Ttiat  thou  lov*st  me,  as  thou  say'st  > 
If  in  thine  my  life  thou  waste^ 

That  art  the  life  of  me. 

Letuot  thy  divining  heart 

I^orethink  roe  any  ill. 
Destiny  .may  take  thy  party 

And  may  thy  fears  fulfil  f 

But  think  that  we 
Are  l)ut  laid  aside  to  sleep:  * 

They,  who  one  another  keep 

Alive,  ne'er  parted  tie. 


THELBOACY. 


WiriH  last  I  dy'd  (and,  dear,  t  die 
As  often  as  from  thee  I  go, 
Though  it  be  but  an  hour  ago, 
\ttd  BrciV  hours  be  ttiH  etwuty) 


I  can  remember  yet,  that  I 
Somcfthing  did  savg^and  something  did  beato^v; 
Though  I  be  dead,  which  sent  me,  t  might  be 
Mine  own  executor,  and  legacy. 

I  heard  me  say»  tell  her  anon. 

That  myself,  that  is  you,  not  I, 

Did  kill  me,  and  when  I  felt  me  die, 

I  bid  me  send  my  heart,  when  I  was  gone. 

But  I,  alas !  could  find  there  none.  [lie. 

When  I  h^dripp'd,  and  searehVI  where  hearts  shoatd 

It  kill'd  me  again,  that  I,  who  ftiy  was  true 

In  life,  in  my  last  will  should  cozitf  you. 

Yet  I  found  something  like  a  heart. 

For  coloars  it  and  Mmers  had. 

It  was  not  good,  it  was  net  bad," 

It  was  entire  to  none,  aqd  few  had  part: 

As  good,  as  could  be  made  by  art. 

It  seem'd,  jmd  therefore  for  our  kiss  be  sad, 

I  meant  to  send  that  heart  instead  of  mine. 

But  oh !  no  man  could  hold  it,  for  't  was  thine. 


A  FEVER. 


Or  do  not  die,  for  I  diall  hate 
All  women  so»  when  thou  art  gone, 

That  thee  I  shall  not  celebrate. 
When  I  remember  thou  wast  one. 

But  yet  thou  canst  not  die,  I  know; 

To  leave  this  world  behind  is  death ; 
But  when  thou  firom  this  world  wilt  go, 

The  whole  woirW  vapours  in  thy  breatli. 

Or  if,  when  thou,  the  warid*s  8onl,goest, 
It  stay,  t  is  but  thy  carcass  then. 

The  faiiest  womah,  but  thy  ghost; 
Bnt  corrupt  wodBs,  Che  wQctbiest  men. 

O  wrangling  schools,  that  search  what  fire 
Shall  bum  this  world,  had  none  the  wit 

Unto  this  knowledge  to  aspire. 
That  this  her  fever  might  be  it ! 

And  yet  she  cannot  waste  by  this, 
Nor  long  endure  this  tortartng  wrong. 

For  more  corruption  needfol  is. 
To  ftiel  such  a  fever  long. 

These  bunikig  fits  but  meteots  be, 
Whose  matter  in  thee  soon  is  spent 

Thy  beauty,  and  all  parts,  which  are  thee^ 
Are  an  unchangeable  firmament. 

Yet  t  was  of  my  mind,  seizing  thee, 
ThoQgh  it  m  thee  ctuBot  perssveri 

For  I  had  rather  owner  be 
Of  throne  honr,  tha»  all  else  ever. 


Am  AND  AmElS. 

Twice  or  thrice  had  I  .tov?d  thee, 
Before  I  knew  thir  foce  or  name; 
So  in  a  voice^  so  tu  a  shapeless  fiame^ 
Angels  ailect  us  oft,  and  worshiped  be: 

StiU  when,  to  where  tlmu  wcrt,  I  came. 
Some  lorely'gkirtouaBothwg  did  X  leei 


Digitized  by 


Google 


BREAK  OPDAY... 

Bat  jaoanqr  «ml,  whoK  Aild  love  ii, 
Tate  limba  of  tab,  ma  die  could  nothing  do, 

MoreMbtile  tfau  the  parent  it, 
line  nrast  not  hft,  but  take  a  body  too ; 

And  tberefora  vhat  thoa  wert,  and  who. 

Ibid]oveaak,andi«m, 
That  it  aawmw  thy  body,  I  allow, 
ADdfixitwtf  in  tiiy  lipe,  eyes,  and  brow. 

VbiWt  thoa  to  ballait  knre,  I  thought. 
And  so  more  steadily  t*  have  gone. 
With  wares  which  wonid  rank  admiiatkm* 
^  "^*  l^^'^**^^*  pinnace  overfrangbt  j 
Thy  eveiy  hair  fyr  love  to  work  upon 

Is  moch  too  much,  some  fitter  most  be  aouffht ; 

For,  nor  in  nothing,  nor  In  thmgs 
Brtreme,  and  scattering  bright,  can  love  inheres 

Tbea  as  an  aiigd  ftce,  and  wmgB 
Of  »r,  not  p«ure  aa  it,  yet  pore  doth  wwr, 

Ala  »twixt  ahr  and  angd's  polity,  . 

TvBt  woiiiaB*k  low^  and  men'k  will  ever  be. 


BREAK  OF  DAY. 

Stay,  O  sweet,  and  do  not  rise, 
The  Kgh^  that  shines,  comes  Irom  thine  ercys 
The  day  breaks  not,  it  is  my  heart,  ^ 

Because  that  yon  and  I  must  part 

SUy,  or  else  my  joys  will  die. 

And  perish  in  their  infancy. 

n  *^.!^'''"^'^»  wlMikthoai^Hbe? 
0 mit thou therefiro  rise fiomi 
Why  ibQnId  we  rise,  becsanse  t  is  light  ? 
Od  we  lie  down,  because  't  was  m'ght  ? 

<^>ve,  which  in  s|dte  of  daiknem  brought 
tber, 

Sboold  in  despite  of  light  keep  ns  together. 


ushi- 


Lght  b^  no  tongne,  but  i#  ay:eye,' 
urt^coQkl  ^eak  as  weU  as  spy, 
™  TOB  the  worst  that  it  could  s^. 


'JiJ^bi^  wett,  I  fhin  would  stay, 
iad  that  I  lovM  my  heart  and  hooour  so, 
1  hat  I  would  not  from  her,  that  had  them,  ga 


fSj^Sr**  *^  *wn  hence  remove? 
!^  that »« the  worst  disease  of  love ; 
i;i?°?L*^^'>  *»»«  W«,  love  can 
^«>^  but  not  the  busied  man. 

He  Jrtaeh  hath  business,  and  makes  love,  doth  do 
^wh  wrong,  as  when  a  married  man  doth  woo. 


TBB  AmfOVBBSARY. 


The  Sou— - 


THE  ANNIVERSARY.  lai 

Only  our  bve  hath  no  decay:  ^ 

This  no  to  morrow  hath,  nor  yesterday  j 
Running  it  never  runs  from  us  away. 
But  truly  keeps  his  first^last-everjasting  day. 

Two  graves  must  hide  thine  and  my  corse : 
If  one  might,  death  were  no  divovce. 
aim!  u  well  as  other  princes,  we, 
(Who  prinoe  enough  in  one  another  be) 
Mist  ^ve  a^  last  in  death  these  eyes  and  ears. 
Oft  fed  with  true  oaths,  and  with  sweet  salt  tears: 

But  souls  where  nothmg  dwells  but  k)ve ; 
(All  other  thourhto  being  inmates)  thensfaaU  prove 
This,  or  a  love  bereased  there  above,       [remove.* 
When  bodies  to  their  giwves,  aoabfram  thttr graves 

And  then  we  sha!l  be  throughly  blem'd: 

But  Qdw  no  more  than  all  the  rest 
^  upon  Euth  we'  are  kings,  and  none  bnt  w« 
Cim  be  such  kmgs,  nor  of  such  subjects  be; 
Who  IS  so  safe  as  we?  where  none  oan  do 
Treason  to  us,  eicept  one  of  us  two. 

Thie  and  felsefean  let  us  refiam: 
Let  us  kive  nobly,  and  live,  and  add  again 
Years  and  ye^rs  unto  yean,  tiU  we  attain 
To  write  threescore,  this  is  the  second  of  our  reign. 


A  VALBDiClfONOF  MY  NAME, 

iM  na  wiHDow. 

Mt  name  engrav'd  herein. 
Doth  contribnte  my  firmness  to  this  glass. 
Which  eyer  since  that  charm  hath  been 
As  bard  as  that,  which  grav'd  it,  was; 
Thine  eye  wiU  give  it  price  enough,  t^  moefc 
The  diamonds  of  either  rook. 

'TIS  much  that  ghus  shoidd  be 

As  all  cfwifipming  and  throhgh-shme  as  J, 

nr  is  more  that  it  shows  thee  to  thee^ 

And  clear  reflects  thee  to  tfame  eye. 

Bat  all  such  Itdes  love's  magic  can  undo^ 

Here  you  see  me,  and  I  see  you. 

As  no  one  point  nor  dash, 
Which  are  but  accessaries  to  this  name^ 
The  show'rs  and  tempests  can  outwash. 
So  diall  all  times  find  me  the  same ; 
You  this  entircness  better  may  fulfil. 

Who  have  the  pattern  with  you  still. 

Or  iPtoo  hard  and  deep 
This  learning  be,  for  a  scratch'd  name  to  teach. 
It  as  a  given  death's-head  keep^ 
Lovers'  mortality  to  preach ; 
Or  t|unk  this  ragged  bony  name  to  be 
Affy  ruinous  anatomy. 


i5W«5^ayesrK»,r,ttainitwas 
Jg-^^iadlfirstoneanothertt^^^  *     t 

AUatberihmgitotbelrdestiqctiaBdreit;  | 


Then'^as  all  my  souls  be 
EmparedisM  in  you  (in  whom  alone 
I  nbderstahd,  and  grow,  and  see) 
The  refters  of  my  body,  bone, 
Betng  sdn  with  you,  Ihe  muscle,  sinew,  and  vein. 
Which  tile  this  house,  Will  com*  agai»i 
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TiU-Qiy  nioro,  Mp^ 
And  recompMi  my  icattar'd  body  iiv 
As  all  the  viitjoout  powers,  which  «re 
Fn'd  in  the  lUn,  an  said  to  flow 
Into  such  characters  as  graved  be» 

Wh^  those  stars  had  sapremacy. 

So  ^loce  this  name  was  cat, 
When  love  and  grief  their  eiialtation  bad, 

No  door  'gidnst  this  nanie*s  influence  sbnt ; 
As  nracfh  mote  loving,  as  moresad. 
Twin  make  thee;  andthou8hoiild*st,tillIretnm, 
Since  I  die  daily,  dsnly  mo«m. 

When  thy  kicoosiderate  hand 
FUiifs  •p^ttMCttHMot,  wilkmy  iremUingname, 
To  kiok  on  one,  whose  wit  or  land 
New  hattery  to  thy  heart  may  frame. 
Then  thioik  this  name  alive,.and  that  thou  ihus 
In  it  ofieod^st  my  genius. 

And  ^rhen  thy  m^ted  maid^ 
Corrupted  by  thy  fever's  gold  or  pa'ge, 
His  letter  at  thy  pilJow»hath  laid. 
Dispute  thou  it,  and  tatne  thy  rage. 
If  thou  to  him  begfn'St  to  thaw  fbr  this, 

May  my  name  step  in,  and  hide  his. 

And  if  this  treason  go 
To  an  overt  act,  and  that  thou  write  again ; 
In  superscribing,  my  name  flow 
Into  thy  fancy  from  the  pen. 
So  in  fiMigeCtttf g  thdn  i«kieiiMrest  right. 
And  unaware  to  me  shalt  write. 

But  glass  and  linea  must  be 

No  means  our  fimfraabdtatitiit  lovtfto  kciep ; 

Near  dMth  idfltett  tMs  tathnur* 

Add  tHuv  f  mfmiRir  ki  my  4«ep7 

Impute  this  idle  iaUt  tt  tjhat  I  ^ 

96rdying>  Men  talk  oTtenio. 
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BusTVD  with  sighs,  ahd  surroundedf  with  tears, 

Hither  I  come  to  seek  the  spring, 

And  at  mine  eyes,  and  at  mme  cWs 
Receive  such  balm  as  else  cures  every  thing : 

BntX>,  self-traitor,  f  do  bring 
The  spider  l«ve,  wWdh  tmnsubstanliatBs  all. 

And  can  cdnvertmamia  to  gall. 
And  that  this  place  may  thomighly  be  thought 
MVue  Paradise,  I  haire  the  serpent  brought 

»T  were  wholesomer  fbr  me,  that  winter  did 
•     Benight  the  glory  of  this  pl»ce,.      ,        , 

And  lhat.a  grave  frost  did  fort)id 
These  trees  to  laugh,  and  mock  me  to  my  face ; 

But  since  I  cannot  this  disgrace 
Eodnrc,  nor  leave  this  garden,  Love,  let  me 

Some  seoseless  piece  of  this  place  be  j 
Make  me  a  mandrake,  so  I  may  grow  here. 

Or  a  stone  founUin  weeping  out  my  year. 

Hither  with  crystal 4»bials,  lovers,  com^ 
And  uke  my  team,  which  are  love's  Wme, 
And  try  your  mistress*  tears  at  home. 

For  all  vn  fiJse,  that  taste  not  just  like  mine^ 
Alas!  hearts  do  not  in  eyes  shiue, 


DONNE'S  vatna 


Nor  can  you  more  judge  woAanflathonghtefcy  taftti. 
Than  by  her  shadow,  What  she  weaw. 

O  perverse  sex,  where  none  is  trwa  bwl  ^m. 
Who  'stherel&retrae^  b^causcr  her  truth  kittsi 


VALEDICTION  TO  HIS  BOOK. 

I  'll  tell  thee  now  (dear  love)  what  thou  sbsdt  do 
To  anger  destiny,  as  she  doth  us  ; 
How  I  shall  stay,  though  she  ekwgne  me  tbna. 
And  how  posterity  shall  know  it  too  ^ 
How  thine  may  out-endure 
'     SibyPs  glory,  and  obscure 

Her,  who  from  Pindar  could  allure. 
And  her,  thnmgh  whose  help  Lucan  i&  not  taane, 
,And  her,  whose  book  (they  say)  Hom^  did  Had 
And  name. 

Study  our  manuscripts,  thesie  myriads 
Of  letters,  which  have  past  *twixt  thee  aod  me. 
Thence  write  our  annals,  and  in  th«m  will  be 
To  all,  whom  Iove*s  subliming  fire  invades. 
Rule  and  evample  fiHMi 
There,  the  faith  of  any  ground 
No  schismatit;  wil^dare  towound. 
That  sees,  how  love  this  grace  to  us  aflfiwdi. 
To  make,  to  keep,  to  use,  to  l>e,.thes^  his  records. 

This  bo6k,  as  lonf  liv>d  as  the  elements. 

Or  as  the  world's  fbrm,  this  all-graved  tomb. 
In  cipher  writ,  or  new  dJade  idiom ; 

I  We  ibr  love's  clergy  only*  are  instruments  ^ 

I  When  this  bocAc  is  made  thus, 

i  Should  again  the  ravenous 

I  Vaodds  «nd  GdtMi  fotade  us. 

Learning  were  safe  in  this  oofunlvewe,   [vertie. 

SchooU  might  leani  soienMs;  spheres  music,  m^eb 

Here  love's  divine  (sinceaH  divildty 
Is  love  or  wonder)  may  find  all  they  sef^, 
Whether  ahstMctsd  splrituid  tovti  they  lik^ 
Their  souls  exhal'd  with  what  they  do  not  aee  ; 
Orloathstt^Mhiscf 
Faith's  infirmities,  they  chnsa 
Somet^ii«,-whibhrthi^.may.seft  and  «an; 
For  though  mind  be  «heHe*i^en,  Where  lov^doib 
Beauty  a  oomrenient  type  may  be  to  ^giwe  it*  {sit. 

Here  more  than  in  their  books  may  lawjrers  find. 
Both  by  what  title^  mistt^Qwes  are  omn, 
And  how  prerogative  th^  states  devours, 
Transfert'd  ftrom  Love  W^lf  tp  fomankind  s 
Who,  though  fron^  .tcatt  V^  «y«« 
They  exact  great  subsidies,     ^  . 
Forsake  him,  who  on  them  relies. 
And  Ibr  the  cause  honour  or  oooscience  give; 
Cljmeras,  vain  as  they,  or  their  prerogative. 

Here  sUtesmen,  (or  of  them  they  which  can.Tead) 
May  of  th<ir  M^ufWtlOflrftld  the  fMiunds, 
Love  and  their  art  alike  it  deadly  wounds. 
If  to  consider,  what'it^isj  dne  f«)Oeed,     . 
Inboththeydoescod, 
WUD  the  ptcrient^ovefti  atoll, 
Whose  weaknesaoone  doth  or  darsrf  t^} 
In  this  thy  book  snehwilbaimie  something  see, 
As  hi  the  Bible  some  oas  And  out  alchymy. 
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Tlias  vMt  tkj  tiioagMi;  ftbroftd  I  Ml  titdy  thee^ 
M  he  noMfrat  fiir  <M,  that  fpreit  heigbU  toket : 
li»v  gptflt  lore  it,  praittiee  bert  trial  makei^ 
But  abteaoe  triei»  Ikiw  kiog  this  love  WiU  lie; 
To  take  a  latitude, 
Sun,  or  ttan,  are  fitKeat  ▼iew'4 
Attb«ivl»rigbtaft;  but  to  oonolode 
Of  Vmgitudea,  what  other  w«y  have  #e, 
Bat  tomait  when  and  where  thedeiteclipaiabe? 


COMMUNiry. 

Good  we  must  love,  and  must  hate  ill. 
For  ill '» ill,  and  good  good  sttll ; 

Bat  theie  are  things  indiiferent. 
Which  we  may  neither  hate  nor  knre, 
Bot  one,  and  then  another  prore, 

As  we  shall  0nd  out  hnej  bent. 

If  then  at  first  wise  Katnrehad 
Made  women  either  good  or  bad, 

ThcB  some  «re  mt^t  hicte,  and  some  chnse, 
Botiinoe  she  did  them  so  ereate. 
That  we  may  neither  love  nor  hate^ 

Only  this  rests,  edi  ail  maynse. 

If  thef  were  nod,  it  would  be  teen, 
Good  is  as  vidUe  aa  green. 

And  to  all  eyes  itself  betrays: 
If  they  were  bad,  they  oould  not  last. 
Bid  doth  itidf  sod  others  waste. 

Sotbey  deserve  aof  blame  nor  praise. 

But  they  are  ours,  aa  fhiita  ace  oorst 
He  that  bot  tastee,  he  that  devoms, 

And  he  that  leaTes  all,  doth  as  w«ll ; 
Chaag'd  loves  are  hut  diaag^d  sorts  of  meat ; 
And  when  he  hath  the  kernel  eat. 

Who  detb  not  fling  away  the  sheU  ? 


LOVE?S  GROWTH.     ^ 

I  scAicB  believe  my  love  to  be  so  pure 

As  I  had  thought  it  was, 

Becaose  it  doth  endure 
Vieissildde  and  season,  as  the  grass  i 
Metbhiks  I  lied  all  winter,  when  I  swore 
My  love  was  ia&iite,  if  spring  make  't  more. 

But  if  this  medicine  love,  which  curea  all  soRO# 
With  mere,  not  only  be  no  quintessence. 
Bat  mii'd  of  all  stufis,  vexing  soul  or  sense. 
And  of  the  Son  his  active  vigour  borrow, 
Uve^  not  so  pore  an  abstract,  as  they  use 
To  say,  which  have  no  Bastrem  but  their  Muse  ; 
But,  as  all  else,  being  elemented  too, 
I^^somAaeawnold  ooatemplate,  sometimes  do. 

^  yet  00  greater,  bot  more  eminent, 

I^ve  by  th«  spring  is  grown ; 

As  ia  the  finnameat 
^by  the  Son  an  not  enlarg'd,  bot  shown. 
2«tlc  loas^eads,  as  bioMomi  on  a  hough, 
/nn  l0vi^i  amtaMd  not  d»  bnd  ont^w. 


If,  as  in  water  stInM  more  ehvles  be 
ProducM  by  one,  love  each  additions  take, 
Thoee^  like  so  manysplrtresbhnt  one  Heaven  make, 
For  they  are  all  conoentrie  unto  thee ; 
And  though  each  spring  do  add  to  lore  nam  heat. 
Am  princes  do  ia  tames  of  notion  get 
New  taxes,  and  remit  them  not  in  peaee, 
Nd  winter  shall  abate  this  spring^  ommse. 


L0VP8  EXCHANQB. 

Low,  any  ^tevil  else  but  yon 

Would  fclr  a  giv*n  soul  give  somethmg  too; 

At  court  yoorfsliows  every  day 

Give  th'  art  of  rhyming,  hnntmanship,  or  play. 

For  them,  which  were  their  own  before ; 

Only  I  've  nothing,  which  gav«  more^ 

But  am,  aba !  by  being  lowly  lower. 

I  ask  no  dispensation  now 

To  falsify  a  tear,  a  sigb,  a  vow, 

I  do  not  sue  fVom  tbee  to  draw 

A  now  obttanh  on  Nature*s  lav; 

These  are  prerogatives,  they  inhere 

In  thee  and  thine  s  none  should  fbnwear, 

Eaicept  that  he  Love's  minkia  werev 

Give  me  thy  wcaknass,  make  me  blind 

Both  ways,  aa  thou,  and  thine,  in  eyes  and  min^ 

Lovel  let  me  never  know  that  this 

Is  love^  or  that  hive  childish  is. 

Let  me  pot  know  that  olhen  know 

That  she  knows  my  pains,  lest  that  so 

A  tender  shame  make  me  j 


If  thou  give  nothing,  yet  thou  'rt^ust, 

Because  I  would  not  thy  first  motions  tmsti 

Small  towns  which  stand  stil(  till  ^laat  shot 

Enforce  them,  by  war's  law  eonditMn  aotj 

Such  in  lov^s  war&ie  is  my  case, 

I  may  not  article  for  grace. 

Having  put  Love  at  last  to  show  this  lace. 

This  lace,  by  which  he  could  command 

And  change  th'  idolatry  of  any  land ; 

This  foce,  which,  wheresoe'er  it  comes, 

Can  call  vow>d  men  from  cloisten,  deed  from  tombs. 

And  melt  both  poles  at  once,  and  store 

Deserts  with  cities,  and  make  more 

Ifines  In  the  earth,  than  quarries  were  before. 

For  this  Love  !s  enrag*d  with  me, 

Yet  kills  not ;  if  I  must  example  be 

To  future  rebels  5  if  th' unborn 

Must  learn,  by  my  being  cut  up  and  torn  ; 

Rill  and  dissect  me,  Lovel  fbr  this 

Torture  against  thine  own  end  is, 

Rack'd  carcasses  make  ill  anatomies. 


CONFINED  LOVE. 

Sons  man,  unworthy  to  be  possessor. 
Of  old  or  new  love,  himself  being  &Ise  or  weak. 

Thought  his  pain  and  shame  would  be  lesser 
If  on  womankind  be  might  his  anger  wreak. 
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And  thenee  a  law  did  $nm, 
Om  might  but  one  man  kacm ; 
Bnt  are  oth«r  cfeatum  f6  ? . 


DONNrS  rosHS. 


Axe  Bum,  Moon,  or  stan,  by  lawlbrbidden 
To  smile  where  they  list,  or  lend  away  their  Ufht  ? 

Are  birds  dhrorc'd,  or  are  they  chidden 
If  they  ieave  their  mate,  or  lie  abroad  allvight? 
Beasts  do  no  jointures  lose, 
Though  they  new  losers  aboose, 
But  we  are  made  worse  than  those. 

Whoe'er  rigg'd  £sir  ships  to  fie  in  harbours, 
And  not  to  se^k  lands,  or  not  to  deal  with  all? 
Or  build  fair  houses,  set  trees  and  arbours, 
Only  to  look  up,  or  dse  to  let  them  fall  ? 
Good  is  not  good,  unless 
A  thousand  it  possess, 
But  doth  waste  with  greediaes. 


WE  DUE  AM. 

DsAR  love,  fbr  nothing  less  than  thee 
Would  I  have  broke  this  happy  dream,  . 

It  was  a  theme 
For  reason,  much  too  strong  for  totasy. 
Therefore  thou  wak'dst  me  wisely;  yet 
My  dream  thou  brok'St  not,  but  continued^  it : 
Thou  art  so  true,  that  thoughts  of  thee  suAce 
To  make  dreams  trnth,  and  fables  histories; 
Bnter  these  arms,  for  since  thou  thoughts  it  best 
Not  to  dream  all  my  dream,  let*s  act  the  rest. 

As  Kghtnmg  or  a  taper's  Kght, 

Thine  eyes,  and  not  thy  noise,  wak*d  me; 

Yet  I  thought  thee 
(For  thou  lov'st  truth)  an  angel  at  first  sight. 
But  when  I  saw  thou  saw'st  my  heart, 
And  kneWst  my  thcMghts  beyond  an  angel's  art. 
When  thou  knew*st  what  I  dnamt,  then  then 

knew*stwhen 
Excess  of  joy  would  wake  me,  and  cam^si  then : 
I  must  ooi^ess,  it  coujid  not  cho(ose  but  be 
Prolane  to  tfamk  thee  any  thing  hot  thee. 

Gomin|  and  sUying  show'd  thee  thee. 
But  rismg  makes  me  doul^  Uiat  now 

Tikoa  art  not  thodL 
That  Jove  is  weak,  whe^ fear's  as  strong  as  he: 
T  is  not  an  spirit,  pmfe  and  brave. 
If  mixture  it  of  fear,  Oarne,  honour,  have, 
Percbai)ce  as  torched  which  must  ready  li^ 

\  so  t^  deaPst  with  me, 
L  goe^  to  comjs:  then  I 
^gaii^,  hot  efaie  woold  di^ 


Men  li^t  and  put  i 
Thou  can^'st  to  kindle 
Will  dream  that  1 


A  VALEDICTION  OF  WEEPING. 

Lit  me  pour  fortl^ 
My  tears  before  thy  fiusc,  whilst  I  sUy  heije. 
For  thy  foce  Coins  them,  and  thy  stamp  they  bear: 
And  by  this  mintage  they  are  somethipff  worth. 

For  thus  they  be  ^^ 

^fnantofthee; 


FinutsofjBMigrferthayaic^embleaMorfliaavu  ' 
When  a  tear  foils,  that  thoB  fomrt.  which  it  bm  ; 
So  thoa  and  I  are  nothing  then,  when  on  adiYcn 


On  a  round  ball 
A  wofkBMm,  that  hath  copies  by,  can  lay  . 
An  Europe,  Alric,  and  an  Asia, 
And  quickly  make  that,  which  was  nothing,  all : 

So  doth  each  tear, 

Whkh  thee  doth  wear, 
A  ffkbe,  yea  worid,  by  that  infpivHion  grow. 
Till  thy  tears  mix'd  with  mine  do  oveifiow 
11ii9  world,  by  waters  sent  from  thee,  my  Heaw'a 
dissolved  so. 

O'more  than  Moon, 
Draw  not  up  seas  to  drown 4ne  in  thy  sphere} 
Weep  me  no^  dead^in  thine  arms,  but  forbear 
To  teach  the  sea,  Irhat  it  may  do  too  soon; 

Let  not  the  wind 

Example  find 
To  do  me  more  ham  than  itpurpoaeth: 
Since  thou  and  I  sigh  one  another's  braath. 
Whoe'er  sighs  most,  b  cniele^  and  liait«  tba 
other's  death* 


LOVE'S  ALcaniiY. 

SoMi  that  have  deeper  digg'd  Love*s  nine  ttian  I, 
Say,  when  hb  centric  happiness  doth  lie: 

I  've  tov'd,  and  got,  and  told. 
But  should  I  love,  get,  tell,  till  I  wereold, 
I  lAKHjId  not  find  that  hidden  mystery; 

Oh,  t  is  Imposture  all: 
And  as  no  chymk  yet  tb*  elkdr  g(A, 

But  gkiriAes  Ills  pregnant  pot, 

If  by  the  way  to  htm  befoll 
Some  odoriforoos  thing,  or  medicinal. 

So  kyvers  dream  a  rich  and  long  deHglrt, 
But  get  a  winter-seemmg  snmmv's  nigbt. 

Our  ease,  our  thrift,  our  hononr,  and  our  day, 
ShaU  we  for  this  vain  bubble's  shadow  pay  } 

Ends  love  in  dii%  that  my  man 
Can  be  as  happy  as  I;  ifhecan 
Endure  the  short  scorn  of  a  bridegroom's  play! 

That  loving  wretch  that  sweats, 
T  is  not  the  bodies  marry,  but  the  mmds, 

Which  he  in  her  angelic  finds, 

Wonid  swear  as  jusUy,  tiat  he  hears. 
In  that  day's  rude  hoarse  minstrelsy,' the  spheres, 
^^pe  not  for  mind  in  women;  at  thdr  best 
Sweetness  and  wit,  they  'rebut  mummy  possest. 


THE  CURSE. 

Wnosvsa  guesses,  thinks,  or  dreams  ba  knows 
Who  IS  my  mistress,  wither  by  this  curse; 
Him  <^y  for  bis  purse  • 
May  some  dull  whore  to  tove  dispose. 
And  then  yieU  onto  an  that  are  his  foes  ; 
M»y  he  be  seorn'd  by  one,  wbom  ay  elae  seon, 
Fofs^pefr  to  othem,  what  to  her  b' hath  s^rore, 
WiQi|^^mimg,8hame«fgtttii^ftora.    ;. 
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TlM  worid's'whole  sap  if  rook: 
The  geaenX  balm  fh*  hydroiitic  earth  hath  drunlc, 
Whither,  as  to  the  bed's-feet,  life  is  shrunk, 
Dedd  and  interred ;  yet  all  these  teem  to  laugh, 
Compai'd  with  me^  who  am  their  epitaph. 


MadacH  hm  aorrow;  gonl  his  enmp  may  he 
Make,  by  but  thnldng  who  hath  made  them  such: 
And  may  be  feel  no  touch 
Of  coDacienee,  but  of  feme,  and  be 
Angutsh'd,  not  that 't  was  sin,  but  that  *t  was  die: 
Or  may  he  for  her  Tirtne  reverence 
One,  thathatea  him  only  for  impotence, 
Aod.equal  traiton  be  she  and  his  sense. 

May  he  dream  treason,  and  beliere  thst  be 
Meant  to  perform  it,  and  confem,  and  die. 
And  no  record  tell  why: 
His  soi»,  which  none  of  bia  may  be, 
lohent  nothing  bat  his  infamy: 
Or  may  he  so  long  parasites'baTe  fed. 
That  he  would  feia  be  theirs,  whom  be  hath  bred. 
And  at  the  last  be  ctienmeis*d  for  bread. 

The  renom  of  all  step^dames,  gamester's  gall. 
What  tyranto  and  their  subjecta  interwisb. 
What  plants,  mine,  beasts,  fowl,  fish. 
Can  oootriboti^  all  iU,  wbieh  all 
PropheU or  poeu spake;  and  all,  which  shall 
fi'  aanea'd  in  schednles  unto  this  by  me. 
Fall  on  that  man;  forif  itbeashe, 
'  Nature  before  band  hath  dut-cmsed  me. 


THE  MESSAGE.. 

SniD  home  my  loQr«tray>d  eyea  to  me» 
Which,  ^ !  too  long  have  dwelt  on  thee  $ 
But  if  they  there  have  leam'd  such  ill. 
Such  fore'd  feshiona 
And  felae  paisM»Sy 
That  they  be 
Madebythee 
Fit  fibr  no  good  aii^t,  keqi  tbem  stilL 

Send  home  my  harmless  heart  again. 
Which  no  unworthy  thought  could  stain  $ 
Bot  if  it  be  Uusht  by  thine 
Tomakejestings 
Of  prolestingSf 
And  break  both 
Wocd  and  oath. 
Keep  it  still,  't  ia  none  of  mine. 

Yet  tend  me  back  my  heart  and  eyes, 
That  I  may  know  and  see  thy  lies, 
And  nay  Jaugh  and  ji^,  «faen  thou 
Art  in  anguish. 
And  dost  languish 
ForsomecBM^    . 
That  will  mme. 
Or  pro?e  as  felse  as  thoQ  dost  now. 


mcWRNAL  UPON  ST.  LUCIE'S  DAY, 
umo  in  sBomtr  aat. 


'Tntheyearti 

I«cie%whoseaioe 
The  Sn  is  spent, 
SeodfBCthB^* 


and  it  is  the  day's, 
hoom  benelf  unmasks ; 
now  Iris  flasks 
w)O0BitaiitTa)«s 


Study  me  then,  yon  who  shall  loveia  be 
At  the  next  world,  that  is^  at  the  next  spriolf : 
For  I  am  a  very  dead  thing. 
In  whom  love  wrought  new  alchymy. 
For  his  art  did  express 
A  quintessence  even  from  nothingness. 
From  dun  priTations,  and  lean  emptinem : 
He  ruinM  me,  and  I  am  re-begot 
Of  absence,  daiknessy  death;  thingswhichartnot 

All  othen  from  aU  things  draw  all  tha^s  good, 
Ufe,  soul,  form,  qpirit,  whence  tbay  being  have ; 

I,  by  kyve's  limbec,  am  the  grave 

Of  all,  that  *s  nothing.    Oftaik)od 

Have  we  two  wept,  and  so  

Drown'd  the  whole  world,  us  two;  oft  did  we  grow 
To  be  two  chaoses,  when  he  did  show 
Care  to  aqght  else;  and  often  absences 
Withdrew  our  souls,  and  made  us  carcasses. 

But  I  am  by  her  death  (which  word  wrongs  her) 

Of  tiie  foat  nolhhig  the  elixir  grown  i 
Weie  I  a  man,  that  I  wen  <me 
Ineedamustknow;  I  ahould  prefer. 
If  I  were  any  beast. 

Some  ends,  some  means;  yea  plants,  yea  stonsa 
detest. 

And  love,  aU,  aU  some  propertieB  invest 
If  I  an  oidinary  nothing  were, 

Aa  shadow,  a  light,  and  body  mostbeh«na. 

Botlamnone;  nor  wiH  my  sun  renew .' 
You  lovefSy  for  whose  sake  the  lesser  Sun 

At  this  tim*  to  the  Goat  ia  run 

To  fcteh  new  lust,  and  give  it  you, 
Brgoy  yonr  summer  all,       ^    .    , 
Smce  she  enjgys  her  long  nigfat!s  festival. 
Let  me  piepare  towards  her,  and  let  me  call 
This  boor  her  v^l  and  her  eve,  since  this 
Both  the  year's  and  the  day*s  de^  midrnght  is. 


WnCBCRAFT  BY  A  PICTURE. 

I  FflLmiM  eye  on  thine,  and  there 
Pity  my  picture  bumittg  Hi  thme  eye^ 

My  picture  drown'd  in  a  tnnsparent  tear. 
When  1  kiok  lower,  I  «»py  5  ^. 
Hadst  thou  the  wicked  skill. 

By  pictures  made  and  marr'd,  to  kill ; 

Ifow  many  ways  migfafiit  tfaon  perform  thy  will  I 

But  now  I  're  drunk  thy  sweet  salt  teai^ 
And  though  thon  poor  more,  I '11  depart  t 

My  picture  vamsfaed,  vanish  all  feam. 
That  I  can  be  endamag'd  by  that  art  t 
Though  Oon  retain  of  me 

One  picture  more,  yrt  that  wUI  be, 

,  Bemg  in  thine  own  hevt,  from  att  miliee  free. 
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7»£  SAJT. 


Coifs,  live  with  me,  and  be  my  knre« 
nd  we  will  mme  new  plewnres  prore 
Of  golden  sands,  and  crystal  brooks. 
With  silken  lines  and  siWer  iippks. 

There  will  the  river  wblsp'ring  ran, 
Warm'd  by  thine  eyes  more  than  the  Smi: 
And  there  tfa'  enamoar'd  fish  will  play. 
Begging  themselves  they  may  betray. 

Wbei^  thou  wilt  swim  in  that  live  bath, 
Each  fish,  which  every  channel  hath. 
Will  amorously  to  thee  swim, 
Gladder  to  catch  thee,  than  thoa  him* 

If  thon  to  be  so  seen  art  loath 
By  Son  or  Moon,  thou  darken'st  both; 
And  if  mjrself  have  leave  to  see, 
I  need  not  their  light,  having  thee. 

Let  others  freeze  with  angling  teeds. 
And  cot  their  legs  with  shells  and  weeds, 
Or  treacherottsly  pooi^flsh  beset,  ' 
With  strangling  snare,  or  winding  net: 

Let  coarse  bold  hands  from  slimy  nest 
The  bedded  fish  in  banks  out'Wjrest* 
Or  curious  tialti»|  ilaa«»Alk  iM%  . 
Bewitch  poor  fishes'  wand'iing^yas : 

For  thee,  thou  need'st  no  such  deceit. 
For  thou  thyseK  art  thine  own  bait ; 
That  fish,  that  is  not  catcfa*d  ttae^vby, 
Alas!  itvi^fArtbaorL 

THE  APPARmOK 

Wbin  by  thy  scorn,  O  mnrd'nBss,  I  am  dead. 

And  thou  shalt  think  thee  free 
Of  all  soliciution  from  me. 
Then  shall  my  ffhost  come  to  thy  bed. 
And  thee  feign'i  vestal  in  worse  arms  shall  tee; 
Then  thy  sick  taper  will  begin  to  wink. 
And  be,  whose  thou  art,  being  tir'd  before. 
Will,  if  thou  stir,  or  pinch  to  wake  him,  think 

Tbou  call*st  fbr  more. 
And  in  a  false  sleep  even  from  thee  shrink. 
And  then,-  poor  aspen  wretch,  neglected  thOa 
Bath'd  in  a  cold  quicksilver  sweat  wih  lie 

A  verier  fhost  than  i ;  ,       = 

What  I  will  say,  I  iHU  not  tell  thee  now, 
liSstthatpfeMrvethms  and  since  nqr  love  is  spent, 
I  'd  rather  thou  shoalft^painfMly  rej^t,  ' 
Thirn  by  m^threatnings  rest  seiH  kmbc^nt 


BnOKJBN  HRAKT. 

H>  isfltariciBwl,  wboetr^«9t^  3  - 
That  he  hath  been  m'towan  hoar. 

Yet  not  that  love  s(HioQir4tc«ys, 
B«it  that  k  call  toMlB' 


Who  will  believe  mo,  if  I  tweir 
llMt  I  have  had  the  plaglie  a  year  ? 

Who  would  not  langh  at»e,lf  I  sbonid  say, 

1  saw  a  iaih  oC  pomler  bom  a  4ay  ? 

Ah!  what  a  trifle  is  a  heart. 

If  onoa  into  Love's  hands  it  oome ! 
All  other  gneft  aUow  a  part 

To  other  griefs,  and  ask  themselves  but  aome. 
They  came  lo  us^  but  us  Love  draws, 
Re  swalloirs  nt  smd  never  chaws : 

By  him,  as  by  chained  shot,  whole  ranks  do  die; 

He  b  this  ^yraat  pike,  and  we  the  firy. 

If 't  were  not  w^  whatdid  become 

Of  my  heart,  when  I  first  saw  thee? 
I  brottgbtft  heart  teto  the  foom. 

But  f^mn  the  room  I  carried  none  with  me: 
If  it  M  ffOM  10  thee,  I  know 
BQne  wQtfId  have  tanght  thhie  heart  to  ibow 

More  pity  unto  me:  bat  Lave, ^ad. 

At  one  first  Uoir  did  shiver  it  a*  giMS. 

Yet  notUi^  can  to  nothing  fiUI, 

Nor  any  place  be  empty  ^uite, 
Therefbnrl  think  my  boeast  hath  all 

Those  pieces  still,  though  they  do  not  unite: 
And  now  as  broken  glassm  shaiw 
A  hundred  lesser  faces,  w 

My  rags  of  heart.can  like,  wish,  and  adors^ 
But  after  one  silch  love  can  love  no  more. 


VALEDICTION 

fmLSmDIHO   MOUtMIIIG* 

As  virtuous  men  pass  mildly  away. 

And  whisper  to  their  souls  to  go. 
Whilst  som6  of  their  sad  friends  do  say, 

••  Now  his  breath  goes,"  and  some  say, «« No;'* 

So  let  us  melt,  and  make  no  noise. 
No  tear-floods,  nor  sigh-tempests  move^ 

»T  were  profanation  of  our  joys 
To  tell  the  laity  our  love. 

Moving  of  th'  Earth  brings  hasms  and  CBaf% 
Men  reckon  what  it  did*  and  meant  $ 

But  trepidation  of  the  sphereSi 
Though  greater  fiur,  is  iOftNent. 

Dull  sublunary  k>vers>  love- 
(Whose  socil  is  eanse)  oannot  admit 

Of  absence,  'canse  it  doth  remove 
The  thing  which  elemented  it. 

But  we  by  a  love  so  far  reftn'd. 

That  ourselves  know  not  what  it  is, 
later-assured  of  the  asind. 

Careless  eyes,  lips,  and  hands,  to  miss. 

Our  two  spnlathfi!^4v%  vbich  are  one. 

Though  ^  must  go»  endure  ^oi  yie^ 
A  breach,  but  «(H«t|»asi«Q»  -  f*  -r 
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F  ^tfaejr  be  two^  they  art  liro  to 
.^  Hiff  tviB  coipeMi*  ate  two^ 

^^3kj  soul»  tlie  fix'4  foot*  makes  no  sIkw 
To  move,  but  4o^r  if  th' otlMr  do. 

^.Kid  thoa^  it  m  tlie  ceotie  rity 
Yet  when  tbe  odier  te  doth  roam, 

L«.  Ieaiia.airi  hearkens  after  it, 

Jkad  grove  mctOkf  aa  that  oomes  home. 

S«ieh  wilt  thon  be  to  me,  who  mast, 

like  th'  other  foot,  obliquely  roD, 

"XHiy  ^rmneas  makes  my  circle  jest. 
And  makes  me  end  wheie  I  begmw 


Wnasy  like  a  piUow  on  a  bed, 

A  twfj^imaf.  hank  sweira  iip»  to  rest 
The  ▼iolet^a.deolmiDg  head, 

SatwneooneaBoC 
Ottr  haoda  were  fiimly  oe 

By  A  Ait  hatan,.  wtdeh'tiMwrn  did  spring'. 
Oar  eye-beams  IwiMed,  and  did  thread 

Our  eyni  wpoa  one  doable  mring: 
So  to  engimit  our  hands  at  yet 

Wee  aH  the  means  to  nmke  ns  one,  • 
And  pictores  in  oar  eym  to  get 

Was  all  oar  propagation. 
As  *twist  tno  eqaaJ  armies  fate. 

Suspends  nnoeitain  Tictory, 
Oor  sooJs  (liiich,  to  advance  oar  state. 

Were  gone  oot)  hmig  *tnbct  her  and  me. 
And  whilit  oor  sunls  negotiate  there, 

We  like  sepnlchral  statues  lay, 
AB  day  the  same  oar  postures  were. 

And  we  said  nothing  all  the  day. 
if  any,  so  by  lo?e  refined. 

That  he  sools*  language  understood. 
And  by  good  love  were  grown  all  mind. 

Within  conveoient  distance  stood. 
He  (tboa^  he  knew  not  which  soul  spake, 

Becaose  both  meant,  both  spake,  the  same) 
Might  thence  a  new  cenooction  Uke, 

And  part  fkr  purer  than  he  came. 
This  wrsfasy  delh  onpeiplex 

(Wesaid)  and  tell  us  what  we  love^ 
We  see  by  thiit,  it  was  not  sex. 

We  see,  we  saw  not  what  did  move : 
Bat  as  all  several  soub  oontain 

Mixtare  of  things  they  know  not  what. 
Love  these  mix'd  sonhi  doth  mfai  agahi. 

And  makes  both  one,  eaeh  this  and  that 
A  single  violet  transplant. 

The  strength,  the  colour,  and  the  sixc 
( All  which  before  was  poor  and  scant) 

RcdooUes  stiU  and  mult^iies. 
When  k>ve  with  one  another  so 

Imerammatas  two  seals. 
That  abler  sool,  which  thence  doth  iknr. 

Defects  of  lovelinem  controls. 
We  then,  who  are  thii  new  sool,  know. 

Of  what  we  are  composed  and  made : 
For  the  atoms^  of  which  #«  grow. 

Are  soul,  whom  no  change  can  j 


Bat, O, alas!  sohmg,so&r 

Our  bodies  why  do  we  forbear  ? 
They  are  ours,  though  not  we,  we  are 

1^'  intelligenoes,  they  the  spheres. 
We  owe  them  thanks  becanse  they  thus 

Did  us  to  us  at  fint  doovey, 
Yielded  their  sense's  force  to  us. 

Nor  are  dross  to  us,  bot-allay. 
On  man  Heaven's  influeace  works  not  so^ 

But  that  it  first  imprints  the  air. 
For  soul  into  the  sonl  may  flow, 

Thoagh  it  to  body  first  repair. 
As  our  blood  lahoars  to  beget  , 

Spirits,  as  like  souls  as  it  can. 
Because  such  fingem  need  to  ki^ 

That  subtle  kimt,  which  makes  us  man; 
So  most  pure  lovers'  souls  descend 

T*  afiections  and  to  faculties. 
Which  sense  may  reach  and  apprehend. 

Else  a  great  prince  in  piison  lies; 
T*  our  bodies  turn  we  then,  and  so 

Weak  men  on  love  reveai'd  may  look ; 
Love's  mysteries  in  souls  do  grow. 

But  yet  the  body  is  the  boo|L ; 
And  if  some  lover,  such  as  we. 

Have  heard  this  dialogue  of  one. 
Let  himstill  mark  us,  he  shall  see 

Small  ehai^gc^  when  we  'r^  to  bodies  growq. 


JjOrS'S  DEITY. 

I  LORu  to  talk  with  some  old  lover's  ghost. 
Who  dy'd  before  the  god  of  love  was  bom : 
I  cannot  think  that  h^  who  then  lov'd  most, 
Sunk  toJow,  as  to  love  one  which  did. scorn. 
Bat  since  this  god  producM  a  destiny. 
And  that  vice-nature  custom  lets  it  be ; 
I  must  love  her  that  loves  not  me. 

Sore  they,  which  made  him  god,  meant  not  so  much, 

Nor  he  in  his  young  godhead  practisM  it 

But  when  an  even  flame  two  hearts  did  touch. 

His  office  was  indulgently  to  fit 

Actives  to  passives^  correspondency 

Only  his  subject  was ;  it  cannot  be 

Love,  till  I  love  her  that  loves  me. 

But  every  modern  god  will  now  extend 
His  vast  prerogative  as  far  as  Jove, 
To  rage,  to  Inst,  to  write  to,  to  commend. 
All  is  the  purlieu  of  the  god  of  love. 
Oh,  were  we  wakenM  by  this  tyranny 
T  ongod  this  child  again,  it  could  not  be 
I  should  love  her,  who  loves  not  me. 

Rebel  and  atheist  too,  why  murmnr  I 
As  though  1  felt  the  worst  that  Love  could  do  ? 
Love  may  make  me  leave  loving,  or  might  try 
A  deeper  plague,  to  make  her  Jove  me  too, 
Which,  since  she  loves  before,  I  'm  loath  to  see; 
Falsehood  is  worse  than  hate;  and  that  must  be^ 
If  she  whom  I  k>ve  should  love  me. 
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1jOVB*8  diet. 


To  what  a  cuBkbenome  imirieldiiiets 
And  bWthoMui  corpalcnoe  my  lo?e  bad 

But  that  I  did>  to  make  it  lev. 

And  keep  it  in  proportion^ 
Give  it  a  diet,  made  it  feed  iqpoo, 
That  which  bre  woht  endures,  diicretioii. 


Above  one  aigh  a^^y  I  alloWd  him  not. 
Of  which  my  Ibrtnne  and  my  Guilts  had  pait; 
And  if  tometimet  by  stealth  he  got 
A  she-tigh  from  my  miftreti'  heart. 
And  thought  to  feast  on  that,  I  let  him  see 
T  was  neither  very  aound,  nor  meant  to  me. 

If  he  wnmgfrom  me  a  tear,  I  brinM  it  so 
With  scorn  or  shame,  that  him  it  nonrish'd  not; 

If  he  8ack*d  her%  I  let  him  know 

*!*  was  wt  a  tear  which  he  had  got 
Ks  drink  was  coonter^ett,  as  was  htp  meat ; 
Her  eyes,  whiehroU  towards  all,  weep  not,  butsweat 

Whatever  she  woald  dictate,  I  writ  that, 
itat  bdimt  my  letters,  which  she  writ  to  me  ; 

And  if  that  fisvonr  made  him  fist, 

I  said,  «<  If  any  title  be 
Coovey'd  by  this,  ah  1  what  doth  it  avail 
T6  be  the  fortieth  man  in  an  entail  V* 

Thos  I  reclaim'd  my  buzzard  love  to  fly 

At  what,  and  when,  and  how,  and  where  I  chose ; 

Now  negligent  of  sport  I  lie. 

And  now,  as  other  &lc'ners  use, 
I  spring  a  mistress,  swear,  write,  sigh,  and  weep. 
And  the  game  \aM%  or  lost,  go  taUt  or  sleqp. 


THE  WILL. 

Bzpomt  I  sign  my  last  gasp,  let  me  breathe. 
Great  Love,  some  legacies  ;  I  here  bequeath 
Mine  eyes  to  Argus,  if  mine  eyes  can  see ; 
If  they  be  blind,  then,  Love,  I  give  them  thee ; 
My  tongue  to  Fame ;  t'  ambassadors  mine  ears ; 

To  women»  or  the  sea,  my  tears ; 

Thou,  Love,  hast  taught  me  heretofore 
By  making  me  love  her  who  'd  twenty  more. 
That  I  should  give  to  none,  but  such  as  had  too 
moch  before. 

My  constancy  I  lo  the  planets  give; 
My  truth  to  them  who  at  the  court  do  live; 
Mine  iogeanity  and  openness 
To  Jesuits ;  to  bnfibons  my  pensiveness; 
My  silence  t'  any  who  abrosid  have  been;  '' 

My  money  to  a  oapochin. 
llan,  Love,  tangb*it  me,  by  appointhig  me 
To  Mse  there,  where  no  love  receiv'd  can  be^ 
Only  to  give  to  such  as  have  no  good  oi^wcity. 

My  foith  I  give  to  Roman  Catholics; 
All  my  good  woits  unto  the  schtsmatics 
Of  Amsterdam;  my  best  dvility 
And  courtship  to  an  nnivenity : 
My  modesty  I  give  to  soUierB  bare. 

My  patience  let  gamesters  share. 
Thouy  Love,  tanght'st  me,  by  maldng  me 
Love  her,  that  holds  my  love  disparity, 
Okdy  to  give  to  tlioee  that  const  oy  gifts  indigiity. 


I  give  my  repntatign  to  those 
mich  were  my  friends;  minelDdnitry  tofoan: 
To  schoolmen  I  bequeath  my  doobdulneM  ; 
My  sidmesB  to  physicians,  or  ezoese; 
To  Nature  all  that  I  in  rhyme  haive  writ; 
And  to  my  company  my  wit. 
Thouy  Love,  by  making  me  adore 
Her,  who  begot  this  love  in  me  befunw 
Taogfaf  St  me  to  make,  asthongh  Igavn,  nthea  I  do 
but  restore. 

Tb  him,  for  whom  the  passing-bell  next  toO^ 
I  give  mv  physic  books ;  my  written  rolls 
Of  moral  counsels  I  to  Bedlam  give: 
My  brazen  medals,  unto  them  which  live 
In  want  of  bread ;  to  them,  which  pass  among 
All  foreigners,  mine  English  tongue. 
Thou,  Love,  by  omkiqg  me  love  one, 
Who  thinks  her  friendship  a  fit  poitioo 
For  younger  loven^  dost  my  gifts  thus  dispropor^ 


Tlierefora  I  'U  givw  no  moi«,  but  I  '11  undo 
The  world  by  dying;  beeanee  Love  dies  too. 
Then  all  your  beairties  will  be  no  more  worth 
Than  gold  in  mines,  where  nonedothdmwit  foctb  ; 


Than  a  swi-dial  in  a'^grave. 
J   Tliou,  Love,  tangfafM  me,  by  making  me 
Love  her»  who  doth  neyleet  faoUi  me  and  thee* 
P  invent  and  praetisa  this  one  way,  t*  annihilate  all 


TME  FUNERAL 

WaoBVia  comes  to  shroud  me,  do  not  harm 

Nor  question  much 
That  subtle  wreath  of  hair  about  mine  arm  ; 
The  m3rstery,  the  sign,  you  must  not  touch, 

,For  t  is  my  outward  soul. 
Viceroy  to  that,  which  unto  HeavHi  being  gone. 

Will  leave  this  to  control, 
And  keep  these  limbs,  her  provinces,  from  dissolu- 
tion. 

For  if  the  sniewy  thread  my  brain  lets  Ikli 

Through  every  part. 
Can  tie  those  parts,  and  make  me  one  of  all; 
llMse  hairs,  which  upward  grow,  and  strength  and 
art 

Havi  from  a  better  brain. 
Can  better  do  *t:  except  she  meant  that  I 

By  this  should  know  my  pain. 
As  prisoners  then  are  manacPdr  when  they  're  ooo- 
demn'd  to  die* 

Whatever  she  meant  by  't,  bnry  it  with  me^ 

For  since  I  am 
Love's  martyr,  it  might  breed  idolatry. 
If  into  other  hands  these  reli»  came. 

As  't  was  humility 
T  afibrd  to  it  all  that  a  sonl  can  do; 

So 't  is  some  bravery, 
Tliaty  smce  you  wooM  have  none  of  me,  I  butynume 
oryoQ. 
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Hm  BLOSSOM. 

Lrms  thifllM  tilKm,  poor  flower, 
Wkqm  I  bafe  v«t^d  nz  or  seran  days, 
Aid  MQ  ikif  Wrtb,  and  teeo  what  erety  hoar 
Gave  to  thj  gieartl^  diee  to  tins  heigbt  to-raise, 
Aad  mm  dost  laogb  and  trramph  on  this  boogb, 

IiltieUiink>litli»ii 
Tbat  it  will  freese  anon,  and  tbat4  thall 
To  aomm  find  thee  frlTn,  or  not  at  all. 

laide  thiak'M  thou  (poor  heart. 

That  laboarcst  yet  to  nestle  thee. 
And  Aink^  by  horenng  here  to  get  a  part 
In  a  foMddai  or  fiofbidding  tree, 
And  hop'at  her  stifflMsshy  kog  siege  to  bow:) 

little  thinkUtiKMit 
Tbsi  thoa  to  norro«r»  ere  the  Sun  doth  wake, 
Mast  with  this  Son  and  me  a  jeoiney  take. 

But  thoa,  wfaidi  lor*st  to  be 

Sibtle  to  piagne  thyself,  will  say, 
"  Alas !  if  yon  mast  go,  wfaat^s  that  to  me  ? 
Here  iiea  my  bosinem,  said  here  I  will  stoy : 
Toa  go  to  friends,  whose  kyreand  means  prasent 

VaiioQS  content 
ty>yov  eyes,  eats,  and  taste,  and  efeiy  part, 
if  Oen  yonr  body  go,  what  need  yonr  heart?" 

Wi^  then,  slay  here :  hot  know, 
Whtotfthoa  hast  staid  and  done  thy  mos^ 

A  asked  thinking  heart,  that  makes  no  show, 

btoawemaobnta  kindof  ghost; 

Hswdall  she  know  my  heart;  or,  baring  none, 
KiMfw  thee  for  one  ? 

Vnctioe  may  make  her  know  some  olher  part, 

Bi^  tOe  my  wwdy  she  doth  not  know  a  heart. 


e  at  London  then 
INpotf  days  hence,  and  thou  shalt  see 
Me  fresher  and  more  fiit,  by  being  with  men, 
Iftsa  if  I  had  staid  stUl  with  ber  and  thee. 
Vor  God's  sake,  if  yon  can,  be  yoa  w  too: 

Iwillgrreyou 
Theie  to  another  friend,  whom  yon  shall  find 
As  glad  to  hare  my  body  as  my  mind. 


THE  PRIMBOSBi 

■an  AT  MovnTocMnT  CATTU,   vroH  TBS  B^x  on 

WBICH  rr  18  SmJATB. 

Urmi  this  primrose  hill, 

(Where,' if  Hear'n  woald  distin 
^J>|baw«T  of  rain,  each  sereral  drop  m%bt  go ' 
Td known  primrose,  and  grow  mamtti  so; 
M  where  their  form  and  their  infloiitie 

Make  a  terrestrial  gallaaie. 

As  the  small  stars  do  in  the  slnr) 

I  walk  to  find  a  tme  love;  and  I  see 
nst  t  is  not  n  mere  woman,  that  is  she, 
'^  BMt  or  mare  or  lr»  than  wmnaa  be. 

Yet  know  f  not,  which  fiower 

lwlri^asn^orfimr; 
'"'■boold  my  tme>k>re  less  than  woman  be, 
**?wsmttca  any  thing;  and  then  shoold  die 


Be  more  than  woman,  she  would  get  abofe 
All  thought  of  sea,  and  think  tomore 
My  heart  to  stady  her,  and  not4o  love; 
Both  these  were  monsters;  since  there  most  leside 
FklsdKxxl  in  woman,  I  could  more  abide, 
She  were  by  art  than  Nature  frlsify'd. 

live,  primrose,  then,  and  thrive 

With  thy  true  number  five ; 
And  women,  whom  this  flower  doth  represent. 
With  this  mysterious  number  be  content: 
Ten  is  the  furthest  number,  if  half  ten 

Belongs  unto  each  woman,  then 

Each  woman  may  take  half  ns  men : 
Or  if  this  will  not  serve  their  turn,  since  all 
Numbers  are  odd  or  even,  smce  they  lall 
First  into  fivt,  women  may  take  us  all. 


•    THE  REUWE. 

Wbeh  my  grave  is  broke  up  again' 

Some  second  guest  to  entertain, 

(For  grayes  have  learnM  that  woman4iead. 

To  be  to  more  than  one  a  bed) 

And  he  that  digs  it,  ^es 
A  bracket  of  bright  hair  about  the  bone. 

Will  he  not  let  us  akme. 
And  think  that  there  a^oviug  ooople  lies? 

Who  thought  that  this  device  might  be  some  war 
To  make  their  souls,  at  the  last  busy  day. 
Meet  at  this  gmve^  and  make  a  UtUe^sUy } 

If  this  fiJl  in'a  time^  or  hmd, 
MThere  mass-devotion  doth  command. 
Then  be  that  digs  us  up^  wiU  briug 
Us  to  the  bidiop,  or  the  kiqg, 
Tomakeusreliques;  then 

Thou  Shalt  be  a  Mary  Magdalen,  and  I 
A  somethhaig  else  theraby ; 

All  women  shall  adore  us^  and  some  men ; 

And  since  at  such  time  miracles  are  soogfat. 

I  would  have  that  age  by  this  paper  taught 

What  miracles  we  harmless  tovers  wrought. 

Firrt  we^v>d  well  and  iaithfttUy, 
Yet  knew  not  what  we  lov'd^  nor  why ; 
Difference  of  sex  we  never  knew. 
No  more  than  guardian  ai^(eb  do  ; 
Coming  and  going  we 

P»^i«ce  mi^t  kirn,  but  yet  between  thosi  meals 

Our  hands  ne'ertoncb'd  the  seals,     , 
Which  Nature,  injured  by  late  law,  set  free  : 
These  mimaies  we  did ;  but  now,  das ! 
AU  measure  and  all  laqguage  I  should  nass. 
Shouldltdlwhatamiraisleshewas. 


THE  DAMP. 


Wbui  I  am  dead,  and  doctors  know  not  why. 
And  my  firiends*  curiosity 

Will  have  me  cut  up,  to  survey  each  part. 

And  they  shall  find  your  pictnre  in  mine  beait ; 

You  think  a  sudden  damp  of  love 

Will  through  all  their  senses  moT^ 

And  work  on  them  as  me,  and  so  prefer 

Your  murder  to  the  name  of  ; 
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DONNE'S  POEMS. 


Poor  TicttfrlM !  but  if  yoa  dare  be  braTtt, 
And  pleaiurc  in  the  csouqoeit  baTe, 
Tint  kiHih'  enormoas  giant,  your  Diidain, 
And  iettb*  endantreas  iionour  nest  be  ali^; 
And  Uke  a  Goth  or  Tandal  ffse, 
Decide  records  and  bIttoiSeB 
Of  your  own  acts  and  triumphs  over  mpa : 
And  without  toch  adrantage  kill  me  tbeik 

For  I  conld  moiter  np,  as  well  at  yon, 
yff  giants  and  my  witches  too. 
Which  are  vast  Oonstancy,  and  Secreteesiy 
But  these  I  neither  look  for  ioor  profess. 
Kill  me  as  woman;  let  me  die 
As  a  mere  man;  do  yon  but  try 
Youi*  pasitte  valonr,  and  you  shall  find  thett 
Naked  you  ^e  odds  ettough  df  any  nMau 


TBS  piBSQUmON. 

Shb  'S  deadi  aad  all,  wbicb  die. 
To  their  first  elemeBts  Msohre ; 
And  we  were  mntnal  elements  to  US| 
And  made  of  one  anolfier. 
My  body  then  doth  her's  iarolve^ 
And  those  lhl*gs,  ^daereof  I  consist,  htrdiy 
In  DM  abundant  grow  and  bnrthenbos. 
And  nolirisk  not,'but  saaollier. 
My  fire  of  pasrioo,  sighs  of  aiiv 
Water  of  tears^  and  earthy  sad  deqpair. 

Which  my  materiab  be, 
(But  near  worn  ont  by  lore^s  security) 
She,  to  my  loss,  doth  by  her  death  repairs 
And  I  mi|^  live  long  wretehed  so, 
But  that  my  fire  dotb  vrith  my  ftial  grow; 
Now  as  those  active  kings, 
Whose  foreign  conquest  treasure  brings, 
Receive  more,  and  spend  more,  and  soonest  break, 
This  (which  I  'm  amas^  that  I  ean  epeah) 
This  deatbhaUr  with  my  store 
My  use  increased. 
And  so  my  soul,  iboi^  earnestly  releas*d, 
Will  outstrip  ber*s :  as  bnUels  flown  before 
A  later  bullet  may  overtake,  the  powder  bdng  more. 


JBT  RINQ  SENT. 

Tboo  art  not  so  Uaok  as  my  heart,  . 
Nor  half  so  brittle  as  tter  heart  thoa  art; 
What  wooldf  St  thou  S4^^  sbiUl  both  our  properties 
byth«ebespoke? 
Nothing  more  endless,  nothing  sooner  broke. 

Marriage  rincs  are  not  of  this  stufi*; 

Oh!  why  should  anj^tlesiifi|!*cioos,  or  less  tougK 

Figure  our  loves }  except,  iy  thy  n^me  thou  have 

bid  it  say,  Waway.*' 

**  I  'm  cheap,  and  ik>oght  but  fii«iion^  fling 

Yet  stay  with  me,  since  thou  art  come, 

.  Orde  Ibis  finger's  top,  which  did'st  her  thumb : 

Be  justly  proud,  and  gladly  safo^  that  thon  dost 

dwdl  iHth  me ;  [^^^ 

She  that^  oh  1  broke  her  Ihithi  would  soon  break 


NEGATiFE  LOVE. 


I  inmta  sloop'd  so  low  as  they. 
Which  on  an  eye,  ehedc,  hp,  can  prey. 
Seldom  to  them,  which  soar  no  higher 
Than  yirtne  or  tiie  mind  i'  admire; 

Know  what  gives  ftiel  to  tlMh^fimt 
My  love,  tiioagh  silly,  is  more  fafa^e> 
For  may  I  miss,  whene'er  Icmc^ 
If  I  know  yet  what  I  would  have. 

If  that  be  simply  perfectest. 
Which  can  by  no  means  be  express'd 
But  negatives,  my  kyve  is  sa 
lb  all  which  all  kitt,  IsayNo. 
If  any,  who  deciphers  best,. 

What  we  know  nbt  (ourselves)  can  know, 
LethimtSBC^metNAaatbing.    Thsi 
As  yet  my  ease  and  comfort  is. 
Though  I  speed  noty  I  eamiot  misi* 


mM  mu>uiBrrjaN. 

Taki  heed  of  kfvmf  me. 
At  least  remember*  I  forbad  it  thee ; 
Not  that  I  shall  repair  my  unthriay  waste 
Of  breath  and  blood*  opoo  thy  sighs  and  tean^ 
By  beinr  to  thee  then  wha;t  to  me  thou  waat; 
But  so  great  joy  <iwr  lifo  at  once  outwears^ 
Then  lest  thy  love  by  my  death  frustraU  beg  . 
If  tboM  lefe  me^  take  heed  of  ktang  me. 

Take  heed  of  hating  m^ 
Or  too  mudi  triumph  in  the  victoijrs 
Not  that  I  shall  be  mine  own  officer. 
And  hate  with  hate  again  retaliate: 
But  thou  wilt  kee  the  style  of  cooquemr. 
If  I,  thy  conquest,  perish  by  thy  hate: 
Then,  lest  my  being  nothing  lessen  thee^ 
If  thou  hate  me^  take  heed  of  hating  me. 

Yet  love  and  hate  me.  too. 
So  these  extremes  shall  ne^er  their  office  do  ; 
Love  me,  that  I  may  die  Uie  gentler  way: 
Hate  me,  because  thy  love 's  too  great  for  me : 
Or  let  these  two  themselves,  not  me,  decay  -, 
So  shall  I  live  thy  stage»  not  triumph  be : 
Then  lest  thy  h>ve  thou  hat^  end  me  undo, 
0  lei  me /tee,  ytt  loot  and  kate  me  too. 


THE  EXPUUTION. 

So,  go  break  off  this  last  lamentmg  kiss. 
Which  sucks  two  souls,  and  vapours  both  awar- 

Turn  thou,  ghost<  that  way,  and  let  me  turn  this. 
And  let  omselves  benight  our  happiot  day; 

As  ask  none  leave  to  love  j  nor  will  we  owe 
Any  so  cheap  a  death,  as  saying,  Oo; 

Go;  and  if  that  word  have  m*  quite  kilFd  thee, 
Ease  me  with  death*  by  bidding  me  go  too. 

Or  if  it  have,  let  my  word  work  op  me. 
And  a  just  office  on  a  murderer  do. 

Eaobept  it  be  too  late  to  kill  me  so, 
Beh«  doable  dead,  going,  and  bidfiDg,  Q<n 
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THE  COMPUTATION. 

TioM  my  fine  tuvsnty  ymsy  mka  yvitaidt3r» 
1  scarce  believ'd  tbM  coa]d**t  b«  gons  «vsy. 
For  fbftj  more  I  fed  oo  fitvonn  put*  [laft 

And  fbrty  <Hi  hopeib  tbat  thou  vould'rt  Umj  might 
Tears  drown'd  one  ]iniidr«d»  and  sighs  blew  out  two; 
A  fhotif  nd  I  did  neitber  think,  nor  do^ 
Or  not  divide,  all  hdng  on^  thought  of  you : 
Or  in  a  thoonnd  move  forgot  that  tod 
Yet  call  not  this  long  lif^e ;  but  think,  th«t  I 
Am,  by  being  dead,  immortal :  can  ghosts  die? 


TOE  PjiMAJ>OX. 

Ko  lover  mHIi,  tkimftmtwmf  otlieff 

Gas  jvdge  a  pofsct  lover; 
He  thinks  that  else-  none  can  or  will  agree^ 

That  eny  loves  but  he : 
I  cannot  say  I  lov'd,  fbr  who  can  say 

He  was  kiird  yesUrday : 
Love  with  excess  of  bant  aoM  yonng  than  old ; 

Death  kills  with  too  much  cold ; 
We  die  bat  onoe,  and  who  iov'd  list  did  die. 

He  that  saith  twice,  doth  lie : 
For  thoQgb  be  seem  to  move^  and  stir  awhile^ 

It  doth  the  sense  beguile. 
Such  lil^  is  like  the  light»  whieh  bideth  yet. 

When  the  life's  light  is  set; 
Or  like  the  heat,  whksb  ftfe  i»  soHd  matter 

Leaves  bebifid  jtwo  l^nri  after.  * 
Once  I  kiv'd  and  dy'd ;  and  am  now  become 

Mine  epH^h  snd  tomb. 
Here  dead  men  speak  their  last,  and  so  4o  I; 

Love-ehun,  lo,  here  I  diew 


SONG. 

Sodl's  joy,  now  I  am  gone. 
And  3roa  alone^ 
(Which  eannot  be^ 
Snee  I  most  leave  myself  with  thec^ 
And  cany  thee  with  me) 
Yet  when  unto  our  eyes 
Absence  denies> 
Bach  othei's  sight.. 
And  makes  to  ns  a  constant  night, 
When  othem  change  to  lig^t : 
O  give  no  way  to  grief, 
But  let  bdief 

Of  mutnal  lote, 
Hin  wander  to  the  vulgar  proves 
Onr  bodies,  not  we,  move. 

Let  not  thy  wit  beweep 

Words,  but  sense  deep ; 
Ftnr  wbeo  we  miss 
By  distance  onr  bopes-joining  bli«. 
Even  then  our  souls  shall  kiss: 
Foolf  have  no  means  to  meet, 
Bilt  by  their  feet; 
^^y  ahonld  onr  day 
Ovsr  onr  spirits  so  moch  sway. 
To  tie -os'to  that  way  f 

O  gi>iie  no  way  to  grief,  die. ' 


-    FAREWELL  TO  LOVE. 

WmisT  yet  to  prove 
I  thought  there  was  some  deity  in  love^ 

So  did  I  reverence,  and  gave 
Woiship,  as  aihebts  at  their  dying  hour 
Gal),  what  they  cannpt  name,  an  unknown 

As  ignorantly  did  I  craves 
Thus  when 
Things  not  yet  known  are  coveted  by  msD, 

Our  desires  give  them  fashion,  and  so» 
As  they  wax  lesser,  fell,  as  they  size  grow. 


But  femn  late  fair 
His  highness  (nttiiur  in  a  golden  chair) 

Is  not  leas  carM  tor  aft^  throe  days 
By  children,  than  the  thing,  which  loven  so 
Blindly  admire^  and  with  such  wont£up  woo  : 

Being  had,  alloying  it  decays  ^ 


What  before  pleased  them  all,  takes  but  one  sense. 

And  that  so  lamaly,  as  it  fenves  behind 
A  kind  of  sorrowing  dollneas  to  the  mind. 

Ah!  cenootwe,' 
As  well  as  cocks  and  lions,  jocund  be 

After  snob  pleasorsa  }  nnlem  wise 
Nature  decreed  (smee'ea^ h  snch  act,  they  lay,    . 
Diminisheth  the  fangthof  life  a  day) 

This;  as  she  waBld  man  should  despise 
The  sporty 
Because  that  other  eosae  of  being  short. 

And  only  fbr  a  mianUi  made  to  be 
Eager,  desires  to  nrise  posterity. 

Since  so^  my  mind 
Sfaiiidl  not  desire  what  no  man  else  can  find, 

1  *1]  no  more  dote  and  run 
To  pumie  things,  which  bad  endamaged  me. 
And  when  I  come  where  moving  beauties  be. 
As  men  do,  when  the  summer  Son 
Grows  great, 
f  lliongh  I  admire  their  greatness,  shnn  their  heat ; 

Each  place  can  ajFord  shadows.    If  all  fail, 
T  la  but  applying  worm-seed  to  the  iuf^ 


SONG. 

DiAa  love,  continue  nice  and  chaste. 
For  if  you  yidd,  yon  do  me  wrong; 

Let  duller  wits  to  love^  end  haste, 
I  have  enough  to  woo  thee  kmg. 

All  pain  and  joy  is  in  their  way ; 
The  things  we  fear  bri^g  less  aimoy 
Than  fear,  and  hope  brings  greater  joy : 

But  in  themselves  they,  cannot  stay. 

Small  fevonra  will  my  pmyers  incwo : 

■  Granting  my  suit,  you  give  me  all ;  . 
And  then  my  prayers  must  needs  surcease. 
For  I  have  made  your  godhead  fell. 

Beasts  cannot  wit  nor  beauty  see, 
They  man's  affections  only  mover  * 
Beasts  other  sports  of  love  do  prove. 

With  better  feeling,  tisr  than  we. 
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Then,  Love,. prolong  my  tott ;  for  Urns 
By  loiiiigspQtt,Iiportdowin:        ^ 

And  that  doth  virtue  prove  in  us. 
Which  ever  yet  hath  been  a  mn. 

My  ooming  near  may  ipy  tome  ill, 
And  now  the  wot\d  ii  giv'n  to  looff; 
To  Mhp  my  love  (then)  keep  me  of( 

And  80 1  shall  admire  thee  ftill. 

Say,  I  have  made  a  perfect  choice  ; 

SatiHy  ourselves  may  kill  ^ 
Then  give  me  bat  thy  Ace  and  voice, 

Muie  eye  and  ear  thon  canst  not  fill. 


DONNE'S  POEMS. 


To  make  me  rich,  oh !  be  not  poor. 
Give  me  not  all,-yet  something  lend; 
So  I  shall  still  my  suit  commend. 

And  at  your  will  do  less  or  more. 
But  if  to  all  yon  condescend, 
BIy  love,  our  sport,  your  godhead  end. 


LECTURE  UPON  THE  SttADOW. 

.  Stamd  stUU  and  I  will  read  to  thee 
A  l^etnre,  love,  in  lofve*s  philosophy. 

These  three  boars,  that  we  have  qient 
'  Walking  here,  to  shadows  went . 
Along  with  as,  which  we  ourselves  pradnc*d; 
But  now  the  Sun  is  just  above  our  bead» 
We  do  those  shadows  tvsad : 
And  to  bmve  cleamms  all  things  are  reduc'd. 
So  whilst  our  infisnt  loves  did  grow, 
Disguises  did  and  shadows  flow 
Vkom  us  and  our  cares  t  but  bow 't  is  not  so. 

That  love  hath  not  attaint  the  bigh'st  degree, 
Which  is  still  diligent  lest  others  see  ;    . 
Except  our  loves  at  this  noon  stay. 
We  shall  new  shadows  make  the  oUieivway. 
As  the  first  were  made  to  blind 
Others  \  these,  which  come  behind. 
Will  work  upon  oucselves,  and  blind  our  eyes. 
If  our  lovers  faint,  and  westwardly  decline ; 
To  me  thou  wisely  thine, 
And  I  to  thee  mine  actions  shall  disguise. 
The  morning  shadows  wear  away. 
But  these  grow  longer  all  the  day : 
But  oh !  tove's  day  is  short,  if  love  decay. 

Love  IS  a  growing,  or  full  constant  light; 
And  his  short  minute,  after  noon,  is  night. 


•      RIOBB. 

Bv  children's  birth  and  death  I  an  I 

So  dry,  that  lam  now  mina  own  sad  toaibw 


A  BUKirr  SHIP. 

Out  cf  a  fired  shiu,  which  by  no  way 
But  drowmng  could  be  rescu'd  from  tha  flame. 
Some  men  lttp*d  forth,  and  ever  as  they  came 
Near  the  foe's  ships,  did  by  their  shot  decay : 
So  all  were  lost  which  in  the  ship  were  found. 
They  in  the  sea  being  burnt,  they  in  tha  hunt  ship 
drown*d* 


VAUOPAWAU. 

Uinna  an  under-min'd  and  shot-bmts^d  wall, 
A  too  bold  captain  perish'd  by  the  fall. 
Whose  brave  misfortirae  happiest  OMn  anvy'd. 
That  had  a  tower  for  tomb  bis  bones  lo  hide. 


EPIGRAMS. 


■BBO  AXD  LBAHDBR. 


Both  robli^d  of  air,  we  both  li^  in  one  ground. 
Both  whom  one  fire  bad  burnt,  one  water  drown*d. 


PTHAim  AMD  THIf  UU 

Two  by  themselves  each  other  love  and  fear, 
Slain,  cruel  friends  by  parting  hate  joia'd  hmt. 


A  LAMS  aMGAlU 

<'  I  AM  unable,"  yonder  beggar  cries, 

<<  To  stand  or  move  j"  if  he  eay  true,  he  Bet* 


Yooa  mistress^  that  yon  follow  whores,  still  taxeth 

yoa; 
Tis  strange,  thatsheshouldthuscoiifen  it,  though  t 

be  true. 


A  UCBNTIOUS  PBRtOV. 

Try  sins  and  hairs  may  no  man  equal  call; 
For  as  thy  sins  increase,  thy  hairs  do  foO. 


ANTIQVART. 

|p  in  bis  study  he  hath  so  much  care 

To  hang  all  old  strange  thing*,  let  hi^  w]febewar& 


l>ISIimBRITBO. 

Tht  father  all  from  thee,  by  his  last  will. 
Gave  to  the  poor ;  thou  hast  good  title  stUL 


PBRYMB. 

Tht  flattering  picture,  Phryne,  *s  lika  to  thee 
Only  in  this,  that  you  both  painted  be. 


AH  OB8CURB  WRITBR. 

Paiio  with  twelve  years  study  hath  been  griev'd 
To  b'  understood,  when  will  be  be  beitev^  } 

Klockius  so  deeply  hath  swon  ne'er  mote  lo 
lo  bawdy  honsei  that  he  dafes  mt  90  ~ 
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RAOBKVS. 

Wirt^  Dan  gelded  Maitial,  I  tmose; 

AMptbiilisdf  alone  his  tricks  would  use, 

If  Cith'riBe,  lor  the  coarf  s  sake,  put  down  stewt. 


MESCC^IVS  OALLO-BllLOICUS. 

bn  Esop*8  fdUnr-daTOi,  O  Mercury, 
Wkich  could  do  all  tbmp,  thj  frith  is ;  and  I 
me  Eiop^isel^  which  nod^;  Icoote, 
lAorid  hare  had  nofe  frith,  if  thou  had>tt  len; 
%  craii^  hxrt  thy  credit :  *t  it  sin  to  do, 
btyscaie,  as  ttjoo  would'tt  he  done  unto, 
ToMefeall :  change  thy  name ;  thou  art  like 
Uacatj  in  stealing,  but  llest  like  a  Greek. 

fflBpttBoo  in  the  world  ngain  it  bred : 
lal^kBi  is  Bck,  the  broker  keeps  his  bed. 


ELEGIES. 


ELEGY  I. 
JEALOUSY. 

Fon  womaa,  which  woold^st  have  thy  husbapd  die^ 

hA  yet  eoniplain'tt  of  his  great  jealousy : 

Ifsnili  with  p<»oo  be  lay  in 's  last  bed, 

™b  body  with  a  serecloth  covered, 

Dnving  his  breath,  as  thick  and  short  at  can 

Tbe  limblest  crocheting  musician, 

Bady  vith  loathsome  vomiting  to  spew 

Hiiiool  oat  of  one  Hall  int^  a  new, 

Made  deaf  with  his  poor  kindred's  howling  criet, 

Bessit^  with  few  fe^gn'd  tears  great  legacies, 

IVn  vooldtt  not  weep,  but  jolly  and  frolic  be, 

Aiaabve  which  totnorrow  should  be  free; 

T(t  veep^  thou,  when  thou  seett  him  hm^eriy 

SuBov  his  own  death,  heart* s-bane  jeafeusy* 

0  pve  him  .many  thanks,  he  *s  courteous, 

Tkift  a  BQipecting  kindly  wameth  us; 

^*  vstt  not,  as  we  iis*d,  flout  openly 

la  Kofiog  riddles  his  deformity : 

^>  at  his  board  together  being  sa^ 

^Kh  voids,  nor  touch,  scarce  looks  adulterate. 

^t  vfaea  he  swoln  and  pamper'd  with  high  fare 

Sin  down  and  snorts,  cag'd  in  his  basket  chair, 

Mait  vc  oMrp  his  own  bed  any  more, 

Kv  kin  lad  pfa^  in  his  hous^  as  befpre. 

^  do  C  iec  my  danger;  for  it  is 

Bi  realm,  his  castle,  and  his  diocese. 

frt  if  (ai  earioDs  men,  which  would  revile 

^W  priace,  or  coin  his  gold,  themselves  eaile 

^iBother  country,  and  do  it  there) 

**|dsy  in  another's  house,  what  should  we  fear  ? 

^^  viD  we  scorn  his  hoittehold  policies, 

^  ■By  plots  and  pensionary  spies; 

^the  mhabitants  bf  Thames  right  side 

I^l4BdQQ*s  mayor;  or  Gennans  the  pope's  pride. 


ELEGY  U. 
m  AJiasBAM. 

W,aBdbvathy  Ffavia,  for  the 

*>^  aU  thiais,  whcreVy  othatt  ba«nta«at  bt; 


For  tboogh  her  eyes  be  tmall,  her  mouth  is  great; 
Though  thetr's  be  ivory,  yet  herteeth  be  jet; 
Though  they  be  dim,  yet  she  is  light  enough. 
And  though  her  harsh  hair  *s  foul,  her  skin  is  roo^  ; 
What  thmigh  her  cheeks  be  yellow,  her  hair 's  red, 
Give  her  thine,  and  she  hath  a  maidenhead. 
These  things  are  beauty's  dements ;  where  these 
Meet  in  one,  that  one  must,  as  perfect,  pleated 
If  red  and  white,  and  each  good  quality 
Be  in  thy  wench,  ne'er  ask  where  it  doth  lie. 
In  buying  things  perfhm'd,  we  ask  if  there 
Be  mntk  and  amber  in  it,  but  not  where. 
Though  all  her  parts  be  not  in  th'  utual  plaee^ 
Sh'  bath  yet  the  anagrams  of  a  good  free. 
If  we  might  put  the  letters  but  one  way. 
In  that  lean  dearth  of  wordt,  what  oonld  we  tiy  f 
When  by  the  gamut  tome  muticians  make 
A  perfect  song ;  •  others  will  undertake. 
By  the  same  gamut  chang*^  to  equal  it 
Things  simply  good  can  never  be  unfit ;  _ 
She  H  frir  at  any,  if  all  be  like  her; 
And  if  none  be,  then  she  is  tmgular. 
All  love  it  wonder;  ifwejnttlydo 
. Aoooont  her  wonderful,  why  not  lovely  too  ?  • 
Love  tmilt  on  beauty,  toon  as  beauty,  dies  ; 
Choose  this  free,  ohang'd  by  no  deformitiet. 
Women  are  all  like  angels  ^  the  frir  be 
like  those  which  fell  to  worse :  but  such  as  she^ 
Like  to  good  angels,  nothing  can  impair: 
T  is  less  grief  to  be 'foul,  than  f  have  been  frir. 
For  one  night's  revel  silk  and  gold  we  dhooae, 
But  in  long  joomies  cloth  and  leather  use. 
Beauty  it  barren  oft ;  bett^utbandt  say. 
There  b  best  land,  where  there  is  foulest  way. 
Oh,  what  a  sovereign  platter  will  she  be. 
If  thy  past  shis  have  tanght  thee  jealousy  I 
Here  needs  no  spies  nor  emnichs,  her  commit 
Safe  to  thy  foes,  yea,  to  a  marmotit. 
Like  Bdgia^  citiet,  when  the  country  drownt. 
That  dirty  fouhiest  guards  and  arms  the  towns  ; 
So  doth  her  free  guard  her;  and  to  for  thee, 
Who^  forcM  by  butinets,  absent  oft  must  be  ; 
She,  whose  free,  like  ckiuds,  turns  the  day  to  night, 
Whov  mightier  than  the  sea,  makes  Moors  seem 

white; 
Whom,  though  seven  years  die  hi  the  stews  had  laid, 
A  nunnery  durst  receive,  and  think  a  maid| 
And  though  in  ehildbirth's  labour  she  did  lie, 
Midwivet  would  swear  t  were  but  a  tympany; 
Whom,  if  she  accuse  herself,  I  credit  less 
Than  witches,  which  impossibles  confess. 
One  like  none,  and  lik'd  of  none,  flttett  were ; 
For  throgt  in  frthk»  every  man  will  wear. 


ELEGY  IIL 

C^AMOB. 

ALtnouon  thy  hand  and'frith,  and  good  workt  too. 
Have  teal'd  thy  love,  which  nothing  should  unde^ 
Yea  though  thou  frll  back,  that  apostasy 
Ck>nfirms  thy  love ;  yet  much,  much  I  fear  thee. 
Women  are  Kke  the  arts,  forc'd  unto  none. 
Open  to  all  searchers,  unpriz'd  if  unknown. 
If  I  hav6t^ught  a  bird,  and  let  him  fly. 
Another  fowler,  using  those  means  as  I, 
May  catch  the  same  bird ;  and  as  these  things  be, 
WocBon  are  made  for  utOi  oM  him»  nor  me. 
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Shall  vomeo,  nam  hot,,  wily,  wild»  Uwui  tbefe. 
Be  bound  to  one  man,  and  bid  Nature  then 
Idly  make  them  apter  t'  eodore  than  men  ? 
They  Ve  our  clogs,  not  their  omgk;  if  a  man  be 
Chain'd  to  a  galley,  yet  the  galley  's  free,  [theve, 
Who  hath  a  plough-land,  eaiti  all  his  seed-com 
And  yet  allows  bis  ground  more  com  should  bear ; 
Though  Danuby  into  the  sea  mnit  flow. 
The  sea  reoeiTcs  the  SJkine,  Volga,  and  Po» 
By  Nature,  which  gave  it  this  liberty. 
Thou  lor'st,  butoh  1  can'st  thou  love  it  and  ne  ? 
Likeness  glues  lore;  and  if  that  thou  so  do^ 
To  make  us  like  and  love*  mutt  I  ohange  too  ? 
More  than  thy  hate,  I  hate  t ;  rather  let  me 
AUow  her  chiuige,.than  change  as  oft  as  shej 
And  so  not  teach,  but  force  my  opinion, 
To  love  not  any  one,  nor  every  one. 
To  live  in  one  land  is  captivity. 
To  mn  all  countries  a  wild  rQgu«ry  » 
Wsiten  stink  soon,  if  in  one  place  they  *bide^ 
'And  in  the  vast  sea  are  more  pntrify^ : 
But  when  they  kiss  one  bank,  and  leaving  this 
Never  kidk  back,  but  the  next  bank  do  kiss. 
Then  are  they  purest;  change  is  the  nursery 
Of  music,  joy,  life,  and  eteniity. 


DONMETS  POEMS. 


ELEGY  IV. 

THB  PBftrUMB. 

Omci,  and  but  once,  found  in  thy  company^, 
All  thy  supposed  'scapes  are  laid  on  me  } 
And  as  a  thief  at  bar  b  qnestMii'd  there  . 
By  all  the  men  that  have  been  robb'd  that  year. 
So  am  I  (by  this  traitorous  means  surpris*d) 
By  the  hydropticfoliier  <atechis*d* 
Though  he  had  wont  to  search  with  glated  eyes, 
As  though  he  came  to  kill  a  cockatrice  | 
Though  he  hath  oft  sworn,  that  he  would  remove 
Thy  beauty's  beauty,  and  food  of  our  love^ 
Hope  of  his  goods,  if  I  with  thee  were  seen; 
Yet  close  and  secret,  a>  our  souls,  we  've  been* 
Though  thy  immortal  mother,  which  doth  lie 
Still  buried  in  her  bed,  yet  will  not  die^ 
Takes  tjiis  advantage  to  sleep  out  day-|ight, 
And  watch  tkj  entries  and  returns  all  ni^t ; 
And,  when  she  takes  thy  hand,  and  wt»uki  seem  kind. 
Doth  search  what  rings  and  armlets  she  can  find ; 
And  kissing  notes  the  colour  of  thy  fooe. 
And  fearing  lest  thou  'rtswoln,  doth  thee  embrece; 
And,  to  try  if  thou  k»g,  doth  name  strange  m'eats, 
And  notes  thy  paleness,  blushes,  sighs,  and  sweats, 
And  politicly  will  to  thee  oonf«^ 
The  sins  of  her  own  youth's  rank  lustiness ; 
Yet  love  these  sorc*ries  did  remove,  and  move 
Thee  to  gull  thine  own  mother  for  my  love. 
Thy  litUe  brethren,  which  like  fairy  sprites 
Oft  skipp'd  into  our  chamber  those  sweet  nights. 
And  kiss'd  and  dandled  on  thy  fother*s  knee. 
Were  brib'd'next  day;  «so  tell  what  t&ey  did  see:* 
The  grim  eight  foot  high,  iron-bound  serving-man. 
That  oft  names  God  in  oaths,  and  only  tbim. 
He  that,  to  bar  the  first  gate,  doth  as  wide 
As  the  great  Rhedtan  GokisMS  etilde^ 
Whi(^  if  in  Belt  no  other  paWis  there  were; 
Makes  me-fear  Hell,  because  he  mnst  be  there : 
Though  by  thy  fother  he  were  hir'd  to  this, 
Could  never  witaeis  any  touch  or  kiss. 


But,  oh !  too  common  ill,  I  biooght  with  bm 

That,  which  betreyM  me  to  mine  enemy : 

A  loud  perlume,  which  at  my  entrance  cry*d  ' 

E'en  at  thy  father's  nose,  so  were  we  qpy'd.  i 

When,  like  a  tyrant  king,  that  in  his  bed 

Smelt  gunpowder,  the  pale  wretch  shivered  ; 

Had  it  been  some  bad  smell,  he  would  have  tliouchd 

That  bis  own  feet  or  breath  the  smell  had  wroagfat. 

But  as  we  in  our  isle  imfirisoned,  .  | 

Where  cattle  only,  and  diven  dogs  are  bned« 

The  precioos  unicorns  strange  monsters  call. 

So  thought  he  sweet  strange,  that  had  none  at  all. 

I  taught  my  mlks  their  whistling  to  foyibear, 

£*en  my  oppress'd  shoes  dumb  «id  speechlesa  were  i 

Only,  Ihou  bitter  sweet,  whom  J  had  laid 

Next  me,  me  traitorously  hast  betray'd. 

And  linsuspected  bast  iuvisibly 

At  once  fl^  unto  him,  and  stay'd  with  me. 

Base  eiccrement  of  earth,  which  dost  oonfoond 

Sense  from  distinguishing  the  sick  from  aoond; 

By  thee  the  silly  amorous  sucks  his  de%th. 

By  drawing  |n  a  leprous  harlot's  breath  ; 

By  thee  the  greatest  stain  to  man^  estate 

Falls  on  us,  to  be  call'd  effominate; 

Though  you  be  much  lov'd  in  the  prince's  hall. 

There  things,  that  seem,  tJteeed  substantial. 

Gods,  when  ye  fum*d  on  altan,  were  pleas'd  wdU 

Because  you  're  burnt,  not  that  they  lik*d  your  smelL 

You  're  kMithsome  al^  being  ta*ea  simply  alooe^ 

Shalt  we  love  ill  things  joined,  and  hale  each  one  ? 

If  you  were  good,  your  good  doth  soon  decay  i 

And  you  are  rare,  that  takes  the  good  away. 

All  my  perfumes  I  give  most  willingly 

T  embalm  thy  lstber*s  corse.    What!  willhedk? 


ELEGY  V. 

Bia   PICTURB. 

Hna  take  my  picture ;  though  I  bid  farewell : 
Thine  in  my  heart,  where  my  soul  dwells,  shal  1  dwel^ 
T  is  like  me  now,  but,  I  dead,  't  will  be  more. 
When  we  are  shadowf  both,  than  t  was  before. 
When  weather-beaten  I  come  back;  my  hand 
Perhaps  with  rude  oars  torn,  or  sun-beams  tanned; 
My  face  and  breast  of  hair-cloth,  and  my  head 
With  care'k  hanh  sudden  hoariness  overspread  9 
My  body  a  sack  of  bones,  broken  within. 
And  powder^  blue  stains  scatter*d  on  my  skin : 
If  rival  fools  tax  thee  t'  have  lov'd  a  man 
So  foul  and  coarse,  as,  oh !  I  may  seem  then. 
This  shall  say  what  I  was  z  and  thoq  shalt  say, 
"  00  his  hurts  reach  me  }  doth  my  worth  decay  ? 
Or  do  they  reach  his  judging  mind,  that  he 
Should  now  love  less,  what  he  did  love  to  see  ? 
That  which  in  him  was  foir  and  delicate, 
Was  but  the  milk,  which  in  love*s  childish  state 
•Did  nnrre  it:  who  now  is  grown  strong  enough 
>  To  feed  on  that,  which  to  weak  tastes  seems  tough.*' 


ELEGY  VL 

Oh  !  let  me  not  serve  so,  as  those  men  serve. 
Whom  honour's  smokes  at  once  flatter  and  starve: 
<  Poorly  enrich*d  with  great  men*s  word*  or  looks : 
Nor  so  write  my  name  in  t)iy  loving  books  $ 
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A^  those  idolfttntai  flfttltf«n»  which  itill 

Their  prince's  Styles  which  many  names  fulfill. 

Whence  they  no  trihate  have,  and  bear  no  sway. 

Such  senrices  I  offer  as  shall  pay 

TbemseWes,  I  hate  dead  names :  oh,  then  let  me 

Favourite  in  ordinary,  or  no  favourite  be. 

AVbeo  my  soul  was  in  her  own  body  sheath*d. 

Nor  yet  by  oaths  betroth'd,  nor  kisses  breath*d 

Into  my  purgatory,  faithless  thee ; 

Thy  heart  seem'd  was,  and  steel  thy  constancy : 

So  careless  flowers,  strewM  on  the  water**  laoe. 

The  curied  whiripools  sock,  smack,  and  embrace^ 

Yet  drown  them  $  so  the  Uper's  beamy  eye. 

Amorously  twinkling,  beckons  the  giddy  fly. 

Yet  bums  his  wings ;  and  such  the  Devil  is» 

Scarce  visiting  them  who  're  entirely  his. 

When  1  b^old  a  stream,  which  from  the  qpring 

Doth^  with  doubtful  melodious  muimuring, 

Or  in  a  speechless  slumber,  calmly  ride 

Her  wedded  channers  bosooii  and  there  chide. 

And  bend  her  brows,  and  swell,  if  any  bough 

Do  but  stoop  down  to  kiss  her  ntnaost  brow : 

Yet  if  her  ohen  gnawing  kisses  win 

The  traitorous  banks  to  gape  and  let  her  in. 

She  rusheth  violently,  and  doth  divorce 

Her  from  her  native  and  her  long-kept  course. 

And  roars  and  braves  it,  and  in  gallant  scorn,      ^ 

In  flattering  eddies  promising  return, 

She  flouts  her  channel,  which  thenceforth  is  dry ; 

liken  say  I,  <*  that  is  she,  and  this  am  L" 

Yet  let  not  thy  deep  bitterness  beget 

Careless  despair  in  me,  for  that  will  whet 

My  mind  to  scoro;  and,  oh  \  love  dulPd  with  pain 

Was  ne'er  so  wise,  nor  well  arm*d,  as  disdain. 

Then  with  new  eyes  I  shall  survey  and  spy 

D«ath  in  thy  cheeks,  and  darkness  in  thine  eye : 

Though  hope  breed  faith  and  love,  thus  taaght  I 

shall. 
As  nations  do  from  Rome,  from  thy  love  fall ; 
My  hate  shall  outgrow  thine,  and  utterly 
1  will  roBOunce  thy  dalliance :  and  whep  I 
Am  the  recusant,  in  that  resolute  state 
What  hurts  it  me  to  be  excommunicate  ? 


ELEGY  VII. 

Natcu's  lay  idiot,  I  taught  thee  to  love, 
Ad'I  in  that  sophistry,  oh  I  how  thou  dost  prove 
Too  subtle !  Fool,  thou  did*st  not  understand 
The  mystic  language  of  the  eye  nor  hand : 
Mor  ooukl'st  thou  judge  the  difference  of  the  air 
Of  MghSv  and  say,  this  lies,  thb  sounds  despair: 
Nor  by  th*  eye'ti  water  know  a  malady 
De$:perate]y  hot,  or  changing  feverously. 
I  had  not  taught  thee  then  the  alphabet 
Of  flowers,  how  they,  derisefully  being  set 
Aod  bound  up,  might  with  speechless  secresy 
Ddirer  errands  mutely  and  mutually^ 
Kemember,  since  aN  thy  words  us*d  to  be 
To  every  suitor,  "  I,  if  my  friends  agree  ;*• 
Since  household  charms  thy  husband*s  name  to  teach 
Were  all  the  k>ve  tricks  that  thy  wit  could  reach : 
And  since  aahour'sdiscourse  could  scarce  h  Ave  made 
One  answer  in  thee,  and  that  til-array *d 
Id  brpken  proverbs  and  torn  sentences ; 
Thou  art  not  by  so  many  duties  his, 
(Ttiat,  from  the  world's  common  having  sever'd  thee, 
Inlaid  thee,  neithor  to  be  seen  nor  see) 
VOL  V. 


Ai  mine :  who  have  with  amorous  delicacies 
Refin'd  tliee  into  a  blissful  paradise. 
Thy  graces  and  good  works  my  creatures  be, 
I  planted  knowledge  and  life's  tree  in  thee : 
Which,  oh  I  shall  strangers  taste?  Must  I,  alas  I 
Frame  and  enamel  plate,  and  drink  in  glass  } 
Chafe  wax  for  other's  seals  ?  break  a  colf^  force. 
And  leave  him  then  being  made  a  ready  horse  ? 


£L£OY  VIII. 


THB  COMPARISON. 


As  the  sweet  sweat  of  roses  in  a  still. 

As  that,  which  from  chafd  muskat's  pores  doth  trill. 

As  the  almighty  balm  of  the  early  east. 

Such  are  the  sweet  drops  of  my  mistress*  breas^; 

And  on  her  neck  her  skin  such  lustre  sets. 

They  ^eem  no  sweat  drops,  but  peari  coronets. 

Rank  sweaty  froth  thy  mistress*  brow  defiles, 

Like  spermatic  issue  of  ripe  menstruous  biles. 

Or  like  the  skum,  which  by  need's  lawless  law 

Enforc'd,  Sanserra's  starved  men  did  draw 

From  parboil*d  shoes  and  boots,  and  all  the  rest, 

Which  were  with  any  sovereign  fatness  btess'di 

And  like  vile  stones  lying  in  saffron'd  tin. 

Or  warts,  or  wheels,  it  hangs  upon  her  skin. 

Round  as  the  world  's  her 'head,  on  every  side. 

Like  to  the  fatal  ball  which  fell  on  Ide : 

Or  that,  whereof  God  had  such  jealousy. 

As  for  the  ravishing  thereof  we  die. 

Thy  head  is  like  a  rough-hewn  statue  of-jet. 

Where  marks  for  eyes,  nose,  mouth,  are  yet  scarce 

set: 
Vke  the  first  Chaos,  or  flat  seeming  face 
Of  Cynthia,  when  the  Earth's  shadows  her  embrace, 
like  Proserpine's  white  beauty-keeping  chest,    ,' 
Or  Jove's  best  fortune's  uro,  is  her  fair  breast. 
Thine  's  like  worm-eaten  trunks  cloth'd  in  seaTs 

skin. 
Or  grave,  that 's  dust  without,  and  stink  wftbin. 
And  like  that  slender  stalk,  at  whose  end  stands 
The  woodbine  quivering,  are  her  arms  and  hands* 
Like  rough-bark'd  elm  boughs,  or  the  russet  skia 
Of  men  late  scourg'd  for  madness,  or  for  sin  ; 
Like  sun-parch'd  quarters  on  the  city  gate. 
Such  is  thytann'd  skin's  lamentable  state: 
And  like  a  bunch  of  ragged  carrots  stand 
The  short  swoln  fingers  of  thy  mistress'  hand. 
Then  like  the  chymic's  masculine  equal  fire. 
Which  in  the  limbeck's  warm  womb  ^oth  inspire 
Into  th*  earth's  worthless  dirt  a  soul  of  gold. 
Such  cherishing  heat  her  best^lov'd  part  doth  hold. 
Thine  's  like  the  dread  mouth  of  a  fired  gun. 
Or  like  hot  liquid  metals  newly  run 
Into  clay  moulds,  or  like  to  that  Etna, 
Where  round  about  the  grass  Is  burnt  away. 
Are  not  your  kisses  then  as  filthy  and  more. 
As  a  worm  sucking  an  envenom'd  sore  ? 
Doth  not  thy  fearful  hand  in  feeling  quake. 
As  one  which  gathering  flowers  still  fears  a  snake  ^ 
Is  not  your  last  act  harsh  and  violent^ 
As  when  a  plough  a  stony  ground  doth  rent^ 
So  kiss  good  turtles,  so  devoutly  nice 
A  priest  is  in  his  handling  sacrifice, 
And  nice  in  searobtng  wounds  the  surgeon  is. 
As  we,  when  we  embrace,  or  touch,  or  kiss : 
Leave  her,  and  I  will  leave  comparii^  thus. 
She  and  oemparisoos  are  odious. 
L 
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No  springy  nor  fummer's  beauty,  hath  ^cb  grace, 

As  i  have  seen  in  oue  autumual  face. 
YouDg  beau^  force  our  lores,  and  thai  *%  a  rape; 

This  doth  but  counsel,  yet  you  cannot  'scape. 
If  »t  were  a  shame  to  love,  here  *t  were  no  shame : 

Affections  here  take  reverence's  name. 
Were  her  first  ycaii  the  golden  age ;  th^t  's  tme. 

But  now  she 's  gold  oft  try'd,  and  ever  new. 
That  was  her  torrid  and  inflaming  time  ; 

This  is  her  habitable  tropic  clime.      ' 
Fair  eyesj  who  asks  more  heat  than  comes  from 

He  In  a  fever  wishes  pestilence.  [hence. 

Call  not  these  wrinkles  graves :  if  graves  they  were. 

They  were  Love's  graves;  or  else  he  is  no  where. 
Yet  lies  not  Love  dead  here,  but  here  doth  sit 

Vbw*d  to  this  trench,  like  an  anacborit. 
And  here,  till  her's,  which  must  be  his  death,  come. 

He  doth  not  dig  a  grave,  but  build  a  tomb. 
Here  dwells  be ;  though  he  sojourn  ev'ry  where 

In  progress,  yet  his  standing  house  is  here.. 
Here,  where  still  evening  is,  net  noon  nor  night, 

l|fbere  no  voluptuousness,  yet  all  delight 
In  all  her  words,  unto  all  hearers  fit. 

You  may  at  revels,  jrou  at  councils  sit. 
Thb  is  liove's  timber,  youth  his  underwood ; 

There  he,  as  wine  in  June,  enrages  blood. 
Which  th^  comes  seasonablest,  when  our  taste 

And  appetite  to  other  things  is  past. 
Xerxes'  strange  Lydian  love,  the  plaUne  tree, 

Was  1ov*d  for  age,  none  being  so  old  as  she. 
Or  else  because,  being  young,  nature  did  bless 

Her  youth  with  age's  glory — barrenness. 
H  we  love  things  long  sought ;  age  is  a  thing, 

Which  we  are  fifty  years  in  compassing : 
If  trainsitory  things,  which  soon  decay. 

Age  must  be  loveliest  at  the  latest  day. 
But  name  not  winter-foces,  whose  skm's  slack ; 

Lank,  as  an  unthrifi*s  purse,  but  a  soul's  sack : 
Whose  eyes  seek  light  within ;  for  all  here's  shade; 

Whose  mouths  are  holes,  rather  worn  out  than 
made; 
Whose  every  tooth  to  a  several  place  is  gone 

To  vex  the  soul  at  resurrection  j 
Name  not  these  living  death-heads  unto  me, 

For  these  not  ancient  but  antique  be : 
I  bate  extreme :  yet  I  had  rather  stay 

With  tombs  than  cradles,  to  wear  out  the  day. 
Since  such  Love's  natural  station  is,  may  still 

My  love  descend,  and  journey  down  the  hill ; 
Not  panting  afiter  growing  beauties;  so 
I  shall  ebb  on  with  them,  who  homeward  go. 


ELEGY  X. 

THB  DREAM. 

Image  of  her,  whom  I  love  more  than  she. 

Whose  feir  impression  in  my  foithful  lieart 
Makes  me  her  medal,  ahd  maJces  her  love  me, 

As  kings  do  coins,  to  which  their  stamps  impart 
The  value :  go,  and  take  my  heart  from  hence, 

*  Which  now  is  grown  too  great  and  good  fur  me. 
Honours  oppress  weak  spirits,  and  our  sense 

Strong  ot^ects  dull ;  the  XBOre,  the  less  we  see. 


When  you  are  gone,  and  rttaon  gone  wHh  JN^ 

Then  Fantasy  is  queen,  and  sool,  and  all; 
She  can  present  joys  meaner  than  yon  do  ; 

Convenient,  and  more  propoitkmal. 
So  if  I  dream  I  have  you,  I  have  you : 

For  all  oar  joys  are  bat  fontasticaU 
And  so  I  'scape  the  pain,  for  pain  is  true ; 

Aiidskep,which  locks  upteDse,dotk  lock  out  all. 
After  such  a  fruition  I  shall  wa^e. 

And,  but  the  waking,  nothing  sifaaU  repent; 
And  diall  to  love  more  thankful  sonneu  make. 

Than  if  more  honour,  tears;  and  pains  were  spent. 
But,  dearest  heart,  and,  dearer  image,  stay, 

Alas!  true  joys  St  best  are  dreainseDongb; 
Though  you  suy  here,  you  puss  too  fast  away : 

For  even  at  fint  ^fe>s  Uper  b  a  snufil 
Fill'd  wHh  her  love,  may  I  be  mther  grown 

Mad  wHh  much  heart,  than  idiot  with  iMiK> 


ELEGY  XL 

DEATH. 

L4,vatjAOE,  thou  art  too  narrow,  and  too  weak 

To  ease  us  now,  great  sorrows  cannot  speak. 

If  we  conld  sigh  out  accents,  and  weep  words» 

Grief  wears  and  lessens,  that  tear's  breath  affords. 

Sad  hearts,  the  leas  they  seem,  the  more  they  afe» 

<So  guiltiest  men  stand  mutebt  at  the  bar) 

Not  that  they  know  not,  feel  not  their  estate. 

But  extreme  sense  hath  -niiide  them  de^rate ; 

Sorrow,  to  whom  we  o#e  all  that  we  be, 

lyrant  in  th'  fifth  and  greatest  monarchy. 

Was  't  that  she  did  possess  all  hearts  befisre* 

Thoa  hast  kill'd  her,  to  make  thy  empire  n^ore? 

Knew'st  thou  some  would,  tbatknew  her  not^  lMaeal> 

As  in  a  deluge  perish  th'  innocent  ? 

Was  't  not  enough  to  have  that  palace  mm. 

But  thou  mnst  rase  fit  too,  that  (was  utidifOne? 

Hadst  thou  stay'd  there,  and  klokdont  at  b«  eyat> 

All  had  ador'd  thee,  that  now  from  titee^ftia; 

For  they  let  out  more  light  than  they  took  j|i» 

They  toU  not  when,  but  did  the  day  begin; 

She  was  too  saphirine  and  clear  for  thee ; 

Clay,  flint,  and  jet  now  thy  fit  dwellings  bes 

Alas!  she  was  too  pure,  but  not  too  weak  ; 

Who  e'er  saw  crystal  ordnance  iHit  woold  break  } 

And  if  we  be  thy  conqnest,by  her  fiiiU 

Th'  hast  lost  thy  end,  in  her  we  periph  all : 

Or  if  we  live,  we  live  but  to  sabel, 

That  know  her  better  now,  who  knew  her  w$li. 

If  we  should  vapour  ont,  and  pine  and  die. 

Since  she  first  went,  that  were  not  misery  : 

She  cbaog'd  our  world  with  tier's:  now  she  is  goiie> 

Mirth  and  prosperity's  opptessioo : 

For  of  all  moral  virtues  she  was  all. 

That  ethics  ^eak  of  virtues  cardinaL 

Her  soul  was  paradise :  the  eheruhia 

Set  to  keep  it  was  Orace,  that  kept  oiit-Sin : 

She  had  no  more  than  \(k  in  Death,  for  we  < 

All  reap  consumption  firom  one  fruitful  srers 

God  took  her  hence,  lest,  some  of  us  shoukl  4d«e 

Her,  like  that  plant,  him  and  his  laws  ab6vet  < 

And  when  we  tears,  he  mercy  shed  in  this. 

To  raise  our  minds  to  Heav'a,  where  now  ^w  is: 

Whom  if  her  virtues  would  have  let  her  stay, 

We^  'd  had  a  saint,  have  now  a  holiday. 

Her  heart  was  that  strange  buslvwhere  laciedte* 

ReligkKi,  did  not  eonsiune,  but  incise 
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Snch  piety,  fo  Ante  use  of  God*8  day, 
That  what  we  tarn  to  feast,  the  tarn'd  to  pny, 
And  did  prefigure  here  in  devout  taite 
The  rest  of  her  high  sabbath,  which  shall  last 
Anfels  did  haj^l  her  up,  who  next  God  dwell, 
(For  she  waa  of  that  order  whence  most  fell) 
Her  body's  left  with,  us,  lest  some  had  said. 
She  could  not  die;  exe^  they  saw  her  dead ; 
For  fnm  lets  Tiitue  and  less  heauteonsnen 
The  GentUes  frani'd  them  gods  and  goddesses ; 
The  raTeoous  Earth,  that  now  woos  her  to  be 
Earth  too,  will  be  a  Lewnia ;  and  the  tree. 
That  wrapa  that  crystal  in  a  wooden  tomb, 
Shan  he  took  up  spruce,  fillM  with  diamond ; 
And  we  her  sad  glad  friends  all  hear  a  part 
Of  grief,  for  all  woold  break  a  stoic^  heart 


ELEGY  XII. 

VrONTHS 

MH  OV  Hit  mSTRBSS*!  CHAINy  VOR  WHICH  HB 
MADB  SATItFACTION. 

Not,  that  in  colour  it  was  like  thy  hair, 

Annlets  of  that  thou  iiiay'st  still  let  me  wear : 

Nor,  that  thy  hand  it  oft  emhnc*d  and  kissM, 

For  io  it  had  that  good,  whioh  oft  I  miss'd  : 

Nor  for  that  silly  old  morality. 

That  as  these  fmks  were  knit,  our  loves  should  be  ; 
Mourn  I,  that  I  thy  sevenfold  chain  have  lost : 
Nor  far  the  loek*s  sake;  but  the  bitter  cost 
0 !  shall  twelve  righteous  angels,  which  as  yet 
No  leaven  of  vile  solder  did  admit ; 
Nor  yet  by  any  way  have  stiay*d  or  gone 
From  the  firrt  state  of  their  creation; 
Aagels,  which  Heaven  commanded  to  provide 
AU  things  to  mey'and  be  my  faithful  guide ; 
To  gain  new  friends,  t'  appease  old  enemies ; 
To  oomfort  my  soul,  when  I  lie  or  rise: 
Shall  these  twelve  innocents  by  thy  severe 
Seateaee  (dread  judge)  my  sin*s  great  burden  bear  ? 
Shall  they  be  damned,  and  in  the  furnace  thrown, 
Aod  ponish'd  for  offences  not  their  own  > 
They  sate  not  mc^  they  do-not  ease  my  pain, 
When  m  that  Hdl  they  're  burnt  and  ty'd  in  chains : 
Were  they  but  crowns  of  France,  I  csrred  not. 
For  most  of  them  their  natural  country  rot 
I  think  poBsesseth,  they  come  here  to  us. 
So  pale,  io  lane,  so  lean,  so  ruinous; 
And  howsoe'er  French  kmgs  most  Ckrisiian  be, 
]^r  crawQs  are  circumdsM  most  Jewishly ; 
Or  were  they  Spanish  stamps  still  travelling, 
J^i  are  become  as  catholic  as  their  king, 
]{Vae  Qoliek*d  bear-wbelps,  nnfil*d  pistolcts, 
Thst(iBoi«  than  cannon-shot)  avails  or  lets, 
l^^  D^igently  left  unrounded,  look 
|«e  onay  angled  figures  in  the  book 

,     ^  wiBe  dread  conjurer,  that  would  epfbrce 
^)ire,  as  these  do  justice,  fW>m  her  ooune. 

I  Which,  as  the  soul  quickens  head,  feet,  and  heart, 
Ai  streams  Kke  veins  run  through  th'  Farth's  ev'ry 
veit  ail  coontiies,  and  have  slily  made  [part, 
rjnjf^  ^««»«  ra'm*^;  Tawed  and  decay'd 
««ltnd,  which  knew  no  state,  proud  in  one  day ; 
Aw  manglal  seventeen-headed  Belgia : 
^  «ere  H  inch  gold  as  that,  wherewithal! 

'    ^*<>»Sbtycbynikrsfitmieachiiiinenl 

I 


Having  by  subtle  fire  a  soul  out-puU'd, 
Are  dirtily  and  desperately  gull*d : 
I  would  not  spit  to  quench  the  fire  they  're  in. 
For  they  are  guilty  of  much  heinous  sin. 
But  shall  my  harmless  angels  perish  ?  Shall 
I  lose  my  guard,  my  ease,  my  food,  my  all  ? 
Much  hope,  which  they  should  nourish,  will  be  dead 
'  Much  of  my  able  youth,  and  lusty  head 
Will  vanish,  if  thou,  love,  let  them  alone. 
For  thou  wilt  love  me  less,  when  tb^  are  gone  ; 
And  be  content,  that  some  lewd  squeaking  crier. 
Well  pleas*d  with  one  lean  thread-bare  groat  for  hire. 
May  like  a  devil  roar  through  every  street. 
And  gall  the  finder*s  conscience,  if  they  meet. 
Or  let  me  creep  to  some  dread  conjurer, 
That  with  fantastic  scenes  fills  full  much  paper; 
Which  hath  divided  Heaven  in  tenements,    [reoCa 
And  with  whores,  thiew,  and  murderers,  stuff 'd  his 
So  full,  that  though  he  pam  them  all  in  sin. 
He  leaves  himself  no  room  to  eater  in. 

But  if,  when  all  his  art  and  time  u  spent. 
He  say 't  will  ne'er  be  found,  yet  be  content; 
Receive  froihi  him  the  doom  ungrudgingly. 
Because  he  is  the  mouth  of  Destiny. 

Thou  say'st,  alas  !  the  gold  doth  still  remain. 
Though  it  be  chang'd,  and  put  into  a  chain; 
So  in  the  ficst  feU'n  angels  resteth  still 
Wisdom  and  knowledge,  trat  't  is  tnm'd  to  ill  t 
As  these  should  do  good  works»  and  should  provide 
Necessities;  butfnow  must  nurse  thy  pride : 
And  they  are  still  bad  angels ;  mine  are  nooef 
For  form  gives  being,  and  their  form  is  gone  t 
,  Pity  these  angels  yet:  their  dignities 
Pess  virtues,  powers,  and  principalities. 

But  thou  art  resolute ;  thy  will  be  done; 
Yet  with  such  anguish,  as  her  cwily  son 
The  mother  iu  the  hungry  grave  doth  lay. 
Unto  the  fire  these  martyrs  I  betray* 
Good  souls,  (for  you  give  lif^  to  every  thing) 
Qood  angels,  (for  good  mess^oes  you  bring) 
OesthiM  you  might  have  been  to  such  an  one. 
As  woqid  have  lov'd  and  worshipp'd  you  alone : 
One  that  would  sufier  hanger,  nakedness. 
Yea  death,  ere  he  would  make  your  number  less. 
But  I  am  guilty  of  your  sad  decay : 
May  your  few  fellows  longer  with  me  stoy. 

But  oh,  thou  lAretched  finder,  whom  I  hate 
So,  that  I  almost  pity  thy  estate, 
09ld  being  the  heaviest  meUl  amongst  all. 
May  my  most  heavy  curse  upon  thee,  fall : 
Here  fetter'd,  manacled,  and  hang'd  in  chains, 
First  may'st  thou  be ;  then  chain'd  to  hellish  p^dnsi 
Or  be  with  foreign  gokl  brihM  to  betray 
Tliy  country,  and  fail  both  of  it  and  thy  pay.- 
May  the  next  thing,  thou  sthep'st  to  reach,  ccMMain 
Pois6ii,  whose  nimble  fume  rot  thy  moist  brain: 
Or  libelsi,  or  some  interdicted  thing. 
Which,  negligently  kept,  thy  ruin  bring. 
Lust-bred  diseases  rot  thee ;  and  dwell  with  thee  . 
Itching  desire,  and  no  ability. 
May  all  the  evils,  that  gold  ever  wrought ; 
All  mischief,  that  all  devils  ever  thought ; 
Want  after  plenty ;  poor  and  gouty  age  ; 
'  The  plague  of  travailers,  love  and  marriage, 
'  Afflict  thee ;  and  at  thy  life's  last  moment 
May  thy  swoln  sins  themselves  to  thee  present. 

But  I  forgive :  repent,  thou  honest  roan: 
Gold  is  restorative,  restore  it  then: 
But  if  that  from  it  thpn  be*st  loth  to  part. 
Because  ^t  is  cordial,  would  't  were  at  thy  heart, 
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CoMi:,  Fates ;  I  fe«r  you  not.     All,  whom  I  owe. 
Arc  paitl  but  you.     Then  'rest  roe  ere  I  go. 
But  chance  from  you  all  ?overeiprty  hath  got, 
Lqt0  wounded  none  but  those,  whom  Death  dares  not: 
True  if  you  were  and  just  in  equity, 
I  should  hav«  vanquish'd  her,  as  you  did  me. 
Else  lovers  should  ttot  brave  death*«  pains,  and  Vive: 
But 't  is  a  rule,  "  death  comes  not  to  relieve." 
Or  pale  and  wan  death's  terrour^,  arte  they  laid  - 
So  deep  in  lovers,  they  make  death  afraid  ? 
Df  (the  least  comfort)  have  I  company  ? 
Or  (*an  the  Fates  love  death,  as  well  as  me? 

Yes,  Fates  do  silk  unto  her  distaff  pay 
For  ransom,  which  tax  they  on  us  do  lay. 
Ixive  gives  her  youth,  which  is  the  reason  why 
Youths,  for  her  sake,  some  wither  and  some  die. 
Poor  Death  can  nothing  give ;  yet  for  her  sake. 
Still  in  her  turn,  be  doth  a  lover  take. 
And  if  Death  should  pmve  false,  she  fears  him  not. 
Our  Muses  to  redeem  her  she  hath  got. 
That  fatal  night  we  last  kiss*d,  I  thus  pray'd, 
(Or  rather  thus  despaired,  I  should  have  said) 
Kisses,  and  yet  despair.    The  forbid  tree 
Did  promise  (and  deceive)  no  more  th^n  she. 
Like  lambs  that  see  their  teats,  and  must  eat  hay, 
A  food,  whose  taste  hath  made  me  pine  away. 
Dives,  when  thou  8aw*Bt  bliss,  and  crav*dst  to  touch 
A  drop  of  water,  thy  grreat  pains  were  such. 
Here  grief  wants  a  fresh  wit,  for  mine*being  spent. 
And  my  sighs  weary,  groans  are  all  my  rentj 
Unable  longer  to  endure  the  pain. 
They  break  like  thunder,  and  do  bring  down  rain. 
Thus,  till  dry  tears  solder  mine  eyes,  I  weep : 
And  then  I  dream,  how  you  securely  sleep, 
And  in  your  dreams  do  laugh  at  me.    I  bate, 
vVnd  i^ray  Love  all  may :  be  pities  my  state. 
But  says,  I  therein  no  revenge  shall  find ; 
The  Sun  would  shinOf  though  all  the  world  were  blind. 
Yet,  to  try  my  hate,  love  showed  me  your  tear; 
And  I  had  dy*d,  had  not  your  smile  t>een  there. 
Your  frown  undoes  me ;  yonr  smile  is  my  wealth'; 
And  as  you  please  to  look,  I  have  my  health. 
Methought  Love  pitying  me,  'when  he  saw  this. 
Gave  me  your  hands,  the  backs  and  palms  to  kiss. 
That  cur'd  me  not,  but  to  bear  pain  gave  strength; 
And  what  is  lost  in  force,  is  took  in  kngth. 
I  call'd  on  Love  again,  who  feared  you  so. 
That  bis  compassion  still  prov'd  greater  woe : 
For  then  I  dream*d  I  was  in  bed  with  you. 
But  durst  not  feel,  for  fear  't  should  not  be  true* 
This  merits  not  our  anger,  had  it  been ; 
The  queen  of  chastity  was  naked  seen : 
And  in  bed  not  to  feel  the  pain,  I  took. 
Was  more  than  for  Actseon  not  to  look. 
And  that  breast,  which  lay  ope,  I  did  not  know, 
But  for  the  clearness,  from  a  lump  of  snow. 


ELEGY  XIV. 

HIS  PARTING  FROM  HER. 

SiNce  she  must  go,  and  I  most  mourn,  coma  Night, 
Environ  me  with  darkness,  whilst  I  write : 
Shadow  that  Hell  unto  me,  which  alone 
I  am  to  suffer,  when  my  lova  is  gone. 


Alas  !  the  darkest  magic  cannot  do  it. 
And  ^at  great  Hell  to  boot  ace  shadows  to  it. 
Should  Cynthia  quit  thee,  V  enus,  and  each  star. 
It  would  not  form  one  thought  dark  as  mine  ar^ 
I  could  lend  them  absetireness  now,  and  say 
Ont  of  mjrself;  there  should  be  no  more  day. 
Such  is  already  my  self-want  of  sight. 
Did  not  the  fire  within  me  force  alight. 
Oh  Love,  that  fire  and  darkness  shook!  be  mix'd. 
Or  to  thy  triumphs  such  strange  torments  &K*d  ! 
Is  *t  because  thou  thyself  art  blind,  that  we 
Thy  martyrs  most  no  morp  each  other  see  ? 
Or  tak'st  thou  pride  to  break  us  on  thy  wheel* 
And  view  old  Chaos  in  the  paint  we  feel  ? 
Or  hate  we  left  undone  some  mutual  right. 
That  thus  with  parting  thou  seek'st  us  to  spite  ? 
No,  no.    The  fault  is  mine,  impute  it  to  me^ 
Or  rather  to  conspiring  Destiny ; 
Which  (since  I  lov'd)  for  mc-before  decreed^ 
That  I  should  suffer,  when  I  k>v*d  indeed : 
And  therefore  sooner  now,  than  I  can  say 
I  saw  the  golden  fruit,'  *t  is  wrapt  away : 
Or  as  I  'd  watch'd  one  drop  in  the  vast  stream, 
.\nd  I  left  wealthy  only  in  a  dream. 
Yet,  Love,  thou  *rt  blinder  than  thyself  in  this. 
To  vex  my  dove-like  friend  for  my  amiss : 
And,  where  one  sad  truth  may  expiate 
Thy  wrath,  to  make  her  fortune  run  my  fate. 
So  bl/nded  Justice  doth,  when  frivonrites  foil. 
Strike  them,  their  house,  their  friends,  their  fa- 
vourites all. 
Was  't  not  enough  that  thou  didst  dart  thy  Eres 
Into  our  bkxids,  inflaming  oar  desires. 
And  mad^st  ns  sigh  and  blow,  and  pant,   and 

bum. 
And  then  th3rself  into  our  flames  didst  turn  ? 
Was  't  not  enough,  that  tbon  didst  hazard  ua 
To  paths  in  love  so  dark  and  dangeroos: 
And  those  io  ambush'd  round  with  honsidiokl  spies. 
And  over  all  thy  husband's  tow'ring  eyes 
Inflam'd  with  th'  ugly  sweat  of  jealoosy> 
Yet  went  we  not  still  on  i^^  constancy  ? 
Have  we  for  this  kept  guards,  like  spy  o'er  spy  i 
Had  correspondence,  whilst  the  foe  stood  by  ? 
Stolen  (more  to  sweeten  them)  our  many  blinea 
Of  meetings,  conference,  embntcen^ents,  kiss^  > 
Shadow'd  with  negligence  our  b^t  respects  i ' 
Varied  our  language  through  all  dialects   * 
Of  becks,  winks,  looks,  and  often  under  boards 
Spoke  dialogues  with  onr  feet  for  from  our  wor^a  ^ 
Have  we  provM  all  the  secrets  of  our  art. 
Yea,  thy  pale  inwards,  and  thy  panting  heart  ? 
And  after  all  this  pasMd  purgatory. 
Must  sad  divorce  make  us  the  vulcar  story  } 
First  l^t  our  eyes  be  riveted  quite  through 
Our  turning  brains,  and  both  our  lips  grow  to : 
Let  our  arms  clasp  like  ivy,  and  our  fear 
Freeze  us  together,  that  we  may  stick  here; 
Till  Fortune,  that  would  ruin  us  with  the  deed. 
Strain  his  eyes  open,  and  yet  make  them  ble«d. 
For  Love  it  cannot  be,  whom  hitherto 
I  have  accus'd,  should  such  a  mischief  do. 
Oh  Fortune,  thou  *rt  not  worth  my  least  exclaim. 
And  plague  enough  thou  hast  in  thy  own  name : 
Do  thy  great  worst,  my  friends  and  I  have  arms, 
Though  not  against  thy  strokes,  against  thy  harms. 
Rend  us  in  sunder,  tbou  canst  not  divide 
Our  bodies  so,  but  that  our  souls  are  ty*d, 
And  we  can  love  by  letters  still,  and  gifts. 
And  thoughts, iind dreams;  k)ve never wanteth  shifts. 
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I  vill  not  look  upon  the  quiok'ning  Sdn, 

Bat  stnigiit  her  beaoty  to  my  Mose  shall  run ; 

The  air  shall  note  her  soft,  the  fire  most  pure ; 

Wsteis  suggest  her'clear,  and  the  earth  sure; 

Time  shall  not  lOse  our  passages ;  the  spring, 

How  fresh  our  lo^e  was  in  the  beginning; 

The  summer,  how  it  enripen*d  the  year; 

And  autumn,  what  our  golden  harvests  were^ 

The  winter  I  '11  not  think  on  to  spite  thee. 

But  count  it  a  lost  season,  so  shall  she. 

Aii'i,  dearest  friend,  since  we  must  part,  drown  night 

With  hope  of  day ;  burthens  well  borne  are  light. 

Th^  eold  and  darkness  longer  hang  somewhere, 

Yet  Phoebus  equally  lights  all  the  sphere. 

And  what  we  cannot  in  like  portbn  paj*, 

71ie  world  ex^oys  in  mass,  and  so  we  may. 

Bo  ever  then  yourself,  and  let  no  woe 

Win  on  yonr  health,  your  youth,  your  beauty:  so 

TVclare  yourself  base  Fortune's  enemy, 

N'1  less  be  your  contempt  than  her  inconstancy; 

Tt^at  I  may  grow  enamoor*d  on  your  mind. 

When  my  own  thoughts  I  here  neglected  find. 

And  this  to  th>  comfort  of  my  dear  I  vow, 

My  deeds  shall  still  be,  what  my  deeds  are  now ; 

The  poles  shall  move  to  teach  me  ere  I  start. 

And  when  I -change  my  love,  I  'II  cKange  my  heart; 

Nav,  if  t  wax  but  cold  in  my  desire. 

Think  Heav'n  hath  motion  lost,  and  the  world  fire: 

Much  more  1  could ;  but  many  words  hare  made 

That  oft  suspected,  which  men  most  persuade : 

Take  therefore  all  in  this ;  I  love  so  troe. 

As  I  will  never  look  for  less  in  you. 


ELEGY  XV. 

JOLIA. 

Hark,  news !  O  Envy,  thou  shalt  hear  desory'd 

My  Jatia ;  who  as  yet  was  ne*er  envy'd. 

To  vomit  gall  in  slander,  swell  her  veins 

With  caioffloy,  that  Hell  itself  disdains, 

U  ber  continual  practice,  does  her  best, 

To  tear  opinion  er'n  out  of  the  breast 

Of  dearest  firieods,  and  (which  is  worse  than  vile) 

Sticks  jealousy  in  wedlock ;  her  own  child 

Scapes  not  the  show'Ts  of  envy  t  to  repeat 

llie  monstrous  fashions,  bow,  were  alive  to  eat 

Dear  repatatioo.    Would  to  God  she  wera 

Bat  half  so  loth  to  act  vice,  as  to  hear 

Mf  mild  reproof!  Liv'd  Mantuan  now  again, 

"^at  female  mastix  to  limn  with  his  pen 

This  sbe^faimera,  that  hath  eyes  of  fire, 

Biiroing  with  anger,  (anger  feeds,  desire) 

"^gnd  like  the  night-crow,  whose  ill-boding  cries 

Give  out  for  nothing  but  new  injuries. 

Her  breath  like  to  the  juice  in  Tenarus, 

1  Hat  blasts  the  springs,  though  ne'er  so  prosperous. 

Her  hands,  I  know  not  bow,  us*d  more  to  spill 

Tne  food  of  othets,  than  herself  to  fill. 

But^  oh!  her  mind,  that  Oreus,  which  ioelodes 

Legions  of  mischief,  countless  moltitodes 

Of  former  corses,  projects  unmade  up, 

Abuses  yet  unfasbion'd,  thoughts  corrupt. 

Misshapen  carils,  palpable  untruths, 

ltte?iiab|eenoaiB,  self-accusing  loaths: 

^^  like  those  atoms  swarming  in  the  sus» 

rhrong  io  her  bosom  for  creation. 


HlushtogiiFeherhalfher^ae;  yet 
><>  |»i«oQ*t  half  to  bad  as  Julia. 


^y> 


ELEGY  XVr. 

A  TALE  OF  A  CITIZEN  AND  HIS  WTFE. 

I  siKG  no  bcrm,  good  sooth,  to  any  wight. 

To  lord,  to  fool,  cuckold,  beggar,  or  knight,' 

To  peace-teaching  lawyer,  proctor,  or  brave 

Reformed  or  reduced  captain,  knave, 

OiScer,  juggler,  or  justice  of  peace, 

Juror  or  judge ;  I  touch  no  fat  sow's,  grease; 

I  am  no  libeller,  nor  will  be  any, 

But  (like  a  true  man)  say  there  are  too  many : 

I  fear  not  ore  tenuty  for  my  tale 

Nor  count  nor  counsellor  will  red  or  pale. 

A  citizen  and  bis  wife  th'  other  day. 
Both  riding  on  one  horse,  upon  the  way 
I  overtook ;  the  wench  a  pretty  peat. 
And  (by  her  eye)  well  fitting  for  the  feat: 
I  saw  the  lecherous  citizen  turn  back 
His  head,  and  on  his  wife's  lip  steal  a  smack. 
Whence  apprehending  that  the  man  was  kind. 
Riding  before  to  kiss  his  wife  behind. 
To  get  acquamtance  with  him  I  began. 
And  sort  discourse  fit  for  so  fine  a  man ; 
I  ask'd  the  number  of  the  plaguy  bill, 
AskM  if  the  custom-farmers  held  out  still. 
Of  the  Virginian  plot,  and  whether  Ward 
The  traffic  of  the  midland  seas  had  marr*d  ; 
Whether  the  Britain  Burse  did  fill  apace. 
And  likely  were,  to  give  th'  Exchange  disgrace ; 
Of  new-built  Aldgate,  and  the  Moorfield  crosses,  > 
Of  store  of  bankrupts  and  poor  mercliaots'  losses^ 
I  urged  him  to  speak^  but  he  (as  mote 
As  an  old  courtier  worn  to  his  last  suit) 
Replies  with  only  yeas  and  nays;  at  last 
(To  fit  his  element)  my  theme  I  cast 
On  tradesmen's  gains;  that  set  his  tongue  a  going:, 
"  Alas,  good  sir,"  quoth  he,  *'  there  U  no  doing 
In  court  nor  city  now."    She  smiPd,  and  I, 
And  (in  my  conscience)  both,  gave  him  the  lie 
In  onf  met  thought    But  he  went  on  apace. 
And  at  the  present  times  with  such  a  face 
He  raU*d,  as  frayed  me;  for  he  gave  no  pQiise 
To  any  but  my  lord  of  Ebsex'  days : 
Caird  those  the  age  of  action.  "  True,"  quoth  he, 
"  There  's  now  as  great  au  itch  of  bravery. 
And  heat  of  taking  up,  but  cold  lay  down  j. 
For  put  to  push  of  pay,  away  they  ruu : 
Our  only  city-trades  of  hope  now  ace 
Bawd^  tavern-keepers,  whore,  and  scrivener.; 
The  much  of  privileg'd  kinsmen,  and  the  store 
Of  liresh  protections,  make  the  rest  all  poor: 
In  the  first  state  of  their  creation 
Thoush  many  stoutly  stand,  yet  proves  not  one 
A  righteous  pay-master  "    Thus  ran  he  oo 
In  a  continuM  rage:  so  void  of  reason 
SeemM  his  harsh  talk,  I  sweat  for  foar  of  treason. 
And  (troth)  how  could  I  less  ?  when  in  the  prayer 
For  the  protection  of  the  wise  lord  mayor 
And  his  wise  brethren's  worships,  when  one  prayeth^ 
He  swore  that  none  could  say  aqien  with  faith. 
To  get  him  off  from  what  1  glow'd  to  hear, 
(In  happy  time)  an  angel  did  appear. 
The  bright  sign  of  a  lov*d  and  well-try'd  inn. 
Where  many  citizens  with  their  wives  had  been 
Well  us'd  and  often :  here  I  pray'd  him  stay. 
To  take  some  due  refreshment  by  the  way. 
Look,  how  he  iook'd  that  hid.  his  gold,  bishope» 
And  at  *s  return  found  nothiag  but  a  rope  ^ 
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DONNE'S  POEMS. 


So  he  on  ne ;  refoi^d  And  made  awa^, 
Though  Willi 9g  sh&  pleaded  a  ^leary  day : 
I  fotind  my  thiss,  fltruck  handt,  and  pray'd  him  tell 
(To  hold  acquaintance  still)  where  he  did  d#ell ; 
He  harely  nam'd  the  street,  promis'd  the  wine  ; 
But  his  lund  wife  ga^e  me  the  very  sign. 


ELEGY  XVIL 

THE  EXPOSTULATrON. 

Tofnake'the  doubt  clear,  that  no  woman  *8  true, 
Was  it  my  fate  to  prove  it  strong  in  you  ? 
Thought  I,  but  one  had  breathed  pnrest  air, 
And  must  she  needs  be  false,  because  she  *8  fair } 
Is  it  your  beauty's  mark,  or  of  your  youth, 
Or  your  perfection  not  to  study  truth  ? 
Or  think 'you  Heav*n  is  deaf,  or  hath  no  eyes, 
Or  those  it  hath  snrile  at  your  peijories  ? 
Are  vow^  so  cheap  with  women,  or  the  matter 
Whereof  they  hre  made,  that  they  are  writ  in  water. 
And  blown  away  with  wind }  Or  doth  their  breath 
(Both  hot  and  cold)  at  once  make  life  and  death  ? 
Who  conld^have  thought  so  many  accents  sweet 
Form'd  into  words,  so  many  sighs  should  meet, 
As  from  our  hearts,  so  many  oaths,  and  tears 
Sprinkled  among  (all  sweefned  by  onr  fears) 
And  the  divine  impression  of  stoPn  kisses. 
That  seaPd  the  rest,  should  now  prove  empty  blisses  ? 
Did  you  draw  bonds  to  forfeit  ?  sign  to  break  ? 
Or  mint  we  read  yon  quite  from  what  you  speak. 
And  ind  the  truth  oat  the  wrong  way  ?  or  must 
He  first  desire  you  false,  who  Md  wish  yon  just? 
O,  I  profane :  though  moKt  of  women  be 
This  kind  of  beast,  my  thoughts  shall  except  thee. 
My  dearest  lo^';  tbo^igh  firoward  jealousy 
With  drCttfiMltanee  mi^t  nrge  thy  inconstancy, 
Sooner  I II  think  the  Sun  will  cease  to  cheer 
The  teeming  Earth,  and  that  forget  to  bear : 
Sootfter  that  rivers  will  run  back,  or  Thames 
With  ribs  of  ice  in  Jime  wiH  bind  his  streams ; 
Or  Nature,  by  whose  strength  the  world  endnres, 
Wootd  tfhange  her  course,  before  yon  alter  yours. 
But  oh !  that  traaeherons  breast  to  whom  weak  you 
Did  trust  our  counsels,  and  we  both  may  rue. 
Having  his  felselMbd  found  too  late,  t  was  he 
That  made  me  cast  you  guilty,  and  yon  me ; 
Wailst  he  (Mack  wretch)  betray 'd  each  simple  word 
We  spake  unto  the  omming  of  a  third. 
Curs'd  may  he  be,  that  so  our  love  hath  dain. 
And  wander  on  the  Earth,  wretched  as  Canif 
Wretched  as  he,  and  not  deserve  least  pity ; 
In  plaguing  him  let  misery  be  witty. 
LeC  all  eyes  shun  him,  and  he  shun  each  ejre,^ 
Till  he  be  noisome  as  his  infamy ; 
May  he  without  temorse  deny  God  thrice. 
And  not  be  trusted  more  on  his  soul's  priee  ; 
And  after  all  self-torment^  when  he  dies 
May  wolves  tear  ont  his  heart,  vultures  his  eyes ; 
Swine  eat  his  bowels ;  and  his  fhlser  tongue. 
That  ntter'd  all,  be  to  some  raven  flung ; 
And  let  his  carrion-corse  he  i  longer  feasl 
To  the  king's  dogs,  than  any  other  beast 
Now  I  Have  cur8*d,  let  us  our  love  revive  ; 
In  tne  the  flame  was  never  more  alive ; 
I  could  begin  again  to  court  and  praise, 
And  in  that  pleaswe  lengthen  the  short  daya 
Of  my  lifb's  lease ;  like  painters,  that  do  take 
Pelight,  not  in  mide  vofks^  but  whilH  they  mak«> 


I  ooald  renew  thoie  fimes,  #hen  first  i  taw 

Love  in  your  eyes,  that  gave  my  tongue  the  hi  v 

To  like  what  yon  ltk*d ;  aad  at  masks  and  play* 

0>mmend  the  self-same  aetors,  the  same  waya  i 

Ask  how  you  did,  and  often,  with  intent 

Of  being  ofllcious,  be  impeitinent ; 

All  which  were  sueh  soft  pastimes,  as  in  theae 

Love  was  as  snbtily  tatch'd,  as  a  disease ; 

But  being  got  it  is  a  treasure  sweet. 

Which  to  defend  is  harder  than  to  get ; 

And  ought  not  be  profan'd  on  either  part, 

For  though 't  is  got  by  chance,  *t  is  kept  by  ^tk. 


ELEGY  XVIIL 

WnoavBt  loves^  if  he  do  not  propose  / 

The  right  tme  end  of  love,  he 's  one  that  geea 
I'o  sea  for  nothing  bat  to  make  him  sick : 
LQve  if  a  bear-whelp  bom,  if  we  o*ar-liek 
Our  love,  and  fbrce  it  new  strong  shapes  to  take^ 
We  err,  and  of  a  lump  a  monster  make. 
Were  not  tf^ealf  a  monster,  that  were  grown 
Fae'd  like  a  man,  though  better  than  his  own  ? 
Perfection  is  in  unity :  prefinr 
One  woman  first,  and  then  one  thing  in  hct« 
r,  when  I  value  gold,  nsay  think  upon 
llie  dnelilness,  the  application. 
The  wholesomness,  the  ingenuity. 
From  rust,  from  toil,  from  fire  ever  freas 
But  if  I  Igve  it,  't  is  beause  't  ia  n»da 
By  our  new  natare  (use)  the  soul  of  trade. 

All  these  in  women  wa  might  think  upon 
(If  women  had  them)  and  yat  kive  but  one. 
Can  men  more  injure  women  than  to  aay 
They  love  them  for  that,  by  which  they  Ye  not  they  > 
Makes  virtue  woman  ?  must  I  cool  my  blood 
Till  I  both  be,  and  find  one,  wise  and  good  } 
May  twrren  angels  love  so.    Bot  if  we 
Make  love  to  woman,  virtue  is  not  the : 
As  beauties,  no,  nor  wealths  ha  that  s€Bsyt  thna 
From  her  to  hers,  is  more  adaltaroua  •« 

Than  if  he  took  her  maid.    Search*  ev«ry  tpbero 
And  firmament,  our  Cupid  h  not  there : 
He 's  an  infernal  god,  and  under  ground. 
With  Pluto  dwells,  where  gold  and  fire  abouad  ; 
Men  to  such  gods  tbehr  sacrificing  coals 
Did  not  on  altars  lay,  but  pits  and  holes : 
Although  we  see  celestial  bodies  nsove 
'Above  the  earth,  the  earth  we  till  and  love : 
So  WO' her  airs  contemplate,  words  and  heart, 
,  And  virtues ;  but  we  love  the  centric  pait. 

Nor  is  the  sonl  more  worthy,  or  more  fit 
For  love,  than  this,  as  infinite  as  it. 
But  in  attaining  this  desired  place 
How  much  they  err,  that  set  out  at  the  (kee* 
The  hair  a  forest  is  of  ambushes. 
Of  springs  and  snares,  fetters  and  naUades : 
The  brow  becalms  us^  when  *t  is  smooth  and  plahti 
And  when  't  is  wrhikled,  shipwrecks  us  again. 
Smooth,  H  is  a  paradise,  where  we  wohM  have 
Immortal  stay ;  but  wrinkled,  *t  is  a  gfrave. 
The  nose  (like  to  the  sweet  meridfan)  rtns 
Not'twixt  an  east  and  west  bat  'fwitt  two  sons; 
It  leaves  a  cheek,  a  rosy  henfii^^ierc 
On  either  side,  and  then  directs  its  where 
Upon  the  Islands  Fortunate  we  fiill, 
Not  faint  Canaries,  b«it  ambrosial. 
Unto  her.  swelling  lips  whfn  we  are  come. 
We  anchor  ther^  and  thnfc  onncArefr  at  tane^ 
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For  they  seem  all:  tkemfeyfeM^  Mmga,«id  thm 

Wise  Ddpbic  oracles  do  fiU  Uie  e«r ; 

Tbto  in  a  crfldg  wb«  cfacMeii  peurls  do  svdl 

The  remora,  ber  cleaTmg  tQBfOO  doth  dwaU.^ 

These  and  (the  glorioos  promoDtory)  ber  cbia 

Being  pest  tbe  sUaite  of  H^iaspont,  betweeo 

The  Sestoe  and  Abydof  oC  ber  br«asts, 

(Not  of  two  loren,  but  tvo  loirea  tbe  aetU) 

Succeeds  a  bovndlen  tea,  but  yet  tbiae  eye 

Some  island  moles  laay  tcatterd  tbeia<dflscry  ; 

And  satUag  towards  her  Tadia*  in  that  way 

Shall  at  bar  fisir  Atlanlk  navel  stay  ; 

TbcMi'gh  there  tbe  current  be  tbe  pUot  made, 

Yet  ere  tbon  be  wbera  tbon  should'it  be  einbay'd, 

Thoa  sbaU.  open  another  forest  set. 

Where  many  shipvi^h  and  no  fnrfber  get. 

When  tbon  art  there,  cpnsder  what  tlus  chase 

Miapent,  by  tbyJbaginniQg  at  the  laca. 

.    Bather  aet  out bakw.^  jl^ractise  my  art; 

Some  symmetry  the  foot  hath  with  that  pait 

Which  tbon  dost  seek,  and  is  (by  map  fbr  that, 

Lovely  eaoagh  to  stop,  bat  not  stay  at: 

hnst  subject  to  disguise  aiwl  change  it  is ; 

Men  say  4^e  Devit  never  can  change  bis. 

It  is  the  embtcm,  that  bath  flgmad 

firmness;  't  is  the  first  part  that  comes  to  bed. 

GvUity%eseevefltt*d:  the  kiss, 

Which  at  the  ftce  began,  transplanted  is, 

Siaee  tb  the  hand,  since  to  tb'  imperial  knee, 

Now  at  Che  papal  foot  delights  to  be. 

If  kings  think  that  tbe  nearer  way,  and  do 

Kise  from  the  foot,  lovers  may  do  so  too: 

For  ss  free  spheres  move  faster  far  than  can 

Birds,  whom  tbe  air  resists ;  so  may  that  man. 

Which  goes  tbis  empty  and  ethereal  way. 

Than  if  at  beauty's  eneitties  he  stay. 

Kich  Natore  hath  in  women  wisely  made 

Tvopiirsei^  Mod  their  oKNiths  aversely  laid : 

Tliey.tbeQ,  wliich  to  the  lower  tribute  owe, 

Thst  way,  which  that  excheqaer  looks,  must  go: 

He  which -doth  not,  his  erxour  is  as  great. 

As  who  by  clyster  gives  the  stomach  meat. 


ELEGY  XrX. 

TO  ma  MISTRESS  GblHG  TO  BBD. 

Comb,  madam,  come,  all  rest  my  powers  defy, 

Until  I  Iab6ar,  I  in  labour  lie^ 

The  foe  oft-times  having  the  foe  in  sight 

h  ttr'd  with  standiag,  though  he  never  fight. 

Off  with  that  girdle,  like  Heaven's  aone  glittering. 

Bat  a  far  £sirer  world  encompassing. 

Unpin  that  spangled  breast-plate,  which  you  wear, 

That  th'  eyes  of  busy  Ibols  may  be  stopped  there. 

Unlace  yourself  for  that  harmonious  chime 

Tells  me  from  you,  that  now  it  is  bed-time. 

Off  with  that  happy  bnsk,  which  i  envy. 

That  still  can  bi^  and  still  can  stand,  so  nigh. 

Your  g<)wn  gontg  off  soch  beaateons  state  reveals, 

As  when  through  flow'ry  meads  tb'  bill's  shadow 


0^  with  that  wiry  coronet,  and  show 
The.bairy  diadem,  which  on  your  bead  doth  grow : 
Now  off  with  those  shoes,  and  then  sofUy  tread 
In  this  Love^  hallowed  temple,  tbis  soft  bed. 
In  such  white  robas  Heaven's  angels  us*d  to  be 
Bereii'd  to  men:  thpa  asgai  hcii^st  with  thee 


A  Heaven  lika  Mahomet's  paradise ;  and  though 
111  spirits  walk  in  white,  we  ess'ly  know 
By  this  these  angels  from  an  evil  sprite; 
Those  set  our  hairs,  but  these  our  fiesh  upright. 

License  my  roving  beads,  and  let  them  go 
Before,  behind,  between,  above,  below. 
O  my  America !  my  Newfoundland.! 
My  kingdom's  safest  when  with  one  man  manVS. 
My  miae  of  precious  stones :  my  empety, 
How  am  1  bless'd  in  thus  discovering  thee  I 
To  enter  in  these  bonds  is  to  be  free ; 
Then  where  my  hand  is  set,  my  seal  shall  be. 

Fall  nakedness !  all  joys  are  due  to  thee ; 
As  souls  unbodied,  bodies  uneloth*d  must  be. 
To  taste  whole  joys.    Gems,  which  you  women  use. 
Are  like  AtbinU's  ball,  east  in  men's  views ; 
That  when  a^fool*^  eye  ligbteth  on  a  gem, 
His  earthly  soul  may  court  that,  and  not  them: 
Like  pictures,  or  like  books'  gay  coverings,  made 
For  laymen,  are  all  tromen  thus  array'd. 
Themselves  are  only  mystic  books,  which  we 
(Whom  their  imputed  grace  will  dignifjp) 
Must  see  reveaHd.    Then  since  that  I  may  know  ^ 
As  liberally  as  to  thy  midwife  show 
Thyself:  cast  all,  yea,  tbis  white  linen  hence; 
There  is  no  penance^due  to  innocence. 

To  teach  thee,  I  am  n^ked  first;  why,  then. 
What  nced'M  thou  have  more  covering  than  a  man  I 


AN  EPITHALAMIUM 


FREDERICK  COUNT  PALATINE  OP  THE  RHTNE, 
AND  THE  LADY  EUZABEtH, 

BSmO  MA^ISP  ON  ST.  VAttNTXNB'S  BAY. 

Hail  bubop  Valentine,  whose  day  ^is  is. 

Ail  the  air  is  thy  diocese. 

And  all  tbe  cbirpmg  choristers 
And  other  birds  are  thy  parishioners :    ' 

Thou  marry'st  every  year 
The  lyric  lark,  and  tbe  grave  whispering  dovej 
The  sparrow,  that  neglects  bis  life  for  love; 
The  household  bird  with  tbe  red  stomacher; 

Thou  mak*st  the  blackbird  speed  as  soon. 
As  doth  tbe  goldfinch  or  the  halcyon  j 
The  hatband  cock  looks  oat,  aoid  straight  is  sped, 
And  meets  bis  wife,  which  brings  her  fieatber-bed. 
This  diiy  more  cheerfully  than  ever  shine. 
Tbis  day, which  might  inflame  thyself;  old  Valentine. 

TiH  now  thou  warai'dst  with  multiplying  loves 
Two  larks,  two  sparrows,  or  two  doves  ;  '       # 
All  that  is  nothing  unto  this. 
For  thou  this  day  conplest  two  phemxeiL 

Thou  mak'st  a  toper  see 
What  tbe  Sun  never  saw^  and  what  the  ark 
(Which  was  of  fowl  and  beasts  the  cage  and  ptrk) 
Did  not  contain,  one  bed  contains  tbnKkgh  thee 

Two  phenizes,  whose  joined  breasts  ^ 

Are  unto  on^  another  mutual  nests  ; 
Where  motion  kindles  such  fii^es,  as  shall  giTO 
Young  phenizes,  and  yet  the  old  shall  live : 
Wbo^  love  and  courage  never  shall  decline^ 
But  m^ke  tb«  whole  year  thimigh  thy  day,  O  Va- 
lentine. 
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]>ONNE*S  POEMS. 


tip  tJiwn,  fcir  plHiBixlvridcw  <^raitittto  the  San; 

Thysdf  from  thine  affBOtion 

Tak'st.wwrmtb  mough,  ftodDnom  thine  eye 
AU  Ueier  birds  will  take  their  jollity. 

Up.  up>  iaxr  bride,  and  call 
Thy  Stan  from  oat  their  several  boxes,  take 
Tby  rubies,  pearls,  and  diatnoods  forth,  and  make 
Thyself  a  coostellation  of  them  all: 

And  by  their  biasing  signify. 
That  a  great  princess  fislli^  but  doth  not  die : 
Be  thou  a  new  star,  that  to  as  portends 
'Ends  of  much  wonder ;  and  be  thou  those  ends. 
Sinee  thou  dost  this  day  in  new  glory  slune. 
May  all  men  date  records  from  this  day,  Valentine. 

Come  forth,  oome  forth,  and  as  one  gfcmous  flame, 

Meeting  another,  grows  the  same: 

So  meet  thy  Frederick,  and  so 
To  an  unseparable  union  go ; 

Since  separation 
Falls  pot  on  such  things  as  are  infinite, 
Kor  things,  which  are  but  once,  and  disunite; 
You  *re  twice  inseparable,  great,  and  one. 
*     Go  then  to  where  the  bishop  stays, 
To  make  you  one,  his  way,  which  divers  wa]rs 
Most  be  efTected ;  and  when  all  is  past. 
And  that  y'  are  one,  by  hearts  and  bands  made  fast ; 
You  two  have  one  way  left  yourselves  t'  entwine. 
Besides  this  bishop*s  knot,  of  bishop  Valentine. 

But  oh !  what  ails  the  Sun,  that  hence  he  stays 

Longer  to  day  than  other  days  ? 

Stays  he  new  light  fioom  these  to  get  ? 
And  finding  here  such  stars,  is  loath  to  set  ? 

And  why  do  you  two  walk 
So  slowly  pac*d  in  this  procession  ? 
Is  all  your  care  but  to  be  lookM  upon. 
And  be  to  others  spectacle  and  talk  ? 

The'foast  with  gluttonous  delays  ^ 

Is  eaten,  and  too  tong  their  meat  they  praise. 
The  maskers  come  late,  and  I  thhak  will  stay, 
Like  fairies,  till  the  cock  crow  them  away. 
Alas !  did  not  antiquity  assign 
A 'night  as  well  as  day  to  thee,  old  Valentine  ? 

They  did,  and  night  is  come : '  and  yet  we  see 

Formalities  retarding  thee. 

What  mean  these  ladies,  which  (as  though 
They  were  to  take  a  clock  in  pieces)  go 

So  nicely  about  the  bride  ? 
A.  bride,  before  a  good-night  could  be  saidf 
Should  vanish  from  her  clothes  into  her  bed ; 
As  soo\.s  from  bodies  steal,  and  are  not  spy'd. 

But  pom  she  *s  laid :  what  though  she  be  ? 
Yet  there  are  more  delays ;  for  where  is  be  ? 
He  comes  and  passeth  through  sphereafter  sphere; 
First  her  sheets,  then  her  arms,  then  any  where. 
Let  not  this  day  then,  but  this  night  be  thine^ 
Tby  day  was  bat  the  eve  to  this,  O  Valentine. 

Here  lies  a  she  Sun,  and  a  he  Moon  there. 
She  gives  the  best  light  to  his  sphere, 
Or  each  is  both,  and  all,  and  so 
They  unto  one  another  nothing  owe ; 

And  yet  they  do,  but  are 
So  jnst  and  rich  in  that  coin  which  they  pay. 
That  neither  would,  nor  needs,  forbear  nor  stay, 
Keithef  desires  to  be  spar'd,  nor  to  spare: 

They  quickly  pay  their  debt,  and  then 
Take  no  acquittances,  but  pay  again  i 


Thhy  ptif,  they  give,  they  lead,  and  ao  let  fialf 
No  occasion  to  be  liberal. 
Mor^  truth,  more  courage  in  these  twt>  do  shtne. 
Than  all  thy  tartlet  have  and  sparrow^  VaienrtTifr. 

And  by  this  act  of  these  two  pheniaes 

Nature  again  restored  is  i 

For  since  these  two  are  two  no  Biore, 
There 's  but  one  pbenix  still,  as  was  hefbre. 

Best  now  at  last,  and  we 
(As  satyti  watch  the  Son's  uprise)  will  stay 
Waiting  when  your  eyes  opened  let  out  day. 
Only  desir*d,  because  your  face  we  see ; 

Others  near  you  shall  whi^fiering  speak. 
And  wagers  lay,  at  which  side  day  will  break* 
And  win  by  observing  then  whose  hand  it  is 
That  opens  fint  a  curtain,  her*s  or  his  ; 
This  will  be  tried  to  morrow  after  nine. 
Till  which  hoar  we  thy  day  enlaige,  O  ValeiLtine. 


ECLOGUE, 

DKOXMBBB,  t6,  1613. 

ALLOPHAVEs  piNoiMG  ij>ios  IN  TBV  covirnr  m  caaisT- 

MAS  Tlitt,  KEntSiiEilDS  BIS  ABSENCB  FEOM  COVIT,  AT 
THE  MARtlACB  OP  THE  XAEL  OF  SOMSESBT;  UMOI 
GIVES  AN  ACCOUirr  OP  BIS.PCaFOSE  TBEEZIH,  AMD  OP 
HIS  ACTIONS  THBEX. 

ALLOPHAKES. 

Uhseasovable  man,  statue  of  ice. 

What  could  to  country's  solitude  entice 

Thee,  in  this  year's  cold  and  decrqpid  time  ? 

Nature's  instinct  draws  to  the  warmer  dime 

Ev'n  smaller  birds,  who  by  that  courage  dare 

lu  numerous  fleets  sail  through  their  sea,  the  air. 

What  delicacy  can  in  fields  appear. 

Whilst  Flora  herself  doth  a  frize  jerkin  wear? 

Whilst  winds  do  all  the  trees  and  hedges  strip 

Of  leaves,  to  furnish  rods  enough  to  whip 

Thy  madness  from  thee,  and  all  springs  by  frost 

Having  tak'n  cold,  and  their  sweet  murmun  lost  ? 

If  thou  thy  faults  or  fortunes  would'st  lament 

With  just  solemnity,  do  it  in  Lent: 

At  court  the  spring  already  advanced  is. 

The  Sun  stays  longer  i^p ',  and  yet  not  his 

The  glory  is ;  for  other,  other  fires : 

First  zeal  to  prince  and  state ;  then  love's  desires 

Burn  in  one  breast,  and  like  UeavVs  two  great  iight^ 

The  first  doth  govern  days,  the  other  nights. 

And  then  that  early  light,  which  did  appear 

Before  the  Sun  and  Moon  created  were, 

The  prince's  favour,  is  difiTus'd  o'er  all. 

From  which  all  fortunes,  names,  and  natures  fall ; 

Then  from  those  wombs  of  stars,  the  bride's  bright 

eyas,^ 
At  every  glance  a  constellation  flies. 
And  sows  the  court  with  stars,  and  doth  preheat 
In  light  and  power  the  all-ey'd  firmament. 
First  her  eyes  kindle  otfier  ladies'  eyes. 
Then  from  their  beams  their  jewels'  lustres  rite. 
And  from  their  jewels  torches  do  take  fire ; 
And  all  is  warmth,  and  light,  and  good  d^iie. 
Mo^  other  courts,  alas !  are  like  to  Hell, 
Where  in  dark  plots  fire  without  light  doth  dweU : 
Or  but  like  stoves,  for  lust  and  envy  g^ 
Continual  but  artificial  heat; 
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Here  zfl»1  and  lore,  grown  one,  all  elodidi  digest, 
/^  make  oar  court  an  everlastmg  east 
And  canst  thoa  be  from  thence? 


No,  I  am  there: 

As  HeaT*n,  to  men  disposed,  is  ev*ry  where ; 

So  are  those  courts,  whose  princes  animate. 

Not  only  all  their  house,  but  all  their  state. 

I^et  no  man  think,  because  he  's  full,  h*  hath  all. 

Kings  (as  their  pattern,  God)  are  liberal 

Kot  only  in  fulness  but  capacity, 

Enlarging  narrow  men  to  feel  and  see. 

And  comprehend  the  blessings  they  bestow. 

So  reclns*d  hermits  oftentimes  do  know 

More  of  Heaven's  glory,  than  a  worldling  can. 

As  man  is  of  the  world,  the  heart  of  man 

Is  no  epitome  of  God's  great  book 

Of  creatures,  and  men  need  do  further  look ; 

So  'a  the  country  of  courts,  where  sweet  peace 

doth 
As  their  own  common  soul,  give  life  to  both. 
And  am  I  then  firom  court? 

ALLOPBAVES* 

Dreamer,  tbeu  art. 

Think^st  Uiou,  fantastic,  that  thou  hast  a  part 

In  the  Indian  fleet,  beeause  thou  hast 

A  little  spice  or  amber  in  thy  taste  ? 

Becaase  thou  art  not  frozen,  art  thou  warm  ? 

Seest  tboo  all  good,  because  thou  seest  no  harm  ? 

The  Earth  doth  in  her  inner  bowels  hold 

Stuff  well  dispoa'd,  and  which  would  fain  be  gold : 

But  never  shall,  except  it  chance  to  lie 

So  upward,  that  Heav'n  gild  it  with  his  eye. 

As  for  divine  things,  fS&ith  comes  from  above, 

So,  for  best  civil  use,  all  tinctures  move. 

From  higher  powers ;  from  God  religion  springs ; 

Wisdom  and  honour  from  the  use  of  kings : 

Then  unlieguile  thyself,  and  know  with  me. 

That  angels,  though  on  Earth  employed  they  be^ 

Are  still  in  Heav'n ;  so  is  he  still  at  home 

Hiat  doth  abroad  to  honest  actions  come : 

Chide  thyself  then,  O  fool,  which  yesterday 

Might'st  have  read  more  than  all  thy  books  be- 

Hast  ibou  a  history,  which  doth  present      [wray: 

A  court,  where  all  afiectioos  do  assent^ 

Unto  the  1uug%  and  that,  that  kings  are  just  ? 

And  where  it  is  no  levity  to  trust. 

Where  there  is  no  ambition  but  t'  obey. 

Where  men  need  whisper  nothing,  and  yet  may ; 

Wliere  the  king's  favours  are  so  plac'd,  that  all 

Find  that  the  king  therein  is  liberal 

.To  them,  in  him,  becaase  his  favours  bend 

To  virtue,  to  the  which  they  all  pretend  ? 

Thou  hast  no  such ;  yet  here  was  this,  and  more. 

An  earnest  lover,  wise  then,  and  before. 

Our  little  Cupid  hath  sued  livery. 

And  is  no 'more  in  his  minority  j 

H^  is  admitted  now  into  that  breast 

Where  the  king's  counsels  and  his  secrets  resL 

What  hast  thou  kat,  O  ignorant  man ! 


I  knew 

Ail  this,  and  only  therefbre  I  withdrew. 
To  know  and  feel  all  this,  and  not  to  have 
Words  to  eaprav  it,  makes  a  man  a  gra^va 


OfhiSQfwathoaghts;  I  wonid  not  therefore  stay 
At  a  great  fbast,  having  no  grace  to  say. 
And  yet  I  'seap*d  not  here ;  for  being  come 
Full  of  the  ebmmbn  joy,  I  otter'd  some. 
Read  then  this  nuptial  song,  which  was  not  made 
Either  the  court  or  men^s  hearts  to  invade ; 
But  since  I  am  dead  and  buried,  I  could  frame 
No  epitaph,  which  might  advance  my  fame' 
So  much  as  this  poor  song,  which  testifies 
I  did  nnto  that  day  some  sacrifice. 


r.      TBI  TIMB  OF  TBB  MAaaiAOE. 

T^ov  art  reprievM,  old  Year,  thou  sbalt  not  di^ 
Though,  thou  upon  thy  death-bed  lie. 
And  should'st  within  five  days  expire; 

Yet  thou  art  rescud  from  a  mightier  fire. 
Than  thy  old  soul,  the  Sun, 

When  he  doth  in  his  largest  circle  run. 

The  passage  of  the  west  or  east  would  thaw. 

And  open  wide  their  easy  liquid  jaw 

To  all  our  ships,  could  a  Promethean  art 

Either  unto  the  northern  pole  impart 

The  fire  of  these  inflaming  eyes,  or  of  this  loving 
heart. 


IX'    iQDALrrr  of  pimohs, 

But,  undiscemhig  Muse,  which  heart,  which  eyes. 
In  this  new  couple  dost  thou  prize. 
When  his  eye  as  inflaming  is 
As  her*s,  and  her  heart  loves  as  well  as  his? 

Be  tried  by  beauty,  and  then 
The  bridegroom  is  a  maid,  and  not  a  man; 
If  by  that  manly  courage  they  be  try*d. 
Which  scorns  unjust  opinion ;  then  the  bride 
Becomes  a  man :  should  chance  on  envy's  art 
Divide  these  two,  whom  Nature  scarce  did  part. 
Since  both  have  the  inflaming  eye,  and  both  the 
loving  heart 

III.      BAISIMG  OF  TBS  BSIOICaOOM. 

Though  it  be  some  divorce  to  think  of  yon 

Single,  so  much  one  are  you  two^ 

Let  me  here  contemplate  thee 
First,  ch'eerfnl  bridegroom,  and  first  let  me  see 

How  thou  preveot'st  the  Sun,  ' 

And  hb  red  foaming  horses  dost  outrun ; 
How,  having  laid  down  in  thy  sovereign's  breast 
All  businesses,  from  thence  to  reinvest 
Them,  when  these  triumphs  cease,  thou  forward  art 
To  show  to  her,  who  doth  the  like  impai:t. 
The  fin  of  thy  inflaming  eyes,  and  of  thy  loving 
heart. 

IV.    aAisivG  or  the  biidb. 

But  now  to  thcG,  fair  bride,  it  is  sdme  wrong, 
To  thiak'thou  wert  in  bed  so  long; 
Since  soon  thou  liest  down  first,  't  is  fit 
Thon  in  first  rising  should  allow  for  it. 

Powder  thy  radiant  hair. 
Which  if  without  such  ashes  thou  would*8t  vear. 
Thou  who,  to  all  which  come  to  look  upon, 
Wert  meant  for  Phcebos,  would'st  be  Phaeton. 
For  our  ease  give  thine  eyes  th'  unusual  part 
Of  joy,  a  tear  ;  so  quenched,  thou  may'st  impart, 
To  us  that  oome,  thy*  inflaming  eyes ;  to  him,  thy 
loving  heart 
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Thus  tHoQ  deseend'st  to  oar  iofirmitf, 

Who  can  the  San  in  water  tee. 

So  dost  fhon,  when  in  siYk  and  gold 
Thoa  cload'it  thyself ;  smee  we,  which  do  behold. 

Are  dust  and  worms,  t  H  just 
Our  objects  be  the  froits  of  worms  and  dost 
Jiet  every  jewel  be  a  gloriotis'star; 
Yet  stars  are  not  So  pare  n- their  spheres  are. 
And  though  thoa  stdop,  t*  appear  to  us  in  part, 
Still  in  that  pictara  thoa  eatirely  art,     [ing  heart. 
Which  thy  inflaming  eyes  have  made  within  his  lov- 

n.    Gomo  <n>  tbi  ouru. 

Now  from  your  east  you  issue  forth,  and  we, 
As  men,  which  through  a  cypress  see 
The  rising  Son,  do  think  it  two; 
So^  as  you  go  to  church,  do  think  of  you : 

But  that  vail  being  gone. 
By  the  chorch  rites  you  are  from  tbencelbrth  one. 
The  chorch  triumphant  made  this  quitch  before. 
And  DOW  the  militant  doth  strive  no  more. 
Then,  reverend  priest,  who  God^s  recorder  art, 
Do  ftom  his  dictates  to  these  two  impart 
All  blessings  which  are  seen,  or  thought,  by  angel's 
eye  or  hfeart    ' 

▼II.      m  HKEMCnOH. 

Bless*d.pair  of  swans,  oh  may  you  jntetbring 
Daily  new  joys,  and  never  sing : 
live,  till  all  grounds  of  wishes  fail. 

Till  honour,  yea  till  wisdom  grow  so  stale. 
That  new  great  heights  to  try. 

It  must  serve  your  ambition,  to  die. 

Raise  heirs,  and  may  here  to  the  world's  end  live 

Heirs  from  this  king  to  take  thanks,  you,  to  give. 

Nature  and  grace  do  all,  and  nothing  art ; 

May  never  age  or  errour  overthwart     [this  heart 

With  any  west  these  radiant  eyes,  with  any  north 

nil.    FSAsn  Aim  tivxu. 

But  3roa  are  over-blett*d.    Plenty  this  day 

Injures;  itcaaseth tioMtostay; 

The  tables  gruan,  as  thoagfa  this  feast 
Woold,  as  the  flood,  destroy  all  fowl  cod  beast 

And  were  the  doctrine  new 
That  the  Earth  mov'd^  this  day  wonld  make  it  troe ; 
For  every  part  to  dance  a»d  rovel  goes. 
They  tread  the  air,  and  &11  not  where  they  rose. 
Though  six  hours  since  the  Sun  to  bed  did  part. 
The  masks  and  bonqaets  will  not  yet  impart 
A  sun-set  to  these  weary  eyes,  a  centre  to  this  heart 

n.      THB  BailiB*S  COIMO  TO  BSD. 

What  mean*st  thou,  bride,  this  company  to  ke^p  ? 

To  sit  op,  till  Uiou  fain  would  sleep? 

Thou  may'st  not,  when  thou  'rt  laid,  do  00, 
Thyself  must  to  him  a  new  banquet  grow. 

And  you  must  entertain. 
And  do  ail  this  day's  dances  o*er  again. 
'  I^now,  that  if  Sun  and  Moon  together  do 
Rise  in  one  point,  they  do  not  set  so  too. 
Therefore  thou  may'st,  fair  bride,  to  bed  depart. 
Thou  art  not  gone  being  gone ;  where'er  thou  art. 
Thou  leav'st  in  him  thy  watchfnl  eyes,  in  him  thy 
loving  heart 


Z.      THB  BBIOBCROOSI'S  COMHfC* 

As  he  that  sees  a  Mnr  lall  rani  apace,' 

And  finds  a  gelly  in  the  place, . 

80  doth  the  bridegroom  hasta  as  mnch, 
Betog  told  this  star  is  fislTn,  and  finds  her  snch. 

And  as  friends  may  look  strange 
By  a  new  fisshion,  or  apparel's  change  s 
Their  souls,  tboagfa  kwg  acquamted  they  had  beea^ 
These  clothes,  their  bodies,  never  yet  had  seen. 
Therefore  at  first  she  modestly  might  start. 
But  must  forthwith  surrender  every  part  [or  heart 
As  freely,  as  each  to  each  belbce  gave  either  hand 


Now,  as  in  Tullta's  tomb  one  lamp  burnt  clear, 
Unchang'd  for  fifteen  hmidred  year. 
May  these  love-lamps,  we  here  enshrin^ 

In  warmth,  light,  lasting,  equal  the  divine. 
Fire  ever  dolh  aspire,    ~ 

And  makes  all  like  itself,  tnros  all  to  &r% 

But  ends  in  ashes ;  which  these  cannot  do^ 

For  none  of  these  is  iiiel,  but  fire  toow 

This  is  joy's  bonfire  then,  where  Love's  Btnmg  arte 

Make  of  so  noble  individual  parts  [beasts. 

One  fire  of  foor  inflaming  eyei^  and  of  two  lomg 


Am  I  have  bronght  this  song,  that  I  may  d^ 
A  perlect  sacrifice,  I  '11  bum  it  Umk 


ALLOPBABBS. 

No,  sir,  thb  paper  I  have  justly  got. 
For  in  burnt  incense  the  perfume  is  net 
His  only,  that  presents  it,  but  of  all ; 
Whatever  celebrates  this  festival 
Is  common,  since  the  joy'thereof  is  so. 
Nor  may  yourself  be  priest :  but  let  me  f» 
Back  to  the  court,  and  I  will  lay  't  upon 
Soch  altars,  as  prize  your  devotioa. 


EPJTHALAMJUM 

MADE  AT  LINCOLll*8  fUM. 

Tbb  snn-beams  in  the  oast  are  spread. 
Leave,  leave,  fair  bride,  your  solitary  bed. 

No  more  shall  you  return  to  it  alone. 
It  nurseth  sadnes^ ;  and  your  body's  print. 
Like  to  a  grave,  the  yielding  down  doth  dint ; 

You  and  your  other  you  meet  there  aoou : 

Put  forth,  put  forth,  that  warm  balm-breathing 

thigh,  [smother, 

Which  whto  next  time  you  in  these  sheeta  will 

There  it  must  meet  another. 

Which  never  was,  but  must  be  oft  more  nigh ; 
Come  glad  from  thence,  go  gladder  than  you  came. 
To  day  pat  on  perfection,  and  a  woman^s  name. 

Daughters  of  London,  you  which  be 

Our  golden  mines,  and  fumtsh'd  treasury; 

You  which  are  angels,  yet  still  bring  with  yoo 
Thousands  of  angels  00  yonr  marriage -dayB, 
Help  with  your  presence,  and  devise  to  praise 

These  rites,  whicU also  unto  you  grow  diie; 
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Conecitedlf  dreis  her,  ud  be  aarign'a 
By  yaa  fit  place  fof  e¥«ry  flower  luid  jewels 
Blake  her  for  love  fit  fuel 

.As  gay  as  Flora,  and  as  rich  aalnde; 
So  may  she  fair  and  rich*  in  nothing  lame. 
To  day  put  on  perfection,  and  a  «oaMn%  naiMb 

And  you,  frolic  pf tridans. 

Sons  of  thoee  aenators,  wealth's  deep  oceans, 
.  Ve  painted  courtieri,  barrels  of  oibers'  wits, 

Y«>  oouotryven,  who  but  your  beastii  love  none, 

Ye  of  those  fellowsbips,  whereof  be  's  one, 

Of  study  and  play  nade  strange  bennaphrodits, 
Hera  shine  j  this  bridegroom  to  the  temple  bring, 

Lo,  m  yon  path  which  store  of  strow'd  flow'rs  grmceth, 
The  sober  Tii^in  paoeth ; 

E^wept  my  sight  (ail,  't  is  no  other  thing. 

Weep  not,  nor  blnsh,  here  is  no  grief  nor  shame. 

To  day  put  io  perfection,  and  a  woman's  name. 

Thy  two-leavM  gates,  fair  temple,  unfold, 
And  these  two  in  thy  sacred  bosom  hold. 

Till,  mystically  joid'd,  but  one  they  be; 
Then  may  thy  lean  and  huoger-starred  womb 
Long  time  expeot  their  bodies,  and  their  tomb, 

long  after  their  own  parents  fatten  thee. 

All  elder  claims,  and  all  cold  barrenness. 
All  yielding  to  new  loves  be  far  for  ever. 

Which  might  these  two  dissever. 

Always  all  th'  other  may  eadh  one  possess ; 
Tor  the  bast  bride,  best  worthy  of  praise  and  faoM^ 
To  day  put  on  perfectioa,  and  a  woman's  ume. 

Winter  days  bring  much  delight. 

Not  for  themselves,  but  for  they  soon  bring  nighty 

pther  sweets  wait  thee  than  these  diverse  meats^ 
Other  disports  than  dancing  jollities. 
Other'  love  tricks  than  glancmg  with  the  eyes, 

Bot  that  the  San  still  in  our  half  sphere  sweats  $ 

He  files  in  winter,  but  he  now  stands  still. 
Yet  shadows  turn ;  noQd  point  he  hath  attained. 

His  steeds  will  be  restrain'd. 

But  gallop  lively  down  the  western  hill ; 
Hkmi  Shalt,  when  he  hath  run  the  Hear'ns*  half  frames 
To  night  put  on  perfection,  and  a  woman's  name. 

The  amoroos  eveniog  star  is  rose^ 

Why  then  should  not  our  amorous  star  encloie 

Herself  in  her  wisb'd  bed  ?  release  your  strings^ 
Mnsiciafis,  and  dancers,  take  some  truce 
With  these  your  pleasing  labours,  for  great  use 

As  much  weariness  as  perfection  brings. 

Yon,  and  not  only  you,  but  all  toil'd  beast 
Rest  doly  ;  at  mgbt  all  their  toils  are  dispensed; 

Bat  in  their  beds  commenc'd 
Are  other  labours,  and  more  dainty  feasts. 
She  goes  a  maid,  who,  lest  ^e  turn  the  sarnie. 
To  ittgfat  pots  on  perfection,  and  a  woman's  name, 

Tby  viiipD's  girdle  now  untie, 

And  in  thy  nuptial  bed  (Love's  altar)  lie 

A  pleasing  sacrifice ;  now  dispossess 
Thee  of  tbeee  chains  and  robes,  which  were  pot  on 
Taddm  the  day,  not  thee;  for  then  alone, 

like  viittte  and  troth,  art  best  in  nakedness : 

Tliisbed  ji  only  to  virginity 
A  grave,  bot  to  a  better  state  a  cradle  ; 

Till  uom  thon  wast  bot  able 
T»bavhatBOWthooart;  then  tiiat  by  thee 
No  mors  be  said,  «  I  may  be,*'  but  <•  I  am," 
To  mgfat  put  Oft  perfectloii,  and  a  nfiauui'f  nama^ 


Ev'n  like  a  kSMoi  man,  eaoCent, 

That  this  life  for  a  better  should  be  spent ; 

So  she  a  mother's  rich  style  doth  prefer,    • 
And  at  the  bridegroom's  wish'd  approach  doth  fio^ 
like  an  appoint^  lamb,  when  tenderly 

The  priest  comes  on  his  knees  t'  embowel  her. 

Now  sleep  or  watch  with  more  joy ;  and,  O  light 
Of  Heav'n,  to  morrow  rise  thou  hot  and  early. 

This  sun  will  love  so  dearly 
Her  rest,  tha(  long,  long  we  shall  want  her  sights 
Wooden  are  wrought;  for  she,  wfai6h  bad  do  name» 
To  night  puts  on  peifectioD,.  and  a  woman'a  naov. 


SATIRES. 


SATIRE  L 


AwAT,  tbo«  changeling  motley  homonrist 

Leave  me,  and  in  this  standing  wooden  chi^ 

Consorted  with  these  few  books,  let  ase  lie 

In  prison,  and  here  be  ooffin'd,  when  I  die: 

Here  are  God^soondnila,  grave  divines;  amlher» 

Is  Nature's  secretary,  the  philoaopher; 

And  wily  statesmen,  which  teach  how  to  tie 

The  sinews  of  a  citji^s  mysiie  body ; 

Here  gathering  cfaronicleri,  and  by  them  stand 

Giddy  fentastic  poets  of  each  land. 

Shall  I  leave  all  this  constant  company, 

And  follow  headlong  wild  uncertain  thee? 

First  swear  by  thy  best  love  here,  hi  earnest, 

(If  thou,  which  kiv'st  all,  canst  love  any  beet) 

Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  in  the  middle  stceot. 

Though  some  more  spruce  oompanioa  thou  dost 

Not  though  a  captain  do  come  in  thy  way  [meeti 

Bright  parcel  gilt,  with  forty  *dead  men's  pay ; 

Not  though  a  brisk  perfiim'd  pert  courtier 

Deign  with  a  nod  thy  courtesy  to  answer; 

Nor  oome  a  velvet  justice  with  a  long 

Great  tium  of  Uue-coata,  twelve  or  fourteen  strongs 

Wilt  tbou  grin  or  fewn  on  him,  or  prepan 

A  speech  to  couit  his  beauteous  son  and  heir? 

For  better  or  wosse  take  me,  or  leave  me: 

To  take  and  leave  me  is  adultery. 

Oh!  monstrous,  soperstitions puritan 

Of  lefin'd  manners,  yet  ceremonial  raaA^ 

That,  when  thon  meet'st  one,  with  inqnirTOg  eyes 

Dost  search,  and,  like  a  needy  broker,  prize 

The  silk  and  gold  he  wears,  and  to  that  raee^ 

So  high  or  low,  dost  raise  thy  fovraal  hat; 

That  wilt  consort  none,  till  thou  have  kuown 

What  lands  he  hath  in  hope,  or  of  bis  own ; 

As  though  all  thy  opmpanions  should  make  thee 

Jointures,  and  marry  thy  dear  company. 

Why  sbottM'stthou  (that  dost  not  only  approve^ 

But  in  rank  itchy  lost,  desire  and  lore. 

The  flakedness  and  barrenness  t'  enjoy 

Of  thy  plump  muddy  whom,  or  prostitnte  boy:) 

Hate  Virtue,  though  she  naked  be  and  bare? 

At  birth  and  death  our  bodies  naked  are; 

And,  till  our  souls  be  unappardled 

Of  bodies,  they  from  bliss  are  banished  : 

Man*s  first  bless'd  state  was  naked ;  when  by  sin 

He  lost  that,  he  was  cloth'd  but  in  beast's  skin. 

And  in  this  coarse  attire,  which  I  now  wear. 

With  God  and  with  the  Muses  I  confer. 
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But  tince  thoo,  liks  a  cootHte  penitent,  / 

Charitably  warnM  of  tby  sins,  dost  repent 
These  vanities  and  giddinesses,  lo 
I  shut  my  chamber  door,  and  come,  let 's  go. 
But  sooner  may  a  cheap  whore,  who  hath  been 
Worn  out  by  as  many  several  men  in  sin, 
As  are  black  feathers,  or  musk-coloured  hose. 
Name  her  child's   right  true  father  'mongrt  all 

those: 
Sooner  may  one  gtess,  who  shall  bear  away 
The  infantry  of  London  hence  to  India  ; 
And  sooner  may  a  gulling  weather-spy, 
By  drawing  forth  Heav'n^s  scheme,  tell  certainly 
What  fashion^  hats,  or  ruffs,  or  suits,  next  year 
Our  giddy-headed  antic  youth  will  wear, 
Than  thou,  when  thou  depart'st  from  me,  can 

show 
Whither,  why,  when,  or  with  whom,  thou  would'stga 
But  how  shall  I  be  pardoaM  my  offence. 
That  thus  have  sinn*d  against  my  conscience  ? 
Now  we  are  in  the  street;  he  first  of  all, 
Improvidently  proud,  cieeps  to  the  wall ; 
And  so  imprisoned,  and  hemm*d  in  by  me, 
Sells  for  a  little  stote  his  liberty ; 
Yet  though  be  cannot  skip  forth  now  to  greet 
Every  fiiie  silken  painted  fool  we  meet. 
He  them  to  him  with  amorous  smiles  allures, 
And  grius,  smacks,  shrugs,  and  such  an  itch  en- 
dures. 
As  'prentices  or  school-boys,  which  do  know 
Of  some  gay  qport  abroad,  yet  dare  not  go. 
And  as  fiddlers  stoop  fowestat  highest  sound. 
So  to  the  most  brave  stoops  he  nigh*st  the  ground. 
But  to  a  grave  man  he  doth  move  no  more 
Than  the  wise  politic  horse  would  heretofore, 
Or  thou,  O  elephant,  or  ape,  wilt  do, 
When  any  names  the  king  of  Spain  to  you. 
Now  leaps  he  upright,  jogs  me,  and  cries,  "  Do  you 

see 
Yonder  well-favour'd  youth?"  —  '*  Which ?•»  — 

"Oh!   'tis  he 
That  dances  so  divinely."—"  Oh,"  said  I, 
**  Stand  still,  must  you  dance  here  for  company  ?" 
He  droopM ;  we  went,  till  one  (which  did  excel 
Th*  Indians  in  drinking  his  tobacco  well) 
3f  et  us :  they  talked ;  I  wbisper'd,  "  Let  us  go, 
'T  may  be  you  smell  him  not,  truly  I  do." 
He  hears  not  me,  but  on  the  other  side 
A  many-oolour'd  peacock  having  spy*d, 
Leaves  him  and  me ;  I  for  my  lost  <heep  stay ; 
He  follows,  overtakes,  goes  on  the  way, 
Saying,  **  Him,  whom  I  last  lefi^  all  repute 
For  his  device,  in  handsoming  a  suit, 
To  judge  of  lace,  pink,  panes,  print,  cut,  and  plait. 
Of  all  the  court  to  have  the  best  conceit" 
"  Our  dull  comedians  want  him,  let  him  go; 
But  oh !  God  strengthen  thee,  why  stoop'st  thou  so  ?* 
**  Why,  he  hath  travailM  long ;  no,  but  to  me 
Which  understood  none,  be  doth  seem  to  be 
Perfect  French  and  Italian.''    1  reply'd, 
"  So  is  the  pojc"    He  answer'd  not,  but  spy'd 
More  men  of  sort,  of  parts,  and  qualities; 
At  last  bis  love  he  in  a  window  spies. 
And  like  light  dew  exhalM  he  flings  from  me 
Violently  ravishM  to  his  lechery. 
Many  there  were,  he  could  command  no  more ; 
He  quarreird,  fought,  bled ;    and,  tum'd  out  of 

door. 
Directly  came  to  me,  banging  the  head, . 
And  constantly  awhile  must  keep  h^  bed. 


SATIRE  U. 


Sm,  though  (I  thank  God  for  it)  T  do  hate 

Perfectly  all  this  town,  yet  there  's  oiie  state        ^ 

In  all  ill  things  so  excellently  best, 

That  hate  towards  them  breeds  pity  towards  the  rest. 

Though  poetry  indeed  be  such  a  sin. 

As  I  think  that  brings  dearth  and  Spaniards  in : 

Though  like  the  pestilence  and  old  fashioned  love,. 

Ridlingly  it  catch  men«  and  doth  remove  • 

Never,  till  it  be  starved  out,  yet  their  state 

Is  poor,  disarmed,  like  papists,  not  worth  hate: 

One  (like  a  wretch,  which  at  bar  judg*d  as  dead. 

Yet  prompts  him,  which  stands  next,  and  cannot 

And  saves  his  life)  gives  idiot  actors  means,  (raad, 

(Starving  himself)  to  live  by  's  laboured  scenes^ 

As  in  some  organs  piippets  dance  above 

And  bellows  pant  below,  which  them  do  movew 

One  would  move  love  by  rhymes ;  but  witchcraft's 

charms. 
Bring  not  now  their  old  fears,  nor  their  old  harms. 
Rams  and  slings  now  are  silly  battery, 
Pbtolets  are  the  best  artillery. 
And  they  who  write  to  lords,  rewards  to  get* 
Are  they  not  Nke  singers  at  ddors  for  meat  ? 
And  th^  who  write,  because  all  write,  have  still 
Th*  excuse  for  writing,  and  for  writing  ill. 
But  he  is  worst,  who  (beggariy)  doth  chaw 
Others  wit 's  fVuits,  and  in  his  ravenous  msM 
Rankly  digested,  doth  those  things  ont-spew. 
As  his  own  things;  and  they  're  his  own,  't  is  tme^ 
For  if  one  eat  my  meat,  though  it  be  known 
The  meat  was  mine,  th'  excrement  is  his  own. 
But  these  do  me  no  harm,  nor  they  which  use 
*♦**♦♦♦  and  out-usure  Jews, 
T*  ont^rink  the  sea,  t'  out-swear  the  litany. 
Who  with  sin's  all  kinds  as  familiar  be 
As  confessors,  and  for  whose  sinfhl  sake 
Schoolmen  new  tenements  in  Hell  must  make :      , 
Whose  strange  sins  canonists  could  hardly  tell 
In  which  commandment's  large  receit  they  dweU. 
But  these  punish  themselves.    The  insotence 
Of  Coscus,  only,  breeds  my  just  oflbnce. 
Whom  time  (which  rots  all,  and  makes  botches  pox; 
And  plodding  on  must  make  a  calf  an  ox) 
Hath  made  a  lawyer;  which,  alas !  of  late 
But  scarce  a  poet;  jollier  of  this  state. 
Than  are  new  benefic'd  minuters,  he  throws 
Like  nets  or  lime-twigs,  wheresoever  he  goes. 
His  title  of  barrister,  on  every  wench. 
And  WDOS  in  language  of  the  pleas  and  bench. 
A  motion,  lady :  speak,  Coscus.     "  I  have  beea    • 
In  love  e'er  since  tric^smo  of  the  queen. 
Continual  claims  1  've  made,  injunctions  got 
To  stay  my  rival's  suit,  Ibat  he  should  not 
Proceed ;  spare  me,  in  Hillary  term  I  went ;. 
You  said,  if  I  retum'd  next  'size  in  Lent, 
I  should  be  in  remitter  of  your  grace ; 
In  tb'  interim  my  letters  should  Uke  place 
Of  affidavits."    Words,  words,  which  wonld  tear 
The  tender  labyrinth  of  a  maid's  soft  ear 
More,  more  than  ten  Sclavonians  scolding,  more    ' 
Than  when  winds  in  our  ruin'd  abbies  roar. 
When  sick  with  poetry,4md  possess'd  with  Mme 
Thou  wast  and  mad,  I  hop'd ;  but  men,  which  choosa 
Law  practice  fl>r  mere  gain,  bold  souls  repute 
Worse  than  tmbrothel'd  strumpets  prostitute. 
Now  like  an  owl-like  watchman  he  must  walk 
His  hand  sUlI  at  a  bill^  now  be  must  telk 
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Tdly,  like  prisonen,  which  whole  monthf  will  iwetr^ 
•Thai  only  suretyship  bfttb  hrooght  them  there. 
And  to  eyery  soitor  lie  in  every  thing, 
like  9.  king's  fttvoinite,  or  like  a  king; 
like  a  we<^e  id  ft  block,  wring  to  the  bftr, 
Bearing  like  asses,  and,  more  shameless  fkr 
Than  carted  whores,  lie  to  the  grave  judge: 
Bastardy  abonnds  not  in  kings'  titles,  nor 
Simony  and  sodomy  in  church-men's  lives. 
As  these  things  do  in  him ;  by  these  he  thrhres. 
Shortly  (as  th'  sea)  he  'II  compass  all  the  land : 
From  Scots  to  Wight,  from  Mount  to  Dover  Strand, 
And  spying  hein  melting  with  luxury, 
Satan  will  not  joy  at  their  sins,  as  he. 
For  (as  a  thriffy  wench  scrapes  kitchen-staff. 
And  barrelling  the  droppihgs,  and  the  souflT 
Of  wasting  candles,  which  in  thirty  year, 
Relicly  kept,  perchance  buys  wedding  cheer) 
'Pieceoieal  he  gets  lands,  and  spends  as  much  time 
Wringitig  each  acre,  as  maids  polling  prime. 
In  parvfasnent  then,  large  as  the  fields,  he  draws 
As3iurance ;  big,  as  gloss'd  civil  laws. 
So  huge,  that  men  (in  our  time's  forwardness) 
Are  lirthers  of  the  church  for  writing  less. 
These  he  writes  not;  nor  ibr  these  written  pays. 
Therefore  spares  no  length,  (as  in  those  first  days. 
When  Luther  was  profess'd,  he  did  desire 
Short  pater  notters^  saying  as  a  friar 
Each  day  his  beads,  but  having  left  those  laws, 
^dds  to  Christ's  prayer  the  power  and  glory  clause : ) 
Bttt  when  he  sells  or  changes  land,  h'  impairs 
His  writings,  and,  uowatch'd,  leaves  out  «e<  htire$. 
And  slilyi  as  any  c6mmenter  goes  by 
Hard  words  or  sense ;  or  in  divinity 
As  oootroverters  in  vooch'd  texts  leave  out  [doubt 
Shrewd  words,  which  might  against  them  clear  the 
Where  are  those  qiread  woods,  which  cloth'd  bere- 

tofbre 
Those  boQi^t  lands  ?  not  boilt,  nor  burnt  within  door. 
Where  the  old  landlord's  troops  and  alms  ?  In  halls 
Carthnsian  fasts  and  fulsome  Bacchanals 
EqnaHy  1  hate.  Mean^ibless'd.  In  rich  mens  homes 
J  bid  kill  some  beasts,  but  no  hecatombs; 
>fane  starve,  none  surfeit  so.    But,  (oh  ! )  w*  allow 
Good  works  as  good,  but  out  of  fashion  now, 
like  old  rich  wardrobes.    But  my  words  none  draws 
Within  the  vast  reach  of  th'  huge  statute  laws. 


SATIRE  IIL 

KiN9<ptty  checks  my  spleen ;  brave  scorn  forbids 
Tboae  iiaxn  to  issue,  which  swell  my  eye-lids. 
I  most  not  laugh,  nor  weep  sins,  but  be  wise ; 
C^  railing  then  cure  these  worn  maladies? 
Is  not  our  mistress,  fair  Religion, 
As  worthy  of  our  soul's  devotion, 
Ai  virtue  was  to  the  first  blinded  age  ? 
Are  not  Heaven's  joys  as  valiant  to  assuage 
Lusts,  as  Earth's  honour  was  to  tbem  ?  Alas  .' 
As  we  do  tbem  in  means,  shall  they  surpass 
Us  in  the  end  ?  And  shall  thy  father's  spirit 
Meet  blind  philosophers  in  Heav'n,  whose  merit 
Of  strict  life  may  b'  imputed  faith,  and  hear 
Thee,  whom  he  taught  so  easy  ways  and  near 
To  follow,  d^mn'd  ?  Oh,  if  thou  dar'st,  fear  this : 
This  fear,  great  courage  and  hig.h  valour  is. 
jHfA  thou  aid  mutinoos  Dotoh  \  and  dar'st  thou  lay 
Thee  in  ships'  wooden  sepulehres,  a  prey 


SATIRE^  157 

To  leader's  rage,  \a  storms,  to  shot,  to  deaith  ? 
Dar^  thou  dive  seas,  and  dungeons  of  the  earth  ? 
Hast  thou  courageous  fire  to  thaw  the  ice 
Of  frozen  north  discoveries,  and  thrice 
Colder  than  salamanders  ?  like  divine 
Children  in  th'  oven,  fires  of  Spain,  and  the  line, 
Whose  countries  limbecs  to  oar  bodies  be. 
Canst  thou  ft>r  gain  bear  ?  and  must  every  he 
Which  cries  not,  "  Goddess,"  to  thy  mistress,  diaw^ 
Or  eat  the  poisonous  words  ?  courage  of  btraw  I 
O  desperate  coward,  wilt  thou  seem  bold,  and 
To  thy  foes  and  his  (who  made  thee  to  stand 
Centinel  in  this  world's  garrison)  thus  yield, 
And  for  forbid  wars  leave  th'  appointed  field  ? 
Know  thy  foes :  the  foul  devil  (he,  whom  tbon 
Striv'tt  to  please)  for  hate,  not  love,  would  allow 
The  fain  his  whole  realm  to  be  quit;  and  as 
The  world's  all  parts  wither  away  and  pass, 
So  the  world's  self,  thy  other  bv'd  foe,  is 
In  her  decrepit  wane,  and  thou  loving  this 
Dost  love  a  withered  and  worn  strumpet;  last. 
Flesh  (itself 's  death)  and  joys,  which  flesh  can  taste. 
Thou  lov'st;  and  thy  fair  goodly  soul,, which  doth 
Give  this  flesh  power  to  taste  joy,  thou  dost  lothe. 
Seek  true  religion :  O  where  ?  Mirreus, 
Thinking  her  unhous'd  here,  and  fled  from  us. 
Seeks  her  at  Rome^  there,  because  he  doth  know 
That  she  was  there  a  thousand  years  ago :     - 
He  loves  the  rags  so,  as  we  here  obey 
The  state-clotb,  where  the  prince  sat  yesterday. 
Grants  to  such  brave  loves  will  not  he  enthralPd, 
But  loves  her  only,  who  at  Geneva  is  call'd 
Religion,  plain,  simple,  sullen,  young. 
Contemptuous  yet  unhandsome :  as  among 
Leoherons  humours,  there  is  one  that  judges 
No  wenches  wholsome,  but  course  country  drudges. 
Grajos  stays  still  at  home  here,  and  because 
Some  preachers,  vile  ambitious  bawda^  and  lawft 
Still  new  like  fiuhions,  bid  him  think  that  she 
Which  dwells  with  us,  is  only  perfect ;  he 
,  Embraced  her,  whom  his  godfathers  will 
Tender  to  him,  being  tender ;  as  wards  still 
Take  such  wives  as  their  guardians  offer,  or 
Pay  values.    Careless  Phrygias  doth  abhor 
All,  because  all  cannot  be  good ;  as  one. 
Knowing  some  women  whores,  dares  marry  none. 
Gracchus  loves  all  as  one,  and  thinks  that  so, 
As  women  do  in  divers  countries  go 
In  divers  habits,  yet  are  still  one  kind ; 
So  doth,  so  is  religion ;  and  this  blind- 
Ness  too  much  light  breeds.     But  unmoved  thou 
Of  force  mast  one,  and  forc'd  but  one  allow. 
And  the  right ;  ask  thy  father  which  is  she. 
Let  him  ask  his.    Though  Truth  and  Falscliood  be 
Near  twins,  yet  Truth  a  little  elder  is. 
Be  busy  to.seek  her ;  believe  me  this. 
He  's  not  of  none,  nor  worst,  that  seeks  the  best 
T*  adore,  or  scorn  an  image,  or  protest. 
May  all  be  bad.     Doubt  wisely,  in  strange  way 
To  stand  inquiring  right,  is  not  to  stray ; 
To  sleep  or  run  wrong,  is.    On  a  huge  hill, 
Cragged  and  steep.  Truth  stands,  and  he,  that  will 
Reach  her,  about  must  and  about  it  go ; 
And  what  the  hill's  suddenness  resists,  win  so. 
Yet  strive  so,  that  before  age,  death's  twilight. 
Thy  soul  rest,  for  none  cau  work  in  that  nigbt. 
To. will  implies  delay,  therefore  now  do: 
Hard  deeds  the  body's  pains ;  hard  knowledge  to 
The  mind's  endeavours  reach ;  and  mysteries 
Are  like  the  Sun,  dazzling,  yet  plain  t'  ali  eyes. 
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DONMES  POEMS. 


Keepili6thith»whiehttaoolitt^foo»d$  men  do  not 

Id  so  ill  cose,  tlist  God  bath  with  hi*  hwid  [itaiid 

Sign'd  kings  blaBk-^hafters,  to  kill  whom  tbty  hate, 

Nur  are  thy  vicars,  bnt  faangaieii,  to  lale. 

Fool  and  wreleb,  witt  thou  let  tby  soul  be  ty'd 

To  man's  lavs,  by  which  she  shall  not  be  try^ 

Atthelastday^  Or  will  it  then  boot  thee 

To  say  a  Philip  or  a  Gregory, 

A  Harry  or  a  Martin  taught  me  this? 

Is  not  this  ^^Qse  for  mere  oontcartes, 

Equally  strong  ?  cannot  both  sidessay  ao  ?  [know ; 

That  thou  may^  rightly  obey  power,  her  bounds 

Those  past  her  nature  and  name's  chaog'd;  to  be 

Then  humble  to  her  is  idolatry.  - 

As  streams  are,  power  is;  those  bless'd  flowtn,  that 

dwell 
At  the  rottghstream%  calm  head,  thrive  and  do  well ; 
But  having  left  their  roots,  and  themselves  given 
To  the  stream's  tyraunous  rage,  alas !  are  driven 
Through  mills,  moks,  and  woods»  and  at  last,  almost 
Coniom'd  in  going;  in  the  sea  are  lost: 
So  perish  souls,  which  more  choose  mea%  unjust 
Voter,  from  God  claim'd,  than  God  hiiMelf  to  trust 


SATIRE  IV. 

WirL;  IiBay  novreeeive»aaddie.    My  sin 
Indeed  is  great,  but  yet  I  have  been  in 
A  pni^tory,  soch  as  fear'd  Hell  is 
A- recreation,  and  scant  map  of  this. 
My  mind,  neither  with  pride's  iteb,  nor  yethath  been 
Poison*d  with  love  to  see,  or  to  be  seen ; 
I  had  no  suit  there,  nor  new  suit  to  show. 
Yet  went  to  court ;  bu|  asGlare,  whioh  did  go 
lb  asasB  in  jest,  catoh'd,  was  lain  to  disburse 
The  hundred  marks,  which  is  the  statute's  cone, 
Beiare  he  Kap*d ;  so  't  pleas'd  my  destiny 
(Guilty  of  my  sin  Of  going)  to  think  me 
As  prone  to  all  ill»  and  of  good  as  forget* 
Ful,  as  proud,  lustful,  and  as  much  in  debt, 
.  As  vain,  as  witless,  and  as  folse  as  they 
Which  dwell  hi  court,  for  once  going  that  way 
Therefore  I  sofihr'd  this:  towards  me  did  run 
A  thing  more  strange,  than  on  Nile's  slin«  the  Sun 
"E^wt  bred,  or  all  which  into  Noah*s  ark  came : 
A  thing  which  wonU  have  posM  Adam  to  name: 
Stranger  than  seven  antiquaries'  studies. 
Than  Afric*s  monsters,  Guiana's  rarities, 
Stranger  than  strangers:  one^  who  for  a  Dane 
la  the  Dane^s  massacre  had  sure  been  slain. 
If  he  had  livM  then ;  and  without  help  dies. 
When  neat  the  'prentices  'gainst  strangers  rise ; 
One^  whom  the  wateh  at  noon  lets  scarce  go  by ; 
One,  t'  whom  th'  examining  justice  sure  wouU  cry, 
**  Sir,  by  your  priesthocNl,  tell  me  what  you  are." 
His  clothes  were  strange,  though  coarse ;  and  black 

though  bare; 
Sleeveless  his  jerkin  was,  and  it  had  been 
Velvet,  but 't  was  now  <so  much  ground  was  seen) 
Become  tuAaffiity ;  and  our  children  shall 
See  it  phiin  rash  awhile,  then  nought  at  all. 
The  thing  hath  trsveird,  and  foith  speaks  all  tongues, 
And  only  knoweth  what  t'  all  states  bdonss. 
Made  of  th'  accents,  and  best  phrase  of  all  these. 
He  speaks  one  language.  If  strange  meats  displease. 
Art  can  deceive,  or  hunger  force  my  taste ; 
But  pedant's  motley  tongue,  soldiers  hombost. 
Mountebank's  drug-tongue,  nor  the  terms  of  law. 
Are  strong  enough  preparatives  to  draw 


Me  to  bear  tUs,  yet  I  mttt  be  < 

Wijth  hit  tongue,  in  his  tongue  calfd  oompliaeot  c 

In  which  he  can  win  widows,  and  pay  soores» 

Make  men  speak  treason,  ooaen  subtlest  whores^ 

Out-flatter  fovourites,  or  outlie  either 

Jovius  or  Sttriu%  or  both  together. 

Ue  names  me,  and  comes  to  me;  I  whisper,  **CM1 

How  have  I  sinn*d,  that  thy  wrath's  Ihsioun  cod. 

This  fellow,  chooseth  me."    He  saith,  ^  Sir* 

I  love  your  judgment;  whom  do  you  pttfor. 

For  the  best  linguist  ?"  and  I  sillily 

Said,  that  I  thought  Calepine's  Dietioaafy. 

"  Nay,  but  of  men,  most  sweet  sir  >"  Bca  tfaes. 

Some  Jesuits,  and  two  reverend  men 

Of  our  two  academies  I  nam'd  ;  here 

He  stopp'd  me,  and  said :  **  Kay,  your  apertlca  war 

Good  pretty  lingubts,  ao  Fanurgos  was ; 

Yet  a  poor  gentleman  i  all  these  may  pam 

By  travel ;"  then,  as  if  he  would  have  sold 

His  tongue,  he  prais'd  it,  and  soch  womleit  told. 

That  I  was  foin  to  say,  «Mf  you  had  liv^  mr. 

Time  enough  to  have  been  intetyetei 

To  Babel's  bricklayers,  sore  the  tow'r  had  stood."^ 

He  adds,  <*  If  of  court-life  you  knew  the  ^ood. 

You  woukl  leave  kmeness.*'    I  smd,  **  Not  ahxie 

My  loneness  is ;  but  Spartan's  fashion» 

To  teach  by  painting  drvnkards,  doth  not  last 

Now;  Aretine's  pictures  have  amde  few  chaste  $ 

No  more  can  princes'  courts,  though  there  be  few 

Better  pictures  of  vice,  toach me  virtne."  [^  O, sir. 

He,  like  to  a  high-streteh'd  lute-strings  tqueak'd, 

'T  is  sweet  to  talk  of  kings.*'— «  At  Westminster,'* 

Said  I,  <«  the  man  tiiat  keepe  the  abbey  tombs, 

And  for  his  price  doth,  with  whoever  oomei^ 

Of  all  our  Harrys  and  our  Edwards  taAk. 

From  king  to  king,  and  all  their  kin  can  walk; 

Your  ean  shall  hear  nought  but  kings;  your  eyes 

Kings  only;  the  way  to  it  is  King'k StnoL*   [meet 

He  smack'cl,  and  ery'd,  **  He  'sbaa^  necbanie 

coarse; 
So  're  all  your  English  men  in  their  diacocnae. 
Are  not  your  Frsnchmen  neat  ?"    **  Mine,  te  yoa 
I  have  but  one,  sir,  look,  he  foltows  me."         [see, 
<•  Certes  they  're  neatly  cloth'd.  1  of  this  flHid  am. 
Your  only  wearing  is  your  grogarem." 
"  Not  so,  sir,  I  have  more."  '  Under  this  pitck 
He  would  notfly;  I  ehafd  him:  bnt  aaltcb 
Scratob'd  mto  smart,  and  as  blunt  iron  ground 
Into  an  edge,  hurts  worse :  so  I,  fool,  found. 
Crossing  hurt  me.    To  fit  my  suUennem, 
He  to  another  key  his  style  doCh  dres : 
And  asks,  what  news;  I  tell  him  of  new  plays, 
He  takes  my  hand,  and  as  a  still  which  stayt 
A  semibrief  Hwixt  each  drop,  he  niggardly. 
As  lothe  to  enrich  me,  so  tells  many  a  lie. 
More  than  ten  HoUensheads,  or  HaJIs,  or  Slows, 
Of  trivial  household  trash  he  knows;  he  knows 
When  the  queen  frowa'd  or  smil'd,  and  he  knows 

what 
A  subtle  statesman  may  gather  of  that; 
He  knows  who  ksves  whom;  and  who  by  poison 
Hastes  to  an  office's  reverskm; 
He  knows  who  'hath  sold  his  land,  and  now  doth  beg 
A  licenoe  old  iron,  boots,  and  shoes,  and  egg-  ^ 
Shells  to  transport ;  shortly  boys  shall  not  play 
At  span-countor  or  blow  point,  but  shall  pay 
Toil  to  some  courtier ;  and,  wiser  than  all  us, 
He  knows,  what  lady  is  not  painted.    Thus 
He  with  home  meats  cloys  me.    1  belch,  spew,  spit, 
Look  pale  imd  sickly,  like  a  patient,  yet  | 
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To  say  Gftlio-Bdgicot  witlioiit  book. 

Speaks  of  all  fltatoi  and  deedi  thai  bave  been  nuM 

The  Spawaids  came  to  tb>  loM  of  Amsreni. 

like  a  bir  vile,  at  sigbt  of  loafebed  aMat» 

Beady  to  trarail:  flo  I  sigfa,  and  racat 

Tobtti^UiiaaiacaiQBtalkiBTaiB;  feryet. 

Either  my  iMDOor  or  hit  own  to  fit. 

He,  like  a  pnvil^d  ipy,  vbora  BOthn;  oaa 

Discredit^  Mbala  now 'piart  oaeb  gfcat  man. 

He  naaica a  pticeibr  every  odiee  paid; 

He  aaith,  oar  van  thrive  iil»  beeauae  delay'd{ 

That  ofioaa  art  enlaiPd»  and  that  tbeic  are    i 

Perpetuitiei  of  them»  lasting  as  &r 

As  the  last  daT  s  and  that  graatoflUierB 

Do  with  tiie  pnatsa  share,  and  l>iqikifkefflk 

Who  wastes  in  meat,  iaclotbes»  in hotae  he  notes; 

Who  loves  whotf^    ♦    «    «    ♦    « 

I,  more  amaz'd  than  Grce's  prisoocfs,  when 

They  feit  tbaauelrss  torn  bsasts,  iUt  myself  then 

Beoomins  traitor*  and  mrthoogbt  I  wv 

One  of  our  giant  statues  epe  his  jaw 

Tbsnek  me  in»ftr  bearing  him  i  Ifemd 

That  as  bavat  Teaomoos  leachendo  grow  soand 

^7  ^ving  others  their  sores,  I  might  grow 

Gailty,  and  he  free:  tbezdbre  I  did  show 

All  sipis  of  k»thiag^  bat  since  I  am  in, 

I  most  pay  mine  and  my  forefathers  sin 

Tothefautfisrthia^    Therefore  to  my  ponrcr 

Tonghiy  and  stiOiboraly  I  bear  this  cross;  bat  th* 

Of  m«rey-nowwasoomet  he  tries  to  briag   [boor 

Me  to  pi^  a  ibie  to  'scape  his  tortoring,  [liagly  f 

And  saya.  <'  ^canyon  spareme?''  Itaid,  *'  Wil- 

''  Nay*  fP*  cmi  yea  spare  me  aQtvan  ?"  Thank- 

CaTe  it,  as  ransom;  hat  as  fiddieis  stiU,     [fully  I 

Thoagh  they  be  p^  to  begone,  yet  needs  wUI 

Thnist  one  mosa  jig  open  yon  ;  so  did  he 

With  fus  loogaompfamental  thanks  ves  me. 

But  be  is  pm^  thsnks  to  his  needy  vast. 

And  tbeiHWtiagativeof  my  crown:  scant 

His  thanks  wese  ended  when  I  <«kieh  did  see 

AU  the  couct  fiU'd  with  snob  strange  thingB  as  he) 

Ran  from  thenar  inth  sncbyormorehastethanone. 

Who  fean  more  actisas,  doth  haste  from  prison. 

At  hooae  in  wholesome  soiitarinsM 

My  pftconssoul  began  the  wretobednass 

Of  snitoia  atcooit  tomoam,  and  a  tianee 

Like  his,  who  dreamt  he  mw  Hell,  did  advance 

Itself  a*er  Biea  paabmenos  he  saw  there 

Isawatcooit^aadwonmandmore.    Lowfoar 

Becomes  the  gndty,  not  th'aeeoasr.    Then 

9iaUJ,aaBe*sshive^ofhighbomornns'dmen  ^ 

FearfinMraa?  and«  my  mktress  IVoth,  betray  thee 

To  th*haaQg,  bmggart,  poff'dasbUlty  ? 

No,  no;  thoo,  wbi^  siafie ymterday  l^wt  been 

Almost  about  the  whole  world,  hast  thou  sem, 

O  Son,  in  all  thy  ^ioomey,  vanity. 

Such  as  swdlsthebladdar  of  oar  court?  I 

lliink,  be  which  made  your  waaea  garden,  and 

Treoaported  itiram  Italy,  tostaod 

With  as  at  Loodoa,  ifeots  oar  coortien,  for 

Just  such  gay  painted  thmgs,  whieh  no  %ap  nor 

Taste  have  in  them,  ours  are;  and  natarsi 

Some  of  the  stocks  are,  their  ftruiU  bastard  all. 

'T  is  teao'ck)Ckaad  past;  all  whom  the  Mease, 

Baioun,  tennis,  diet,  or  the  stews 

Had  all  the  morning  beUl,  now  the  second 

Time  made  ready,  that  day  in  flocks  are  foirad 

In  tbo  pressaoe,  and  I,  (God  pardon  me) 

A»  fresh  and  sweet  their  apparels  be,  as  be 
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The  fields  IhQy  sold  to  bay  them.    <<Bora*kiii« 
Thorn  hose  an^"  ery  the  flatlemrs;  and  bring 
Th^m  neat  week  tothe  theatre  to  sell. 
Wants  reach  all  states.    Me  seems  thay  do  as  well 
At  stoge,  as  court:  all  are  players  ;  whoe'er  looks 
(Forthemselvmdare  not  go)  o'er  Cheapside  books^ 
Shall  find  their  waidrobe*s  inventory.    Now 
The  ladim  come.    As  pirates,  whieh  do  know 
That  there  came  weakships  firangfat  with  ooohiaeal. 
The  men  board  them ;  end  pmise  (as  they  think) 
well  [bought* 

Their  beaatim;   they  the  mea^wito;  both  ar^ 
Whygood  wits  ne'er  wear  scarlet  gowns»  Itbooght 
This  causer  these  men  men's  wits  for  speechm  hoy; 
And  women  bay  all  reils,  which  scarlets  dye. 
He  call'd  her  beauty  lime-twigs,  her  hair  net: 
She  foars  her  drags  ill  laid,  her  hair  loose  set* 
Would  n*t  HeraeUtas  huigh  to  see  Macriae 
From  hat  to  shoe,  hunself  at  door  refine, 
As  if  the  presence  were  a  Moschite;  and  lift 
His  Skirts  and  hose,  and  caU  his  clothes  to  shrifl, ' 
Making  them  confen  not  only  mortal 
Great  stains  and  holes  in  them,  hot  venial 
Feathers  and  dust,  wherewith  they  fornicate  s 
And  then  by  Durer's  rules  survey,  the  steto 
Of  his  each  limb,  and  with  strings  the  odds  trim 
Of  his  neck  to  his  leg,  and  wsste  to  thighs. 
.  So  in  immacalate  clothm  and  sjonmetry 
Perfect  as  circles,  with  such  nicetyf 
As  a  young  preacher  at  his  first  tim^  goes 
To  preach,  he  enten;  and  a  lady,  vdkicb  pww 
Him  not  so  much  as  good  will,  he  armsts, 
And  unto  her  protestl^  protests,  protests ; 
So  much  as  at  Rome  would  serve  to  *ve  thrown 
Ten  cardinals  iato  the  Inquisition ; 
And  whispers  by  Jesu  so  oft,  that.a 
Pursuivant  would  have  ravish'd  hifn  away. 
For  saying  our  lady's  psalter.    But  t  is  fit 
That  they  each  other  plague,  they  merit  it 
But  here  comes  Glorious,  that  wilLplague  them  both; 
Who  in  tlie  other  extreme  only.dpth 
Call  a  rouyh  carelesness  good  fashion; 
Whose  cloak  his  spurs  tear,  or  whom  he  spits  on. 
He  cares  not,  he.    His  ill  words  do  no  harm 
To  him,  he  rushes  in,  as  if.  Arm.  Arm, 
He  meant  to  cry;  and  though  las  foce  be  as  ill 
As  theirs^  which  in  old  hangings  vhip  Christ,  rtill 
He  strivm  to  look  worm,  he  keeps  all  in  awe;  . 
Jests  like  a  licew'd  fool,  commands  Hks  law.     . 
Tir'd  now  I  leave  this  place,  and  but  pleM*d  jo^ 
As  men  from  jails  to  execution  go, 
Go  through  the  great  chamber  (why  is  it  bung 
With  the  seven  deadly  siu  ?)  being  among 
Those  Askaparts,  men  big  eaeugh  to  throw 
Cbarittg-cross  for  a  bar,  men  that  dojuww 
No  token  of  worth,  bat  queen's  man,,  and  fine 
Living,  barrels  of  beef,  aod  fli^goos  of  wiae. 
I  shook  like  a  spy'd  spy.    Preacbeis,. which  are 
Seas  of  wit  and  arts,  youoan,  then  dare 
Drown  the  sins  of  this  place,  fos,  for  me, 
Which  am  but  a  scant  brook,  it  enough  shall  he 
To  wssh  the  staim  away :  although  I  yet 
(With  Maohabee,  modesty)  therknown  merit 
Of  my  worklesMn :  yet  some  wise  men  shall, 
I  hope,  mteem  my  wits  canonical. 


SATIRE  V. 
Thou  shatt  not  laagh  m  this  leaf.  Muse,  oor  they^ 
Whom  epy  pity  warms.    He  which  did  lay 
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Raid  to  make  ooitftien,  he  being  nndentood 

May  make  good  coartieri,  bat  who  coaitien  good  ? 

Frees  from  the  sting  of  jesu,  all,  who  in  ettreme 

Are  wretched  or  wicked,  of  these  two  a  theme, 

Chanty  and  liberty,  give  me.    What  is  he 

Who  officer's  rage,  and  suitor's  misery 

Can  write  in  jest  ?  If  all  things  be  in  all, 

As  I  think ;  since  all,  which  were,  are,  and  shall 

Be,  be  made  of  the  same  elements : 

Each  thing  each  tbing  implies  or  represents. 

Then,  man  is  a  world ;  in  which  oflicers 

Are  the  Tast  ravishmg  seas,  and  suitors 

Springs,  now  full,  now  shallow,  now  dry,  which  to 

That,  which  drowns  them,  run :  these  self  reasons  do 

ProTe  the  world  a  man,  in  which  officers 

Are  the  devonring  stomach,  and  suitors 

Th^eacrements,  which  they  void.  All  men  arednst, 

B»w  much  worse  are  suitors,  who  to  men^s  lust 

Are  DDade  pieys  ?  O  worse  than  dust  or  worms' 

meat! 
For  they  eat  you  now,  whose  selves  worms  shall  eat. 
They  are  the  mills  which  grind  you ;  yet  you  are 
The  wind  which  drives  them  ;  a  wastfnl  war 
Is  fought  against  you,  and  you  fight  it;  they 
Adulterate  law.  and  you  prepare  the  way. 
Like  wittals,  tb'  issue  your  own  ruin  is. 
Greatest  and  fairest  empress,  know  yon  this  ? 
Alas !  no  mora  than  Humes'  calm  head  doth  know. 
Whose  meads  her  arms  drown,  or  whose  com  over- 
flow. 
Yon,  sir,  whose  righteousness  she  loves,  whom  I, 
By  having  leave  to  serve,  am  most  richly 
For  service  paid  authorized,  now  begin 
^  To  know  and  weed  out  this  enormous  sin. 
O  age  of  rusty  iron !  Some  better  wit 
Call  it  some  worse  name,  if  ought  equal  it 
Th'  iron  age  was,  when  justice  was  sold;  now 
Injustice  is  sold  dearer  hr ;  allow 
Ail  claimM  fees  and  duties,  gamesters,  anon 
The  money,  which  you  sweat  and  swear  for,  's  gone 
Into  other  hands :  so  controverted  lands 
Scape,  like  Angelica,  the  striver's  bands* 
If  law  be  in  the  judge's  heart,  and  he 
Have  no  heart  to  resist  letter  or  fee, 
Where  wilt  thou  anpeal  ?  power  of  the  courts  below 
Flows  from  the  first  main  head,  and  these  can  throw 
Thee,  if  they  suck  thee  in,  to  misery. 
To  fetters,  halters.    But  if  th'  injury 
Steel  thee  to  dare 'complain,  alas  !  thou  go'^t 
Against  the  stream  upwards,  when  thou  art  most 
Heavy  and  most  fhint ;  and  in  these  labours  they, 
'Gainst  whom  thou  should'st  complain,  will  In  thy 

way 
Become  great  seas,  o'er  which  when  thou  shale  be 
Forc'd  to  make  golden  bridges,  thou  shalt  see 
That  all  thy  gold  was  drown'd  in  them  bef>re. 
All  things  follow  their  like,  only  who  have  may  have 

more.  • 
Judges  are  gods ;  and  be  who  made  them  so. 
Meant  not  men  should  be  ibrc'd  to  them  to  go 
By  means  of  angels.    When  supplications 
We  send  to  God,  to  dominations. 
Powers,  cherubins,  and  all  Heaven's  courts,  if  we 
Should  pay  fees,  as  here,  daily  bread  would  be 
Scarce  to  kings ;  «o  't  is.    Would  it  not  anger 
A  stoic,  a  cowaid,  yea  a  martyr, 
To  see  a  pursuivant  come  in,  and  call 
All  his  clothes,  copes,  books,  primers,  and  all 
His  plate»  cbaiicea;  and  mistake  tbem  a#ay, 
And  ask  a  ise  for  coming  ?  6h!  ne'er  may 


Pair  lAw'g  white  revend  name  be  atrumpcteJ, 
To  warrant  thefts :  she  is  esUblished 
Recorder  to  Destiny  on  Earth,  and  she 
Speaks  Fate's  words,  and  tells  who  must  be 
Rich,  who.  poor,  who  in  chains,  and  who  m  jftils ; 
She  is. all  fair,  but  yet  hath  foul  long  nail^ 
With  which  she  acratcheth  suitors.     In  bodies 
Of  men,  so  in  law,  nails  are  extremities ; 
So  officers  stretch  to  more  than  law  can  do^ 
As  our  nails  reach  what  no  else  part  comes  ta. 
Why  bar'st  thou  to  yon  officer  ?  Fool,  halh  he 
Got  those  goods,  for  which  erst  men  bar*d  to  ihee> 
Fool,  twice,  thrice,  thou  hast  bought  wnong,  smd  now 

hungerly 
Begg*st  right,  but  that  dole  cornea  not  till  these  die. 
Thou  bad'st  much,  and  Law'surimandthununim  try 
Thou  would'st  for  more  $  and  for  all  hast  paper 
Enough  to  clothe  all  the  great  Charrick's  pepper. 
Sell  that,  and  by  that  thou  much  more  shalt  leese 
Than  Hammon,  when  he  sold  'a  antiquitiei. 
O,  wretch  !  that  thy  fortunes  should  moraliae 
Esop's  fables,  and  make  tales  prophecies. 
Tou  art  the  swimming  dog,  whom  shadows  coeened. 
Which  div'st,  near  drowning,  for  what  vanished. 


SATIRE  VL 

Slibf  next,  society  and  true  friendship, 
Man's  best  contentment,  doth  securely  slip. 
His  passions  and  the  world's  troubles  rook  me. 

0  bleep,  wean'd  from  thy  dear  friend's  oompanyg 
In  a  cradle  free  from  dreams  or  thooghcs,  there 
Where  poor  men  lie,  for  kings  asleqi  do  fear. 
Here  Sleep's  house  by  famous  Ariosto, 

By  silver-tongu'd  Ovid,  and  many  nooe. 
Perhaps  by  golden-month'd  Spencer,  too  pardy, 
(Which  builded  was  some  doaea  stories  high) 

1  had  repair'd,  but  that  it  was  too  rotten. 

As  Sleep  awak'd  by  rats  froin  thence  was  gotten: 

And  I  will  build  no  new,  for  by  my  will. 

Thy  fether's  house  shall  be  the  fairest  still. 

In  Excester.    Yet,  methinks,  for  all  tbeh-  wit. 

Those  wits  that  say  nothing,  best  describe  it. 

Without  it  there  is  no  sense,  only  in  this 

Sleep  is  unlike  a  long  parenthesis. 

Not  to  save  charges,  but  would  I  had  slept 

The  time  I  spent  in  London,  when  I  kepi 

Fighting  and  untrust  gallants'  company. 

In  which  Natta,  the  new  knight,  seized  on  me,  • 

And  ofiered  me  the  exrerieuce  he  had  bought    • 

With  great  expense.    I  found  bim  throughly  taught 

In  curing  burns.    His  thing  had  had  more  scars 

ThanT himself;  like  Epps  it  often  wan, 

And  still  is  hurt.    For  his  body  aiwl  state 
The  physic  and  counsel  (which  came  too  late 
'Gainst  whores  and  dice)  he  now  on  me  bestows  : 
Most  supeificially  he  speaks  of  those. 
I  found,  by  him,  least  sound  him  who  moat  knows. 
He  swears  well,  speaks  ill,  but  best  of  chithea, 
What  fit vummer,what  what  winter,  what  the  spring. 
He  had  living,  but  now  these  ways  oome  in 
His  whole  revenues.     Whers  his  whore  now  dwells. 
And  hath  dwelt,  since  his  fether's  death,  he  tells. 
Yea  he  tells  most  cunningly  each  hid  cause 
Why  whores  forsake  their  bawds.    To  these  some 
He  knows  of  the  duel,  and  on  his  skill         .    [laws 
llie  least  jot  in  that  or  these  he  quarrel  will. 
Though  sober,  but  ne'er  fought.     1  know 
What  made  bi^  valour  undubb'd  windmill  go. 
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Witinn  s  point  it  moits  yetfbraHtbis 
(Which  is  watt  ttnnge)  Nmlta  thinks  do  mu  is 
More  honest  than  himself.    Thus  men  may  want 
Coosciencey  wfailat  being  brongbt  np  ignorant,  • 
They  oae  tfaeniielves  to  Tice.    And  besides  those' 
lUtberal'aits  fiwenam'd,  no  vicar  knows, 
Nor  other  captain  less  than  he,  his  schools 
Are  ordinaries^  where  civil  men  seem  fool*, 
Or  are  for  being  there;  his  best  books,  plays, 
■  Wh^^'  jjMttking  godly  scenes,  perhaps  he  prays* 
His  first  set  piayer  was  for  his  fath^s  ill. 
And  sick,  that  he  might  die:  that  had,  nntil 
The  ianda  were  gone  he  troobled  God  no  mors  I 
And  then  asM  him  bat  his  right,  that  the  whore 
Whom  he  had  kept,  might  now  keep  him :  she  spent. 
They  Idb  each  other  on  eVen-teims;  she  went 
To  BrideweU,  ^  ^nto  the  wafs,  where  want 
Hat^:>ittde  him  viiiaBt,  anid  a  lieotenaot 
He  is  become:  where^  as  they  pass  apace, 
He  steps  aside,  and  for  his  captainVi  place 
He  pta^  again :  tells  God,  he  will  oonfoss 
His  sins,  awear,  drink,  dice,  and  whore  liienceforth 
On  this  condition,  that  if  his  captain  die         [less. 
And  he  soeceed,  bat  his  prayer  did  not ;  they 
Both  cadiier'd  came  home,  and  be  is  braver  now 
Than  hb  captain :  at!  men  wonder,  few -know  haw, 
Can  be  rob>  No;— Cheat?  No;— or  doth  he  spend 
His  own  ?  Na    FIdus,  he  is  thy  dear  friend. 
That  keeps  him  npb    I  would  thoo  wert  thine  own, 
Or  tboQ  had'st  as  good  a  friend  as  thon  art  ooft 
No  peesent  want  norfatare  hope  made  ose 
Desire  (as  Qooa  I  did)  tby  friend  to  be : 
But  he  had  craeliy  posiess'd  thee  theD» 
And  as  our  neighbaais  the  Low-Gooyitry  mea^ 
Being  (whilst  they  were  k)yal,  with  tyranny 
Oppreas'd)  broke  loose,  have  since  reJbsM  to  be 
Sabject  to  good  kings^  I  foond  even  so 
Wert  thou  well  rid  tff  him,  thou  t  have  no  nsoe^ 
Conld'st  thoit  bot  choose  a*  well  as  love,  to  none 
Thou  shoold'st  be  second:  turtle  and. demon 
Shouhl  give  the  |riaoe  in  songs,  and  lovers  sick 
Should  make  thee  only  Love"^  hieroglyphic: 
Thy  impress  should  be  the  loving  ehn  and  vine, 
Where  now  an  ancient  oak  with  ivy  twine^ 
Destroy'd  thy  symbol  is.    O  dire  mischance  1 
And,  O  vile  verse  I  And  yet  our  Abraham  Rnanoe 
Writes  thus,  and  jests  not    Good  Fidus  for  this 
Must  pardon  me:  satirssbite  when  they  kiss. 
Bat  as  for  Natta,  we  have  since -faUli  out: 
Here  on  his  knees  he.pray'd,  else  we  had  fought 
And  because  God  would  not  he  should  be  winner. 
Nor  yet  isonid  have  the  death  of  such  a  sinner. 
At  his  seeking,  our  quanel  is  deferred, 
I  '11  leave  him  at  his  prayers,  and  as  I  heard, 
His  last;  and,  Fidus,  you  and  I  do  know 
I  was  his  friend,  and  dant  have  been  his  foe. 
And  would  he  either  yet ;  but  be  dares  be 
Neither  yet  Slesp  blols  him  out  ami  takcsio  thee. 
"  The  iBtn4  yon  know,  is  Uke  a  table-book. 
The  old  umrip'd  new  writing  never  to<ib*' 
Hear  bow  the  husher'achedis,  eiqriward  and  fire 
I  paai*d:  (byjghich  degeses  young  men  aspire 
In  court)  and  how  that  idle  and  she-state 
( Wbcp  as  my  judgment  dear'd)  my  soul  did  hata^ 
How  I  found  there  (if  that  my  trifikig  pen 
Dunt  Uke  so  hard  a  task)  kii^  were  but  men^ 
And  by  their  place  more  noted,  if  they  err; 
How  they  and  their  lords  unworthy  men  prefer; 
And,  as  unthrifl^  iiad  rather  give  away 
Great  sums  to  flAtteier^  than  small  debU  pay ; 
VOL.V.  '^ 


Sathey  tliahr  gr^stness  hide,  and  grtetn«mihow^ 
By  giving  them  that  which  to  worth  tbey  owe: 
What  treason  is,  and  what  did  Essex  kill  ? 
Not  true  treason,  but  treason  handled  ill  :- 
And  which  of  them  stood  for  their  country's  good  ^ 
Or  what  might  be  the  cause  of  so  much  biood  ? 
He  said  she  stunk,  and  men  might  not  have  said 
That  she  was  old  before  that  she  was  dead. 
His  esse  was  hard  to  do  or  suffer;  loath 
To  do,  he  made  it  harder,  and  did  both : 
Too  much  preparing'lost  them  all  their  lives. 
Like  some  in  plagues  kiird  with  presenratives. 
Friends,  like  land^soldien  in  a  storm  at  sea, 
Npt  knowing  what  to  do,  for  him  did  pray. 
They  told  it  all  the  world ;  where  was  their  wit  ? 
Cuffs  putting  on  a  sword,  might  have  told  it 
And  prioees  must  fSsar  favourites  mord  tUn  fbei, 
For  still  beyond  revenge  ambition  goes. 
How  since  her  death,  with  sumpter.  horse  that  Scot 
Hath  rid,  who,  at  his  coming  up,  had  not 
A  snmptei^*dog.    But  till  that  I  can.  write 
Things  worth  thy  tenth  reading,  dear  Nick,  good 
nigfat. 


SATIRE  VIL 

Men  write,  that  love  and  reawm  disagree, 
Bui  I  ne'er  saw  't  express*d  as  ^'t  is  in  thee. 
Well,  I  qsay  letfd  thee,  God  must  make  thee  see  $ 
But  thine  eyes  blind  too,  there  's  no  hope  for  thee. 
Thoo'say'st,  she '»  wise  and  witty,  foir  and  free ; 
All. these  are  reasons  why  she  should  scorn  tbeeu 
Thou  dost  protest  thyiove,  and  wouldfst  it  show 
By  matching  her,  as  she  would  match  her  foe  s 
And  wonld'st  persuade  her  to  a  worse  ofiRince 
Than  that,  whereof  thou  didst  accuse  her  wench. 
Reasanthere'ftjKNie  for  thee;  but  thon  maylt  vex 
Her  irith  example.    Say,  for  fear  her  sex  ^ 

Shun  her,  she  needs  must  change ;  I  do  not  see 
How  reason  e'er  can  bring  that  mtui  to  thee. 
Thou  art  a  match  a  justice  to  r^oice. 
Fit  to  be  his,  and  not  his  daughter's  choice. 
Dry  *d  with  his  threats,  she  *d  scairely^sUy  with  thei^ 
And  wenid*st  th'  have  this  to  choose,  thee  being  fkee  i 
Go  then  and  punish  some  soon  gotten  stuff; 
For  her  dend  husband  this  hath  moum'd  enongh* 
In  hating  thee.    Thou  maiy^t  one  like  this  meet  | 
For  spite  tafceher,  prove  kind,  make  thy  brsatli 


Let  her  ase  she  'th  cause,  and  to  bring  to  thee 

Honest  children,  let  her  dishonest  be. 

If  she  be  a  mdow,  I  'U  murcant  her 

She  *(1  thee  before  her  first  husband  pmfor  ; 

And  will  wish  thou  had'st  had  her  maidenhead ; 

(Sbe  '11  love  thee  so) for  then  thon  had'st  bieen  dcaA 

But  thou  such  strong  love  and  weak  reasons  hasty  • 

Thou  must  thrive  there,  or  ever  live  di^grac'd. 

Yet  pause  avhilef  and  then  may'st  livedo  see 

A  time  to  come>  wherein  abe-  may  beg  thee. 

If  thon  'It  not  pause  nor  change,  she  '11  beg  thee 

now,  \ 

Do  what  she  oan,  love  for  nothing  allow. 
Besides,  here  were  too  much  gain  and  merchandise! 
Aqd  when  thou  art  rewaidtd,  desert  dies. 
Now  thou  hast  odds  o(  him  she  loves,  he  may  doubt 
Her  constancy,  but  none  can  put  thee  out 
Agikin,  be  thy  love  true,  she  '11  prove  dirine^ 
And  lit  the  end  the.good  on  'I  vill  be  thinct 
M 
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R>ff  tiMMgh  thott— It  ji^yartMiA  father  kiwe. 
And  w  wilt  adfanee  ber'ai  high  abofe 
Vtrtue,  11  CAttte  above  effeet  can  be ; 
T  b  Tirtoe  to  be  cbaate»  which  she  'II  make  thee. 


LETTERS 

TO  SEVERAL  PER90NAGE& 


10  wu  auorroma  mio<mu  fnw  tmm  ismmd  tot  age 

WtlV  TSB  SJUU.  OP  8MQU 

THE  STORM. 

Tumj,  wVMi  8ft  I,  (t  isQotiiiDg  to  be  00) 
Thou,  which  eit  still  thyteif,  by  this  riuHt  ktfow 
Ihtftofoerpasage}  and  a  band,  or  eye^ 
By  Hilliafd  daawn*  is  worth  a  history 
By  a  worse  paioter  made;  and  (without  pride) 
When  by  thy  judgment  they  are  dignifyd, 
My  lines  are  such.    'T  is  the  pre-eminence 
Of  friendship  only  t'  impute  ezcellenee. 
England,  to  whom  we  owe  what  we  be,  and  have^ 
Sad  that  her  sons  did  seek  a  foreign  grave, 
(Fdr  Fate's  or  Fortune's  drifts  none  can  gainsay. 
Honour  aiid  misery  have  one  face,  one  way) 
From  out  her  pregnant  entrails  sifh'd  a  wmd. 
Which  at  th*  air's  middle  marble  room  did  find 
Soeh  strong  resistanee,  that  itself  it  threw 
Downward  again;  and  so  when  it  did  view 
How  hi  the  pect  our  fleet  dear  time  did  leeK, 
Withering  like  prisoners,  which  lie  bat  ibr  liees, 
Mildly  it  kiss*d  oor  sails,  and  fteth  and  sweet. 
As  to  a  stomach  starved,  whoR  insides  me^ 
Meat  oonuts,  it  came ;  and  awoleour  sails,  when  we 
So  joy'd',  as  Sarah  her  swelling  joy*d  to  eee : 
But 't  was  but  so  kind,  as  onr  oooatrymen,  [then. 
Which  bring  friends  one  day's  way,  and  leave  them 
Then  lUm  two  mighty  hings,  which  dweliing  far 
Asunder*  meet  against  a  third  to  war, 
The  south  and  west  winds  join'd,  and,  asthey  blew, 
Waves  tike  a  rolling  trench  before  them  threw. 
Seeber  than  you  rcaid  this  line,  did  the  gale^ 
Idke  ihol  not  tar'd  tiU  iblt,  our  sails  assaU ; 
And  what  at  first  was  called  a  gmt,  the  same 
Hflth  now  a  «torm'^  anon  a  tempeM^s  aame» , 
Joaask  I  pity  thee,  and  ooise  those  men, 
Whc^  when  the  etorm  ragM  most,  did  w«he  thee 
Sleep  is  pain*s  easiest  salve,  and  doth  fhlfil  [then: 
AH  efilees  of  death,  except  to  kill. 
But  when  I  wd(*d,  I  saw  that  I  saw  not 
I  and  the  Sun,  whidh  sbofld  teach  thee,  had  forgot 
Bast,  west,  day,  night  |  «m  I  eoold  only  say. 
Hid  th«  worid  larted,  that  it  bad  been  day. 
Thoasandt  onr  noiees  were,  ytt  we  'mongst  all 
Gonid  none  by  his  right  name,  but  thunder  eall: 
Cightningwaf  all  our  light,  and  it  rahi'd  morv 
Than  if  the  Sun  had  dronfcthe  sea  befoiw. 
Some  ooOn'd  in  their  cabins  lie,  eqoally 
Qriev'd  that  they  are  not  dead,  and  yet  matt  die : 
And  as  fin-burden'd  souls  from  graves  will  cre^ 
At  the  last  dNiy,  some  forth  their  oabbins  peep: 
Aad  tramUing  ask  what  news,  and  do  hear  so 
As  jealous  husbands,  what  they  would  not  know, 
flboie,  sitting  on  the  hatehes,  woofd  seem  there 
With  hideens  gazinf  to  foar  away  fear. 
Th«re  sale  they  the  ship^  eieknesses,  tiie 
Shak'd  wiii  an  afoa^  and  the  bold  Mid  watto 


With  a  salt  drdpty  ^ogg'd,  and  on  tteklings 
Snapping,  hke  to  too  lugb-etr^)^*d  treble  sirii 
And  from  oar  tattetM  sails  rags  drop  down  ao^ 
As  from  cue  hang'd  ni  chaine  a  year  afo. 
Yea  even  onr  ofdnanee,  plac'd  for  onr  defcAoe» 
Strives  to  break  loose,  and  'Ms^peaway  foom  tbanec. 
Pumping  hath  tied  our  men,  and  what 's  the  gam  ^ 
Seas  into  seas  thrown  we  snek  in  again : 
Hearing  hath  deaf^  our  sailors,  and  if  they 
Knew  how  to  hear,  there 's  none  knows  what  taaay. 
Compared  to  these  storms,  death  is  but  aqoalmp 
Hell  somewhat  Hghtsome,  the  Bermuda's  calna. 
Daikness,  lights  eldest  brother,  htsbirth^ght 
daims  o'er  the  wovU,  and  to  fieaVn  hath  chaaed 

lifk*-  _       . 

All  things  are  one;  and  that  one  none  can  b^ 
Since  all  forms  uniform  defocmity 
Doth  cover  I  00  that  w<  eaeept  God  say 
Another  flat,  shall  have  no  more  day. 
So  violent,  yet  long  these  furies  be. 
That  though  thine  abscBoe  starve  me^  I 

thee. 


THlCiktM. 

Oua  ttorm  is  past,  and  that  storm's  t 

A  stupid  calm,  but  nothing  it  doth  swage. 

The  fable  is  invertedi  and  far  more 

A  bloek  afihois  now,  than  a  stork  before. 

Storms  ehafo,  and  soon  wear  oat  theoaslves  or  ns  } 

In  calms.  Heaven  langM.  to  see  us  langmshthna. 

As  steady  as  I  cootd  insh  my  thooftils  were. 

Smooth  as  thy  mistress'  glass,  orwhatshineatiMi^ 

The  sea  is  now,  and  as  the  iples  which  we 

Seek,  when  we  can  move,  pur  shipe  rooted  be. 

Aa  water  did  in  stonhs,  new  pitch  nms  out; 

As  lead,  when  a  fir'd  church  becomes  one  sponft  ; 

Attd  all  our  beauty  and  oor  trim  decays, 

like  courts  removing,  or  tike  ending  plays. 

The  fighting  place  now  seameos*  rage  supply; 

And  all  the  tackling  is  a  firippery. 

Nonseoflanthonis;  and  m  one  pkwe  lay 

Fhathers  and  dust,  to  day  and  yesteidav. 

Earth's  hollownesies,  which  the  worid's  Inngs  afe> 

Have  no  more  wind  than  th'  upper  vault  of  air. 

We  can  nor  lost  friends  nor  sought  foes  teeover, 

But,  meteor-like,  save  diet  wamove  not,  bower. 

Only  the  ealenture  together  draws 

Dear  friends,  which  meet  dead  in  great  fliM 

And  On  the  hatches,  as  on  altars,  ties 

Eaoh  one,  his  own  priest,  and  own  sacrifice. 

Who  live,  that  miracle  do  maHSply> 

Where  walkers  in  hot  ovens  do  not  die. 

If  in  despite  of  these  we  swim,  that  hath 

No  more  refreshing  than  a  brimstone  b«th  s 

But  from  the  sea  into  the  ship  we  tan, 

like  paiboyi'd  wretches,  on  the  ooals  to  bum. 

like  Bajaaet  enoag'd,  the  shepherd's  soeff; 

Or  like  slaek-sinew^  Sampson,  his  hair  eC 

Langnirii  onr  ships.    Now  as  a  myriad 

Of  aala  durst  th*  em|>eroi^  lov^  snake  mvadei 

The  crawKng  galleys,  sea-«^lls,  finny  efaipi» 

Might  brave  our  pinnaces,  oor  bed-rid  shipef 

Whether  n  rotten  state  and  hope  of  gam. 

Or  to  «snse  me  from  the  queasy  pain 

Of  being  belovM  and  kmnr,  er  the  thiffit 

Of  hoMNir,  or  fohr  dfvth,  out^ush>d  mo  fimi 

Ilo<«e  my  end:  for  here  as  weU  as  I 

A  di^qwato  may  lire,  and  coward  dio» 
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Stag,  dog,  and  all,  wlueli  from  or  UjmnxdftuM, 
Is  paid  with  life  or  prey,  or  doing  diet: 
Fate  grudges  ns  all  and  doth  suMily  lay 
A  sooarge,  'gainst  which  we  all  foigot  to  pray. 
He  that  at  tea  prayf  for  more  wind,  as  well 
tTnder  tike  poles  may  heg  cold,  heat  in  HdL 
What  are  we  then  ?  How  little  more,  alas ! 
Is  man  now,  than,  before  be  was,  he  was  ? 
Nothing;  for«,wearefornoChingitt; 
Chance  or  oafielTet  stfll  disproportion  it; 
l¥e  hate  no  power,  no  will,  no  sense :  I  he, 
I  shoidd  not  then  Uins  feel  this  misery. 


TO  u&  HBif RT  woorrov. 

Sia«  more  than  losses,  letters  mingle  sools« 
For  tbtts  friends  absent  speak.    This  ease  controls 
Tlie  tedkmsness  of  my  Ufe:  but  for  these, 
I  ooold  inTent  nothing  at  all  to  please; 
Bat  I  sboold  wither  in  one  day,  and  past 
To  a  lock  of  hay,  that  am  a  bottle  of  grass, 
lifie  IS  a  voyage^  and  in  our  life's  ways^ 
Goantrics,  coarts,  towns,  are  rocks  or  remoras  $ 
They  break  or  stop  all  ships,  yet  oar  state 's  such 
That  (though  than  pitch  they  stain  worse)  we  most 


If  in  the  furnace  of  the  even  line. 
Or  under  th'  adverse  icy  pole  thou  pine. 
Thou  know*st,  two  temperate  regions  girded  in 
Dwell  there:  but,  oh !  what  refuge  aan*st  thou  win 
Parch*d  in  the  court,  and  in  the  country  froxen  ? 
Shall  dties  bulk  of  both  extremes  be  chosen  ? 
Can  dung  or  garlic  be  a  perfume  ?  Or  can 
A  acorpion  or  torpedo  cure  a  man  ? 
Cities  are  worst  of  all  three:  of  all  three? 
(O  knotty  riddle !)  each  is  worst  equally. 
Citiea  are  sepulchres ;  they  who  dwell  there 
Are  carcases,  as  if  none  spch  there  were. 
And  comts  are  theatres,  where  some  men  play 
Princes,  some  slaves,  and  all  end  in  one  day. 
The  country  is  a  desert,  where  the  good 
Oain*d  Inhabits  not ;  bom.  's  not  understood. 
There  men  become  beasts,  and  prone  to  all  evils  f 
In  citiea,  blocks ;  and  in-a  fewd  court,  devils. 
As  in  the  Ihst  chaos  confusedly 
Eadi  dementi  qualities  were  in  th'  other  thr^: 
9b  pride,  lust,  camSae,  being  several 
To  these  three  places,  yet  all  are  in  all, 
And  mingled  thus,  their  issue  is  incestuous: 
Falsehood  is  denjzoo'd ;  virtue  Is  barbarous. 
let  no  man  say  there,  vlttne's  flinty  wall 
Shall  loek  vice  in  me;  I  IT  do  none,  but  know  alL 
Men  are  spunges,  which,  to  pour  out,  receive : 
Who  know  false  play,  rather  tban  lose,  deceive. 
For  m  beat  nnderitandings,  sin  began ; 
Angels  sinn'd  flfst,  then  devils,  and  then  man. 
Only  perchance  beasts  irtn  not  j  wretched  we 
Are  beasts  inidl,  but  white  int^ty. 
I  think  if  men,  which  in  these  places  live. 
Durst  kMik  In  themselves,  and  themselves  retrieve, 
They  we«dd  Bke  strangers  greet  themselves,  seeing 
Utopian  youth  grown  old  Italian.  [then 

Be  then  thine  ofra  home,  and  in  thyself  dwetj  ; 
Inn  any  where;  oon^uance  maketh  Hell. 
And  seeing  thesnail,  which  every  Where'doth  roam, 
Carrying  his  dwn  house  still,  still  is  at  home : 
Follow  (for  he  »s  easy  pae*d)  this  snail, 
le  thine  own  fAltee,*  or  the  world  *s  thy  jair. 


And  in  the  woiMV  set  do  not  like  dbft  sleep 
Upon  the  water's  face,  nor  in  the  deep 
Sink  like  a  lead  without  a  line :  but  as 
Fishes  gfide,  leaving  no  print  where  they  pass^ 
Nor  mi^ng  sound:  so  closely  thy  course  go^ 
Let  men  dispute  whether  thou  breathe  or  nop     ^ 
Only  hi'tbis  be  no  Galeoist '  To  make 
Courts  hot  anMtioitB  wholesome,  do  not  bAw      • 
Adrattofoowtry'sdidkiess;  donotadd 
Correctives,  but  as  cfaymics  purge  the  bad. 
Bu^  sir,  I  advise  no*  you,  I  nther  do 
Say  o^er  those  lessons  which  I  leamf d  of  yoit  s 
Whom}  free  from  Germany's  sohisras,  and  Ughfneii 
Of  Fkanoe^  and  fisir  Italy'f  foithleaBaeas, 
Having  from  these  suck'd  all  they  had  of  worth. 
It  home  that  faith  which  you  emrfd 


I  throughly  love :  but  if  niyself  I  've  won 
To  know  my  rdes,  I  have,  and  you  hAve ' 


td  itSL  HSITRT  OOODTERk. 


WaomiriM  Hie  h«(  a  pattern  fbrn«tttt*i»,  ' 
Turns  ne  new  leaf,  batstlU  the  same  things  reads} 

Seen  things  he  tees  again,  heaid  thing»doih  hear. 
And  makes  hb  life  but  like  a  pair  of  beads. 

A  palace,  when't  b  that  which  it  shouM  be, 
licaves  growing,  and  stands  such,  or  dse  deoagrM 

But  he  which  dwells  there,  is  not  so  ;  for  he 
Strives  to  urge  upward,  and  his  fortune  imise.   -i 

So  had  your  body  her  morning,  hath  her  noon. 
And  shall  not  better,  her  neitt  change  is  night :  * 

But  her  foir  larger  guest,  t'  whom  Son  and  Moon. 
Are  sparks^  and  short  liv^  claimarauother  right* 

The  ndble  sout  by  ag4  gtowr  luiHer, 
Her  appetite  and  her  digestion  mend  ; 

We  must  not  starves  nor  hope  «b  pamper  her 
Witk  Womntf  s  milk  and  pap  unto  the  end. 

Provide  you  manlier  diet  I  yon  have  seen 
All  libraries,  which  are  schools^oampe,  and  ooortvf 

Bat  ask  your  gamers^  if  you  have  not  been 
In  harvest  too  uodulgani  to  your  spoiti* 

Would  you  redeem  it  ?  Then  yourself  transplant  ^ 
A  while  from'hence.  Perchance  outlandish  groundf 

'  Bears  no  more  wit  than  ours ;  but  yet  more  scant 
Are  those  diversions  there  which  here  aboaudi 

To  be  a  stranger  hath  that  benefit. 
We  can  beginnings,  but  not  habits  choke. 

Gob  Wither?  Hence.  You  get,  if  you  forget ; 
New  faults,  till  they  prescribe  to  us,  are  smoke. 

Our  soul,  whote  country  *%  Heav'n,  and  God  her 
nAber, 

Into  this  worid,  corruption's  sink,  is  sent ; 
Yet  so  moohitt  her  travail  She  doth  gatber. 

That  she  tetuiaa  home  wtmr  than  she  wmfc 

It  pays  you  well,  if  it  teach  you  to  sparer 
And  make  you  asbam'd  to  make  your  hawk's  - 
praise  yours, 

WUeh  when  herself  she  lessens  in  tbe<  air, 
You  then  first  say,  that  high  enough  she  iow'ia. 
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Howerftri  lamp  Um  lirdy  tiate  ymi  hold 
Of  God,  love  him  now,  but  finir  him  mora :    . 

iUid  in  your  afitenioons  think  what  you  told 
And  jiromis'd  him  at  morning  prayer  before. 

het  latiehood  like  a  diaooid  anger  yoa* 
Else  be  not  frowmrd. .    Bat  why  do  I  tonoh 

Things,  of  which  none  is  in  your  practice  new, 
And  tables  and  fruit-trencben,teach  as  mneh  ? 

But  thos  I  make  yon  keep  your  promiscf,  sir; 

Riding  I  had  you,  though  you  still  stay'd  there, 
And  in  these  thoughts,  although  you  never  stir, 

You  came  with  me  to  Micham,  and  are  here. 


rO  MK.  K(»WlJUrD  WOODWARD. 

Lm  one,  who  in  her  third  widowhood  doth  profess 

Herself  a  nun,  ty'd  to  retiredness« 

So  afiects  my  Muse  now  a  chaste  fallownest. 

^ncfe  she  to  few,  yet  to  too  many,  hath  shown 
Ho#  love-song  weeds  and  satiric  thoms  are 
Where  seeds  of  better  arts  are  early  sown ! 

Though  to  use  and  love  poetry,  to  me, 
BetrotbM  to  no  otte  art,  be  no  adultery ; 
Omimions  of  good,  ill,  as  ill  deeds,  be. 

For  \hoogh  to  us  it  seem  but  light  and  thin. 
Yet  in  those. feithful  scales,  where  Ood  throws  in 
Mcn*8  works,  vanity  weighs  as  much  as  sin. 

If  our  souls  have  stain'd  their  first  white,  yet  we 
May  clothe  them  with  faith  and  dear  honesty, 
Which  God  imputes  as  native  purity. 

Hiere  is  no  virtue  but  religion : 

Wise,  valiant,  sober,  just,  are  nameft  which  none 

Want,  whieh  want  not  vice-covering  discretion. 

0tek  we  then  ourselves  itr  ourselves?  (bras' 
Men  force  the  Son  with  much  more  force  to  pass, 
pf  gathering  bis  beasne  with  a  crystal  glass; 

9o  wb  (if  w«  into  ourselves  will  turn, 
Blowitrg  our  ipkrk  of  virtue  J  lAay  out-bum 
.Hie  straw,  which  doth  about  our  hearts  sojourn. 

You  know,  physielansy^when  they  would  infuse 

Into  any  dl  the  souls  of  simples,  use 

Places^  where  they  may  lie  still  warm»  to  choose. 

So  works  retiredneiB  in  us ;  to  roam 
Giddily,  and  be  every  where  but  at  home^  • 
Such  freedom  doth  a  banishment  become. 

We  are  but  fiwniers  of  ourselves ;  yet  may. 
If  wa  eon  stock  ourselves  and  thrive,  uplay 
Much,  much  good  treasure  for  the  great  rent  day. 

Mamire  thysdf  tfacn,  to  thyselfb>  improvM, 
And  with  vain  outward  things  be  no  more  mov'd, 
But  to  know  that  I  lo^  thee^  and  would  be  lov'd. 


.    TO  ItR  BXHBT  WOOTTO*. 

Hob  H  no  more  news  than  virtue;  I  may  as  wefV 
Tell  you  Calais,  or  Saint  Michael's  Mounts  as  uU 
that  vice  doth  here  habitually  dwelL 

Yet  as,  to  get  stomachs,  we  walk  up  and  down. 
And  toil  to  sweeten  rest;  so,  may  God  frown. 
If  but  to  loath  both,  I  haunt  court  and  town. 

For  llere  no  one  is  from  th'  extremity 

Of  vice  by  any  other  reason  free. 

But  that  the  next  to  him  stiU  's  worse  than  he. 

In  this  world's  warfare  they,  whom  rugged  Fate^ 

(God's  oompiissary)  doth  so  throughly  hate, 

Afi  in  th'  court's  squadron  to  marshy  their  state  ; 

If  they  stand  arm'd  with  silly  honesty. 
With  wishing,  prayer^  and  neat  integrity, 
like  Indians  'gainst  Spanish  hosts  they  be. 

Suspicious  boldness  to  this  place  belongs. 

And  t*  have  as  many  ears  as  all  have  tongues  ; 

Tender  to  know,  tough  to  acknowledge  wrongs^ 

Believe  me,  sir,  in  my  yooth>  giddiest  days. 
When  to  be  like  the  court  was  a  player's  praise. 
Plays  were  not  so  like  courts,  as  courts  like  plays. 

Then  let  us  at  these  mimic  antics  jest. 
Whose  deepest  projects  and  egregious  guests 
Are  but  dull  morals  at  a  game  at  chess. 

But 't  is /in  incongruity  to  smile. 

Therefore  I  end  ;  and  bid  farewell  awhile 

At  courty  though  from  court  were  the  better  style. 


TO  TBB  COUNTESS  OF  BBDFORDw 


RcAsoN  is  our  souls'  left  hand,  fiuth  her  right» 
By  these  we  reach  divmity,  that  *s  you : 

Their  Jotes,  whobave  the  blessing  of  your  light. 
Grew  from  their  reason ;  mine  ftitm  fair  faith 


But  as  although  a  squint  left-handedness 
B'  ungracious,  yet;  we  cannot  want  that  Iiand  : 

So  would  I  (not  t'  increase,  but  to  express 
My  faith)  as.  I  believe,  so  understand. 

Therefore  I  study  you  first  in  your  saints, 
Hiose  friends,  whom  your  election  glorifies; 

Then  in  your  dee^B,  accesses,  and  restraints. 
And  what  you  read,  and  what  yourself  devise. 


But  soon,  the  reasons  why  yon  're  Wv'd  by  all. 
Grow  infinite,  and  so  pass  reason's  reach. 

Then  back  again  t'  implicit  fiiith  I  fall. 
And  rest  on  what  the  Catholic  voice  doth  teach ; 

That  you  are  good :  and  not  one  heretic 
Denies  it;  if  he  did,  yet  you  are  so : 

For  rocks,  which  high  do  seem,  deep-rooted  stick* 
Waves  wash,  not  undemune^  nor  overthrow. 
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in  ev'ry  tbSoir  tbere  mtonYly  grows 
A  baJmnom,  to  keep  it  fresh  and  new, 

Ift  were  not  hqar'd  by  extrinsic.blows; 
Yo«r  birth  and  beauty  are  this  balm  id  you. 

But  3rou  of  leainiog  and  relif  ion, 

Aad  riitae^  aod  such  iogredientSy  have  niada 
A  mithridatc^  whose  operatioo 

Keeps  off,  or  dtras,  what  can  be  done  or  said. 

Yet  this  is  not  your  physic,  but  yoor  ibod, 
A  diet  fit  for  yoo;  for  yoa  are  here 

The  first  good  aogel,  since  the  world's firame  stood, 
That  ever  did  in  woman's  shape  hppear. 

Sinoe  yoo  are  then  God*s  masterpiece,  and  so 
His  ftctoT  tor  oor  loves ;  do  as  yoci  do, 

Make  your  retam  home  gracious ;  and  bestow 
This  lifB  00  that ;  so  make  one  life  of  two. 

For,  to,  God  help  me,  I  would  not  mbs  yon  there, 

For  all  the  good  which  you  can  do  me  here. 


TO  TBB  OOUNTIIil  OK^BBDPOftO. 


Yoo  have  refin'd  me,  and  to  worthiest  things, 
Virtue,  art,  beanty,  fartnne,  now  I  see 

Barenesi,  or  use,  not  nature,  value  brings  ; 
And  sach,  as  they  are  circumstanc'd,  they  be. 

Two  ills  can  ne'er  perplex  us,  sin  t'  excuse, 

Bot  of  two  good  .things  we  may  leave  or  choose. 

Therefore  at  conrt,  which  is  not  inrtne's  clime. 
Where  a  transcaKlent  height  (as  lowness  me) 

Kftkes  her  not  see,  or  not  show :  all  my  rhyme 
Yoor  virtues  chnllenge,  which  there  rarest  be ; 

For  ss  dsik  texts  need  notes;  some  there  most  be 

To  nsher  virtue,  and  say.  This  is  she. 

So  m  the  country's  beanty.    To>  this  place 
Yoa  are  the  season,  madam,  you  the  day, 

T  it  hut  a  grave  of  spices,  till  your  fhce 
Edkale  them,  and  a  thick  close  bud  display. 

Widowed  and  reclns'd  else,  her  sweets  sh'  enshrines  ; 

A$  Chba,  when  the  Son  at  Brasil  dines. 

Out  from  your  chariot  morning  breaks  at  mgfat. 

And  fiftlsifies  both  computations  so ; 
SDce  a  new  world  doth  rise  here  firom  yonr  light. 

We  your  new  creatures  by  new  reck'nlngs  go. 
Thii  shows  that  yoo  fiom  nature  kiathly  stray, 
Thst  mffer  not  an  artiifieial  day. 

Inthb  y«Mi  >e  made  the  court  tV  antipodes, 
And  wUPd  yoor  delegate,  the  vulgar  Son, 

To  ^TToliuie  autumnal  offices, 
Whititbere  to  yon  we  sacrifices  run ; 

And  vhether  priests  or  organs,  you  w'  obey» 

We  mmd  your  influence,  and  yonr  dictates  say. 

Yet  to  that  deity  which  dwells  in  you. 
Year  virtooas  soul,  I  now  not  sacrifice; 

"'^  are  petitions,  and  not  hymns  i  they  sue 
Bot  that  I  may  survey  the  edifice. 

[B  ul  religions,  as  much  care  hath  been 

Of  tcmple'i  frames,  and  beau^,.  writei  wittiiu 


As  alt  Which  go  to  Rome,  do  not  thereby 
Erteem  religions,  and  hold  fast  the  best^ 

But  serve  discourse  and  curiosity 
With  that,  which  doth  religion  but  invest 

And  shun  th'  entangling  labyrinths  of  schools, 

Axfd  make  it  wit  to  think  the  wiser  fools : 

So  in  this  pilgrimage  I  would  behold 

You  as  you  're  Virtue's  temple,  not  as  she  ; 
What  walls  of  tender  crystal  b«>r  infod, 
*  What  eyes,  hands,  bosom,  her  pure  altars  be, 
r  And  after  this  survey  oppose  to  all 
BnUden  of  chapels,  you,  th'  Escurial. 

Yet  not  as  consecrate,  but  merely  as  fair: , 
On  these  T  cast  a  lay  and  country^  eye.  ' 

Of  past  and  future  stories,  which  are  rare, 
I  find  you  all  record  and  prophecy. 

Purge  but  the  book  of  Fate,  that  it  admit 

No  sad  nor  guilty  legends,  yoo  are  it 

If  good  and  lovely  were  not  one,  of  both 
'You  were  the  transcript  and  original. 

The  elements,  the  parent,  and  the  growth  ; 
And  every  piece  of  yOu  is  worth  thdr  aU. 

So  entire  are  all  your  deeds  and  you,  that  yon 

Most  do  the  same  things  still;  you  cannot  tiiOi 

But  these  (as  nicest  school  divinity 
Serves  heresy  to  further  oir  rapress) 

Tsste  of  poetic  rage,  or  flattery; 

And  need  not,  where  all  hearts  one  truth  profess ; 

Oft  from  new  proofii  and  now  phrase  new  doubts 


As  stranire  attire  aliens  the  men  we  know. 

Leaving  then  bnsy  praise,  and  all  appeal 
To  higher  courts,  sense's  decree  is  true. 

The  mine,  the  magazine,  the  commoo-weid, ' 
ITm  story  of  beauty,  in  Twicknam  is  and  ▼on. 

Who  hath  seen  one,  woold  both;  aswhohathbeen 

In  Paradise,  wohld  s^k  the  cherubin. 


TO  SIR  BDWARD  BBRBBBT, 

SWCl  LOIB  BSaSiaT  OP  CHSXBUIY,  aBING  AT  TBI  Snci 
OF  JOLYXas. 

Mam  is  a  lump,  where  all  beasts  needed  be. 
Wisdom  makes  him  an  ark  where  all  agree ; 
The  fool,  in  whom  these  beasts  do  live  at  jar, 
bsportto  others,  and  a  theatre. 
Nor  scapes  he  so,  but  is  himself  their  prey  ; 
All  which  was  man  in  him,  b  eat  away : 
And  now  his  beasts  on  one  another  feed. 
Yet  oonple  in  anger,  and  new  monsters  breed : 
How  happy  's  he,  which  hath  due  place  assign'd 
To  his  beasts;  and  disalbrested  his  mind ! 
Empal'd  himself  to  keep  them  out,  not  in ; 
Can  sow,  and  dares  trust  com,  where  they  have  been; 
Oan  use  hu  horse,  goat,  wolf,  and  ev'ry  beast. 
And  is  not  ass  himself  to  all  the  rest 
Else  man  not  only  is  the  herd  of  swine. 
But  he  *s  those  devils  too,  which  did  incline 
Them  to  an  headlong  rage,  and  made  them  worse  1 
For  man  can  add  Weight  to  Heav^i's  heaviest  curM« 
As  sools,  they  say,  ^  our  first  touch  take  m 
The  poisonous  tinetore  of  origiaal  sin  ( 
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Bo  to  ftbBp^tM^wld  which  £k)4  dotl^  ^ipg^ 

Our  apprrtieDaoB  GOotribytes  the  stu(ig« 

To  at,  u  to  lus  ohickens,  be  doth  cast 

Hemlock :  lu^  w%  as  men,  bis  hemlock  tuto : 

We  do  imoie  to  what  he  meant  for  meat, 

CorronreDefs,  or  intense  cold  or  heat 

For  God  no  such  specific  poison  hath 

As  kills,  men  know  not  how ;  his  fiercest  wiath 

Hath  no  utipathy,  but  may  be  good 

At  lesot  for  physic,  if  not  for  our  food. 

Thus  men,  that  might  be  bis  pleasure,  is  his  iqd  ; 

AnA  is  his  devil,  that  might  hie  bis  god. 

Since  then  our  business  is  to  rectify 

Nature,  to  what  she  was  ^  we  're  led  awry 

By  them,  who  man  to  us  in  little  show ; 

Greater  than  due,  no  form  we  can  bfiftoir 

On  him ;  for  man  into  himself  can  draw 

All  s  all  his  faith  can  swallpw,  or  reason  chaw  ; 

All  that  is  fiird,  and  all  that  which  doth  fill. 

All  the  round  world,  to  man  is  but  a  piU; 

In  all  it  works  not,  but  it  is  in  all 

^isonous,  or  purgative,  or  cordiaL 

for  knowledge  kindles  calentures  in  aooie. 

And  is  to  others  icy  opium. 

As  bravie  as  true  is  that  profession  ^en, 

Which  you  do  use  to  make ;  tbat  you  kopw  m$tL 

Thismakes  it  credible,  you  We  dwelt  upon 

All  ^^orthy  books;  ^d  now  are  such  an  one. 

Actions  are  authors,  and  of  those  in  ypu 

Your  friends  fimd  ev'ry  4ay  a  mart  <^  new. 


TD  THE  eOUlf  TB3S  OF  BI|>VO|lp. 


?; 


1*  VAVK  w^tton  then,  ybea gncHi  arrit,  uMia'd tone 

Worst  of  N^irituaJ  vices,  siopoy : 

And  not  t^have  written  thai,  soems  little  l^ 

Tb)»u  worst  of  civil  vi^ces,  thaoklet^ness. 

Iq  thi,s  my  debt  I  seem'd  loath  to  cop^e*^ 

In  that  [  seem'd  to  shun  b^ldcniiess  < 

But  H  is  not  so.    Nothings,  as  I  am,  may 

Pay  all  they  have,  and  yet  have  all  to  pay. 

Such  borrow  in  their  payments,  and  owe  more, 

^y  having  leave  to  write  so^  than  before. 

'et  since  rich  mia»  in-  barren  grounds  are  shown. 
May  not  I  yield,  not  gold,  but  coal  or  stone  ? 
Temples  were  not  deojolish'dy  though  profane : 
Here  Petor  Jove*s,  there  Paul  hath  Dina's  ftne. 
80  whether  my  bymos  yon  admit  or  ^ffaw, 
)n  me  you  *ve  holk)w*d  a  Pagan  Muse^ 
And  deuizpn'd  a  stranger,  vho^  mistaught 
B^  blamers  of  the  times  they  |narr*d«  hath  «Qfi^t 
Virtues  in  jQpmeia,  which  now  bravely  do 
Shine  iii  the  world'A  bf^  part,  or  all  it,  yon. 
I  have  been  told,  that  virtue  in  cpurti^is'  hearts 
Suffsrs  an  ostracism,  and  departs. 
Pipfit,  ease,  fitoess,  plenty,  hid  it  go^ 
But  whither,  only  knowing  you,  I  Imoyr  ; 
Your,  or  you  virtue,  two  vast  uses  serves, 
U  ransoms  one  sent,  and  one  court  piasei^fes; 
There 's  nothing  but  your  worth,  vhicl^  being  tme 
Is  known  to  any  other,  pot  to  yon : 
And  you  can  never  know  it ;  to  fdipit 
No  knowijsdge  of  your  worth,  is  sofna  of  it. 
But  sroce  to  you  your  pcMfes  diacmids  bib 
Stoop  others'  ills  to  fneditato  with  ai#. 
Oh,  to  confess  we  know  not  what  we  fbovld, 
Js  hair  excuse,  w^  (inow  ii9t3)tfa  we  would. 


POPfS. 

Ughtnev  depnsMth  Vi»  finvCinevi  Mk  ^ . 

We  sweat  juid  iSsint,  yet  stin  go  down  the  bOJp  ) 

As  new  philosophy  arresU  the  Son, 

And  bids  the  passive  Earth  abont  it  run ; 

So  we  have  duUM  our  mind,  it  hath  no  enda; 

Only  the  body 's  busy,  and  pretends. 

As  dead  low  Earth  eelipaes  and  ooaftraU 

The  quick  high  Mow !  so  doth  ^  ho^  sMila. 

In  none  but  us  are  such  nus'd  engines  ffKmd, 

AshandsordouUeoAoe:  forthegn^nnd 

We  till  with  them ;  and  them  to  Heaven  weraise  ; 

Who  prayer-Jess  labours,  or  without  these  pt«ys» 

Doth  but  one  halfc  that  '•  ixpe;  hevhicb  mud. 


And  look  Mi  baok,'*  to  Isoh  ffNP  iMh  aUoar. 
Good  seed  degenerates,  and  oft  obeys 
The  soiVs  disease,  and  into  cockle  stcays : 
Let  the  mind's  thoughto  be  bat  tewntylantmi  a» 
Into  the  body,  and  bastardly  they  grow. 
What  hato  oould  hurt  our  bodies  like  our  love  ? 
We,  but  no  foreign  tyrants,  could  remove 
These,  not  eograv*d,  but  inborn  dignities. 
Caskets  of  souls;  temples  and  palaces. 
For  bodies  shall  from  death  redeemed  be 
Souls  but  preserved,  bom  naturally  firee; 
As  men  to  onr  prisons  now,  souls  to  us  are  sent. 
Which  leaMi  vice  there,  and  oome  in  innocent. 
First  seeds  of  every  creature  are  in  us, 
Whate'er  the  world  hath  had,  or  precionsi. 
Man*s  body  can  produce:  hence  hath  it  been. 
That  stones,  worms,  ho^t,  and  snakei,  in  man  are 


But  who  e'er  saw,  though  Nature  can  work  so^ 
That  pearl,  pr  gold,  or  com,  in  man  did  grow  ? 
We  've  added  to  the  world  Viiginia,  and  sent 
Two  new  stars  lately  to  the  firmament  $ 
Why.  grudge  ve  us  (not  Heaven)  the  djgwty 
T  increase  with  ouib  those  fiur  aonls'  company ' 
But  I  must  end  this  letter  ^  though  it  do 
Sta^  on  two  tjruths,  neither  is  true  to  you. 
Virtue  hath  some  perveneoess ',  fm  she  will 
Neither  believe  her  good,  nor  other's  ill. 
Even  in  you,  virtue's  best  paradise, 
Virtoe  hath  some,  hut  wise  degrees  of  vice* 
Too  many  virtues,  or  too  much  pf  oae| 
Begets  in  yjou  unjust  siispidon. 
And  i|pwFance  of  vice  makes  virtue  less. 
Quenching  compassion  of  our  wretobedness* 
But  these  are  riddles;  some  aspersion 
Of  vice  becomes  well  some  complexion.' 
StatoHoea  puiie  vice  with  vice,  and  may  oorrode 
The  bad  with  p^  a  spider  with  a  toad. 
For  so  iU4|iralls  not  them,  but  they  Umc  ill. 
And  make  her  do  much  good  against  her  will; 
But  in  your  oommpn-vcnltht  or  vorid  in  yov^ 
Vice  hath  no  ofiloe  or  good  work  to  do^ 
Take  then  no  vicious  purge,  but  be  content 
With  eofdi^  virto^  yxn»  haoim  nHioslMP^ 


TO  rmx  c^uMTnt  of  bbmomji. 

W  MBW-TEiOl's  nAT. 

Tbis  twilii^t  of  two  years,  not  past,  nor  nexl; 
Sofpeemblemisofme,orlofthis, 

Who,  (meteor-like,  of  litufir  and  form  peq^ies'd, 
Whose  what  ^pd  wbens  m  diQiHtation  is) 
Ji  (ahoMld  oaU  i^e  any  thipg,  sbonld  r 
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I  warn  tte  ymnmaA  M»  and  flaAna  Mt 
DMblor  to  th' old,  nor  cradbor  U»  th*  Mvs 

Thftt  camot  lajr*  my  thaokt  I  bawlbrgot, 

Kor  trust  I  tkb  with  hopes,  md  yol  ■CMroe  trao: 
This  bravciy  's  siooa  these  times  sbowM  me  you. 

Id  reoompeaso  I  woold  tboir  fatvre  timei  [sttcfa« 
What  yoo  ware,  aad  teach  them  tf  uiye  towaids 

Verae  emhahns  virtue ;  and  tombs  or  thrones  of 
Preserve  frail  transilary  Ihme,  as  mocfa  [rhymes 
As  spice  doth  bodies  from  corrupt  air's  toaeh. 

Hme  are  sbort-liT'd ;  the  tinetare  of  your  name 
Createa  in  them,  but  dissipates  as  fiut 

Nev  q^ffitB  y  for  strong  agents  with  vbn  same 
Farce,  thai  doth  warm  and  cherish  as,  do  waste; 
Kept  hot  with  strong  extracts  no  bodies  last. 

So  my  WW,  hoUt  of  yoor|nst  praise,  might  want 
ReaaoD  aad  Kkefihood,  the  firmest  base  ; 

And  made  of  miracle,  now  fsith  is  scant. 
Will  vanish  soon,  and  so  posssss  no  place ; 
And  yon  and  it  too  much  grace  might  disgrace. 

When  all  (as  truth  commands  assent)  confess 
All  truth  of  yen,  yet  they  will  doubt  how  I 

(One  oora  of  one  low  ant-hill's  dust,  and  less) 
Sbocild  name,  know,  or  express  a  thing  so  high. 
And  (sot  an  tneh)  measure  fainmty« 


I  cannat  tell  them,  nor  myself,  nor  you. 
But  leave,  lest  truth  b*  endaager'd  by  my  praise, 

Aad  turn  to  God,  who  knows  I  tbink  this  true. 
And  nseth  oft,  when  such  a  heart  mis-say^ 
To  make  it  good ;  ibr  such  a  pfaiser  prays. 

He  will  best  teach  you,  how  you  should  lay  out 
His  stock  of  beauty,  learning,  favour,  blood ; 

He  will  pefplex  security  with  doubt,  [you  good. 
And  clear  those  doubts ;  hide  from  you,  and  show 
And  so  increase  your  appetite  and^bod. 

He  will  teach  3^on,  that  good  and  bad  have  not 
One  latitude  in  cloisters  and  in  court ; 

Indifferent  there  the  greatest  sgnce  hath  got, 
Some  pity's  not  good  tbere,  some  vain  disjxyrt. 
On  this  side  sin,  with  that  place  may  comport 

Tet  he,  as  he  bounds  seas,  will  fix  your  hours. 
Which  pleasure  and  delight  may  net  ihgrem; 

And  though  what  none  else  lost,  be  truliest  ypnn^ 
He  will  make  yon,  what  yon  did  not,  possess. 
By  nsing  othenP  (not  vioe^  hut)  weakness. 

He  will  make  yon  speak  truths,  and  credibly. 
And  make  yon  doubt  that  otban  do  not  so: 

He  wiU  ysofida  yna  keys  and  lochs^  to  spy. 
And  *ses^  spiasyAa  fDad  flad%  aiid  ha  win  show 
What  yon  will  nat  aduowladga»  what  not  hnow. 

For  yonr  own  conscience  he  gives  hmocence,  _ 
But  for  your  fiune  a  discreet  wariness, 

And  (Ibongh  to  'scape  than  to  revenge  oAnce 
Be  better)  ha  shows  both,  and  to  reprem 
Joy, when  yoor  state  swells ;  sadnesB,when  t  is  lias. 

Anm  need  of  tean  he  will  defend  your  sonT, 
Or  maka  a  rehi^tiaing  of  one  tear ; 

He  cannot  (that  %  he  will  not)  disenroll 
Your  name ;  and  when  with  active  joy  we  hear 
This  private  gosp4  ^^  *^  '^  oar  new  year. 


ewmwwn  o»  ■untixaBoif  • 


BCaw  to  Qodni  image,  Bfe  toyman's  was  made^ 
Nor  ftid  we  that  God  breath'd  a  soul  m  her  ; 

Gsnens  will  not  dinrch-lnnetianB  yon  invade^ 
Nor  laws  to  civil  offlee  you  prefer. 

Who  vagrant  transitory  comets  sees, 

Woncters',becansethey'rerdre;  hntanewitar. 
Whose  motion  with  the  firmament  agrees. 

Is  miraela  j  for  there  no  new  things  are. 


In  women  so  peichance  mild  I 

A  seldom  comet  is,  but  active  good 
A  miracle^  which  reasoa  'scapes  and  sense  $ 

For  ait  and  natore  this  in  them  withstood. 

As  sneh  a  star  the  Ifagi  led  to  view 
The  manger-cradled  iafent,  God  below: 

By  virtue^  beams  (by  fame  deriv'd  from  yon) 
May  apt  sonls^  mid  the  wont  may  virtue  know. 

If  the  world*s  ags  and  death  be  aigned  wett 
By  the  Suo*s  fall,  whieh  now  towards  Earth  doth 
bend; 

Then  we  might  fear  that  Virtua^  since  she  fell  , 
So  low  as  woman,  should  be  near  her  end. 

But  she 's  not  stoop'd,  but  raised ;  exird  by  men 
She  fled  to  HeaVn,  that 't  beav>nly  things  that 's 

She  wss  in  all  men  thinly  scatterM  then.      [you  ^ 
But  now  a  mass  contractsd  in  a  few. 

She  gilded  ns,  bat  yon  are  gold ;  and  she 
Informed  us,  bat  transubstantiates  yon: 

Soft  dispositions,  which  ductile  be, 
Elixir-like,  she  makes  not  clean,  but  new. 

Though  you  a  wife's  and  mother's  aame  relainy 
T  is  not  as  woman,  for  ail  are  not  so; 

But  Virtue,  havmg  made  you  virtue,  's  foin 
T*  adhere  ui  these  naases,  her  and  yon  to  show* 

Else,  bemg  alike  pure,  we  should  neither  see^ 

Am  water  bemg  into  air  rarefi'd. 
Neither  appear,  till  in  one  cloud  they  be ; 

Safer  ear  sakes  yon  do  km  I 


Tanght  by  greatconstellations,(which,  being  framed 
Of  the  most  stars,  take  low  names  Crab  and  Bully 

When  single  Janets  by  the  gods  are  nata'd) 
You  covet  not  great  names,  of  great  things  ML 

So  you,  as  woman,  one  doth  comprehend. 
And  in  the  vale  of  kindred  others  see ;        . 

To  some  yon  are  reveal'd,  as  in  a  friend,  * 
And  as  a  virtuous  prince  far  offt  to  me. 

To  whom,  because  from  yon.  all  virtues  fiow^ 
And  t  ianot  none  to  dare  contemplate  yoo» 

T,  which  do  so,  as  your  true  subject  owe 
Some  tribute  for  that;  so  these  Ihies  are  due. 

If  yon  can  thhik  these  flatteries,  they  are;. 
For  then  yonr  judgment  is  below  my  praise. 

If  they  were  so,  oft  flatteries  work  as  for 
As  oooaels,  and  as  for  tH*  endeatonr  miss. 
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60  my  ill  rMcbtnip  jon  might  tbem  grow  good. 

Bat  I  remain  a  poiton*d  looataiD  itill ; 
And  not  your  beauty,  virtue,  knowledge,  blood. 

Are  more  above  all  flattery  than  my  will. 


^d  if  I  flatter  a||y,  *t  is  not  jroo, 

But  my  own  judgment,  who  did  long  ago 

Pronounce,  that  all  these  praises  should  be  true, 
And  virtae  «bould  your  beauty'  and  birth  outgrow. 

Now  that  my  prophecies  are  all  fulfiird. 
Rather  Uian  God  should  not  be  honoured  too. 

And  all  thast  gifts  confen'd,  which  he  instill'd. 
Yourself  were  bound  to  say  that  which  I  do. 

So  I  but  your  recorder  am  in  this. 
Or  mouth,  and  speaker  of  the  univetse, 

A  ministerial  notary ;  far  't  is 
Not  I,  but  you  and  fiime,  that  make  this  verse. 

I  was  your  prophet  in  your  younger  days, 
And  DOW  your  chaplain,  God  in  you  to  praise* 


TO  H&.  J.  W. 

All  hail,  tweet  pbet !  and  full  of  more  strong  fire. 
Than  hath  of  shall  enkindle  my  dull  spirit, 
I  lov'd  what  Nature  gave  thee,  but  thy  merit 

Of  wit  and  art  I  love  not,  bat  admire ; 

Who  have  before  or  shall  write  after  thee, 

Tlieir  works,  though  toughly  laboured,  will  be 
like  infancy  or  age  to  man's  Arm  stay. 
Or  early  and  late  twilights  to  mid-day. 

Men  say,  and  truly,  that  they  better  be. 
Which  be  envy'd  than  pityM  :  therefore  I, 
Becausa  I  wish  the  best,  do  thee  envy : 

O  wouM'st  thou  by  like  reason  pity  me. 

But  care  not  for  me,  T,  that  ever  was 

In  Nature's  and  in  Fortune's  gifts,  alaa! 
(But  for  thy  grace  got  in  the  Muse's  school) 
A  monster  and  a  b^gar,  am  a  fboL 

Ob,  how  I  grieve,  that  late-bom  modesty 
J^th  got  sucji  root  in  easy  waxen  hearts,  [parts 
That  men  may  not  themselves  their  own  good 

Extol,  without  snspect  of  surquedry ; 

For,  but  thyself,  no  subject  can  be  found 

Worthy  thy  quill,  nor  any  quill  resound 
Thy  ^orth  but  thine :  how  good  it  were  to  see 
A  poem  \n  thy  pryiise,  and  writ  by  thee ! 

Now  if  this  song  be  too  harsh  for  rhyme^  yet  as 
The  painter's  bad  god  made  a  good  devil, 
'T  will  be  good  prose,  although  the  verse  be  evil. 
If  thon  forget  the  rhyme,  as  thou  dost  pass, 
Then  write,  that  I  may  folfow,  and  so  be 
ThylBcho,  thy  debtor,  tby  foil,  thy  zanee. 
I  shall  be  thought  (if  mine  like  thine  I  shape) 
All  the  worid's  lion,  though  I  be  thy  ape. 


TO  MR.  T.  W. 

Hasti  thee,  harsh  verse,  as  fost  as  thy  lame  meaiare 
Will  give  thee  leave,  to  him ;  my  pain  and  pleasure 
I  've  given  thee,  and  yet  thou  art  too  weak,  ; 

^eet  aiid  a  reasoning  soul,  and  tongue  to  speak. 


Tell  him,  all  qncitieiif,  whidi  Amb  hava  1 
Both  of  the  plaoe  and  pains  of  Hell,  afe  ended  ; 
And  't  is  decreed^  our  Hell  is  bat  privatioD 
Of  him,  at  least  in  this  Earih*s  faahilation : 
And  't  is  where  1  am,  where  in  every  atreet 
Infections  follow,  overtake,  and  meet. 
Live  I  or  die,  by  you  my  love  is  sent, 
Yoa  are  my  pawns,  or  else  my  tmtamanL 


fO  MR.  T.  w. 

PKioKAirr  again  with  th'  old  twins,  Hope  and  Fear, 
Oft  have  I  ask'd  for  thee,  both  how  and  where 
Thou  wert,  and  what  my  hopes  of  letters  were: 

As  in  our  streets  sly  beggars  narrowly 
Watch  motions  of  the  giver's  band  or  eye. 
And  evermore  conceive  some  hope  thereby. 

And  now  tby  a^  is  giv'n,  the  letter  s  read. 
The  body  risen  again,  the  which  was  dead. 
And  thy  poor  starveling  boontifnlly  fed. 

After  this  banqaet  my  soul  doth  say  grace. 
And  praise  thee  for  't,  and  aeaknisly  embrace 
Thy  love  $  thoogh  I  think  thy  love  in  this  case 
To  be  as  gluttons',  which  say  midst  their  meat. 
They  love  that  beet,  of  which  they  most  do  eat 


IVCBRTO. 

AjT  once  ftom  hence  my  lines  and  I  depart, 
1  to  my  soft  still  walks,  they  to  my  heart ; 
I  to  the  nurse,  they  to  the  child  of  art 

Yet  as  a  firm  houie,  thoogh  the  carpenter 
Perish,  doth  sUnd  :  as  an  ambassador 
Lies  safe,  hdf  e'er  his  king  be  in  danger : 

So,  though  I  languish,  press'd  with  melancholy. 
My  verse,  the  strict  map  of  my  misery. 
Shall  live  to  see  that,  for  whone  want  I  die. 

Therefore  1  envy  them,  and  do  repent. 
That  from  unhappy  me  things  happy  are  sent; 
Yet  as  a  picture,  or  bare  sacrament. 
Accept  these  lines,  and  if  in  them  there  be 
Merit  of  love,  bestpw  that  love  on  me. 


TO  MR.  C  B. 


Tinr  friend,  whom  tby  deserts  to  thee  t 

Urg'd  by  this  inexcusable  occasion,  ' 

Thee  and  the  saint  of  his  afiectibn 
Leaving  behind,  doth  of  both  wants  complain  ; 
And  let  the  love,  1  bear  to  both,  sustain 

No  btot  nor  maim  by  this  division ; 

Strong  is  this  bve,  which  ties  our  hearts  in  one, 
And  strong  that  love  pursued  with  amorous  pain : 
But  though  besides  myself  1  leave  behind 

Heaven's  liberal  and  the  thrice  fair  Sun, 

Going  to  where  starvM  Winter  aye  doth  won>i 
Yet  love's  hot  fires,  which  martyr  my  sad  miud, 
.  Do  send  forth  tcalding  sighs,  which  l^ave  the  art 

To  melt  all  ice,  but  that  which  walls  her  heart. 
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TO  MIL  I.  B. 


0  ivov,  vhich  to  search  out  the  fecret  parts 
Of  ih*  India,  or  rather  Paradise 

Of  knowledge,  hast  with  courage  and  advice 
Laidy  lanch'd  into  the  vast  sea  <^  artiy 
IXtdain  not  in  thy  constant  travelling 
To  do  as  other  Voyagers,  and  maka 
Some  turns  into  less  creeks,  and  wisely  take    / 
Fresh  water  at  the  Heliconian  spring. 

1  sin^  jiot  siren-like  to  tempt;  for  I    «, 

Am  harsh  ;  nor  as  those  schismatics  with  you. 
Which  draw  all  wits  of  good  hope  to  their  crew; 
But  seeing  in  you  hright  qnrks  of  poetry, 
I,  though  I  brought  no  fuel,  had  desire 
With  these  articulate  blasts  to  blow  the  fire. 


TO  MR.  B.  B. 

la  not  thy  sacred  hunger  of  science 

Yet  satisfy'd?  is  not  thy  brain*s  rich  hive 
Fulfiird  with  honey,  which  thou  dost  derive 

From  the  arts'  spirits  and  their  quintessence  } 

Tbea  wean  thyself  at  last,  and  thee  withdraw 
FtomCambridge,  thy  old  nurse;  and,  as  the  rest, 
Here  Umghly  chew  and  sturdily  digest 

Th'  immense  vast  volumes  of  our  common  law  ; 

And  begin  soon,  lest  my  grief  grieve  thoe  too^ 
Which  is  that  that,  which  1  should  have  begun 
In  my  youth*s  morning,  now  late  must  be  done : 

And  1  as  giddy  travellers  most  do. 
Which  stray  or  sleep  all  day,  and  having  lost 
li^t  and  strength,  dark  and  tir'd  must  then 
ride  post. 

If  thon  unto  thy  Muse  be  married, 
EmbiBoe  her  ever,  ever  multiply  ^ 
Be  far  from  me  that  strange  adultery 

To  tempt  thee,  and  procure  her  widowhood ; 

My  nurse,  (fior  I  had  one)  because  I  'm  cold, 
Divorc'd  herself;  the  cause  being  in  me. 
That  I  can  take  no  new  m  bigamy ; 

Kot  my  will  only,  but  powV  doth  withhold ; 

Hence  comes  it  that  these  rhymes,  which  never  had 
Mother,  want  matter ;  and  they  only  have 
A  little  form,  the  which  their  fother  gave : 

They  are  profane,  imperfect,  oh  I  too  bad 
To  be  counted  children  of  poetry, 
£scept  confirmed  and  bishopped  by  thee. 


TO  MS.  R.  W. 

If,  as  mine  'm,  thy  life  a  slumber  be. 

Seem,  when  thou  read'st  these  lines,  todream  of  me ; 

Never  did  Morpheus,  nor  his  brother,  wear 

Sb^>e8  so  like  those  shapes,  whom  they  would  ap- 
pear; 

As  this  my  letter  is  like  me,  for  it 

Hath  my  name,  words,  hand,  feet,  heart,  mind,  and 
wit; 

It  is  my  deed  of  gift  of  me  to  thee, 

It  is  my  will,  myself  the  legacy. 

So  thy  retirings  I  love,  yea  envy. 

Bred  So  tbce by  a  wise  melancholy; 


That  I  r^ice,  that  nnfto  whtre  tboo  art, 
Though  I  stay  her€,  I  can  thus  send  my  heart; 
As  kindly  as  any  enamour'd  patient- 
Mis  picture  to  his  absent  love  hath  sent. 
All  news  I  think  sooner  reach  thee  than  nie; 
Havens  are  Heav^hs,  and  ships  wlng'd  angels  bo, 
The  whkh  both  gospel  and  stem  tbreatnings  bring; 
Guiana's  harvest  is  nipt  in  the  spring, 
I  foar ;  and  with  us  (methinks)  Fate  deals  to. 
As  with  the  Jew*s  guide  God  did;  he  did  show 
Him  the  rich  land,  but  barr'd  bis  entry  in : 
Our  slowness  is  our  punishment  and  sin. 
Perchance,  these  Spanish  businesses  b^ng  done. 
Which  as  the  Earth  between  the  Moon  and  Sun 
Eclipse  the  light,  which  Guiana  would  give, 
Our  discontinued  hopes  we  shall  retrieve : 
But  if  (as  all  th*  all  must)  hopes  smoke  awoy. 
Is  not  almighty  Virtue  an  India  ? 

If  men  be  wodds,  there  is  in  every  one 
Something  to  answer  in  some  proportion  # 

All  the  world's  riches :  and  in  good  men  this 
Virtue  our  form*s  form,  ai|d  our  sodi*s  soul  is. 


TO  MR.  J.  L. 

Or  that  short  roll  of  friends  writ  in  my  heart. 

Which  with  thy  name  begins,  since  their  depart 

Whether  in  th'  English  provinces  they  be. 

Or  drink  of  Po,  Sequan,  or  Danuby, 

There^s  none,  Uiat  sometimes  greets  us  not;  and  yet 

Your  Trent  is  Lethe*,  that  past,  us  you  foiget 

You  do  not  duties  of  societies. 

If  from  th'  embrace  of  a  lov'd  wife  you  rise. 

View  your  fat  beasts,  stretch*d  bams,  and  labonr'd 

fields. 
Eat,  play,  ride,  take  all  joys,  which  all  day  yields, 
And  then  again  to  ypur  embracements  go; 
Some  hours  on  us  your  friends,  and  some  bestow 
Upon  your  Muse ;  else  both  we  shall  repent; 
1,  that  my  love,  she,  that  her  gifts  on  you  are  ^ant. 


TO  MR.  J.  P. 

Blbsb's  are  your  north  parts,  for  all  this  kmg  time 
My  Son  is  with  you,  cold  and  daiit's  our  clim^ 
Heaven's  Sun,  which  stay'd  so  kMDg  from  us  this 

'  year, 
Stay*d  in  your  north  (I  think)  for  she  was  there, 
And  hither  by  kind  Nature  drawn  from  thence. 
Here  rages,  chafes,  and  threatens  pestilence; 
Yet  I,  as  long  as  she  from  hence  doth  stay. 
Think  this  no  south,  no  summer,  nor  no  day. 
With  thee  my  kind  and  unkind  heart  is  run. 
There  sacrifice  it  to  that  beauteous  Sun : 
So  may  thy  pastures  with  their  flowery  feasts. 
As  suddenly  as  lard,  fat  thy  lean  beasts ; 
So  may  thy  woods  oft  poll'd  yet  ever  wear 
A  green,  and  (when  she  list)  a  golden  hsir ; 
So  may  all  thy  sheep  bring  forth  twins ;  and  so 
In  chase  and  race  may  thy  horse  all  out-go ; 
So  may  thy  love  and  courage  ne'er  be  cold ; 
Thy  son  ne'er  ward ;  thy  lov*d  wife  ne'er  seem  old ; 
But  may'st  thou  wish  great  things,  and  them  at^ 

tain, 
As  thou  teli'it  her,  and  none  but  her,  my  pain. 
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Wm  tIS  VOLT  iUVRVlB* 


Sn,  nr,  Iww  as  Um  Sim^  hoi  mAfcaline 
DigtUitWHy  oroitiifet  ••  Mi|e*t  dfrty  sttnie, 
Ib  me  yiMir  nllMrly  yet  Intty  riijraMi      [Mne; 

(?or  tbeie  foogi  art  their  fratti)  hmte  wrought  the 

Bat  though  th*  engendring  foroe^  ftem  wheooe  they 
OMiet 
Be  ttfloag  eaoagh»  end  Botnre  doth  odmit 
SeT'otobeborBetoDOc;  Iteadasyet 

Butni}  they  ley,  the ■efeulhhalhitUlioowieimi 
X  ehooie  yoiv  judgnient,  «hieh  the  Mine  delprae 
Doth  with  her  tittery  your  inventioiiy  hold, 

▲•  Are  these  drotiy  ihjnnes  to  purify , 
Or  at  eliiir  to  chu^  tbem  to  gold ; 

You  are  that  alchymist,  which  always  had 

Wit^  whoeeonespairk  could  makegood  thiogt  oC  bad. 


TO 
I  BBVKT  WOOTTOVy 


AT  Bit  oomo  i 


ITOTIIfICa* 


Ama  those  rev'rend  papen,  whose  soul  is  [oame. 
Our  good  and  greats  king's  lov'd  hand  and  fear'd 

By  which  to  you  h^  derives  much  of  hn, 
And  (bow  he  may)  makes  you  almost  the  same, 

A  taper  of  his  torch,  a  copy  writ 

Fran  his  original,  and  a  Ihir  beam 
Of  the  same  warm  and  daszling  Sun,  though  it 

Must  m  another  sphere  his  rittue  stveam; 

After  these  teamed  papers,  which  your  hand 
Hath  stor*d  with  notes  of  use  and  pleasure  too, 
,  Vnm  which  rich  treasury  you  may  command 
Fit  matter,  whether  you  will  write  or  do ; 

Alter  those  loving  papers,  which  friends  send 

With  glad  grief  to  your  sea-ward  steps  finewell. 
Which  thicken  on  you  now,  as  pray'rs  ascend 
^  To  Heaven  in  troopeat  a  good  man's/passing  bell; 

Admit  this  honest  paper,  and  ^low 

It  such  an  audience  as  younelf  would  ask ; 

What  you  most  say  at  Venice,  this  means  now, 
And  hath  for  nature,  what  you  ha?e  for  task. 

To  swear  much  love,  not  to  be  ^haog'd  before 
Honour  alone  will  to  your  fortune  fit ; 

Kor  shall  I  then  honour  your  fortune  more, 
Than  I  have  done  your  noble-waafting  wit. 

But  *t  is  an  easier  load  (though  both  oppress) 
To  want  than  govern  greatness;  for  wo  are 

In  that,  our  own  and  only  1 
In  this,  we  must  for  others' 


*T  is  therefore  well  your  spirits  now  are  plae'd 
In  their  last  furnace,  in  activity ;  [pMt) 

Which  fits  them  (schools  and  courts  and  waip  o'er- 
To  touch  and  taste  in  any  best  degree. 

For  me,  (if  there  he  siieh  a  thmg  as  I) 
Fortune  (if  there  be  such  a  thing  as  she) 

Spies  that  1  bear  so  well  her  tyranny. 
That  she  thinks  Bothmg  also  so  fit  for  mo.  .« 


But  though  she  port  ns,  to  hear  my  oft  pfa^ars 
For  your  increase,  God  is  as  near  me  here; 

And  to  send  you  what  I  shall  beg,  hb  stairs 
In  length  and  ease  are  alike  every  where. 


TO  MRS.  M.  B. 

Mad  paper,  stay,  and  grudge  not  here  to  bora 
With  all  those  sons,  whom  thy  brain  did  create  j 

At  least  lie  hid  with  roe,  till  thou  return  ~ 
To  rags  again,  which  is  thy  native  state. 

What  though  thou  have  enough  nnwoithineas 
To  oome  unto  great  place  as  others  do. 

That  *s  much,  emboldens,  pulls,  thrusts,  I  oonfosa  ; 
But  >t  is  not  an,  thou  sbouldst  be  wicked  too. 

And  that  thou  canst  not  learn,  or  not  of  me, 
Yet  thou  wilt  go;  go,  since  thou  goest  to  hciv 

Who  lacks  but  fouks  to  be  a  prince,  for  sho 
Truth,  whom  they  dare  not  pardon,  darm  prefer. 

But  when  thou  ctm^  tothat  perptezing  ey^ 
Which  equally  claims  love  and  reverence. 

Thou  wilt  not  long  dispute  it,  thou  wBt  die ; 
Aftd  having  little  now,  have  then  no  sense. 

Yet  when  her  warm  redeeming  band  (which  is 
A  miracle,  and  made  such  to  work  more) 

Doth  touch  thee  (sapless  leaf)  thou  grow*8tbytliia 
Her  creature,  glorifyM  more  than  before. 

Then  as  a  mother,  which  delights  to  hear 
Her  eariy  chHd  misspeak  half  utterM  words, 

Or,  because  majesty  doth  never  fear 
111  or  bold  speech,  she  audience  afibrds. 

And  then,  cold  speechless  wretch,  thou  dlest  agabif 
Andwis^y;  what  discourse  is  left  for  thee  f 

From  speech  of  ill  and  her  thou  must  ahstaiB? 
And b  there  any  g6od  which  is  not  she? 

Yet  may'st  tiiou  praise  her  servants,  though  not  her  j 
And  wit  and  virtue  and  honour  her  attend. 

And  since  they  "ke  but  her  dothes,  thou  shaft  not 
err. 
If  thou  her  shape  sndbeanty  and  grace  oommend. 

Who  knows  thy  destiny  >  when  tiiou  hast  done. 
Perchance  hercabmet  may  haiboor  tbeeu 

Whither  all  noble  ambitious  wits  do  run; 
A  nest  almost  as  fuU  pf  good  as  she. 

When  thou  art  there,  if  any,  whom  we  know. 
Were  sav*d  before,  and  did  that  Heaven  partake. 

When  she  revoHes  his  papers,  mark  what  show 
Of  fovonr  she,  ahme,  to  them  dotii  make. 

Mark  if,  to  get  them,  she  oW-sfcip  the  rcit, 
Mark  if  she  read  them  twice,  or  kiss  the  uamei 

Mark  if  she  do  the  same  thai  «ey  protest ; 
Mark  if  sho  mark,  whilher  her  woman  oama. 

Mark  if  slight  things  b*  dgeoled,  and  o^eriilown^ 
Mark  if  her  oaths  agaloit  him  be  not  still 

Reserved,  and  that  she  grlere  she's  not  her  own» 
And  chides  the  doctrine  tkat  dentei  IMo-wiU. 
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I  bid  tlMe  Mt  dD  Out  i»bt  Mf  ^, 
.   NcHT  to  make  myielf  her  ^miliar;  . 
But  ao  mncb  I  do  love  her  choica,  tbat  I 

Would  fiiin  love  him,  tbat  shall  ba  lof'd  oCbar. 


Tom 

COUVTBSS  OF  BEDFORD. 

Hcnraom  ia  io  labiimie  peifection, 

And  ao  refia'd ;  tbat  when  God  was  alone, 

And  crealttrdesB  at  fint,  himself  had  none  ; 

But  aa  of  tb'  efamcMts  these,  videh'we  tnad,  * 
Prod  ace  all  things  with  which  we  *n  joy'd  or  fed. 
And  tbaae  are  bamo  both  abo?e  our  boad  j 

So  from  tow  persons  doth  ail  bonoor  flow ; 
Khigsy  wliom^ey  would  have  hononr'd,  to  us  show. 
And  bnt  direct  our  honour,  not  bestow. 

For  when  from  heibs  the  pure  part  must  be  won 
Frons  gMs  by  stilling,  this  is  better  done 
By  deq^*d  dimg,  than  by  tba  ftra  or  Son: 

Care  not  then,  madam,  how.  low  your  praises  lie ; 
In  Imbonrer^  ballads  alt  more  piety 
God  findsv  thaa  m  ta  deum'»  melody. 

And  ordnance  railed  on  tow*fs  so  many  mile 
Seod  not  their  voiee,  nor  last  so  long  a  while, 
Aa  finafioB  tb*  Earth's  law  vaaltsin  8icU  isle. 

Shcmld  I  say  I  lir^d  darfcer  than  were  true, 
Your  radiation  eaa  all  elooda  subdue, 
Bot  one :  t  is  best  light  to  contemplate  you* 

You,  for  whose  body  God  omde  better  day. 
Or  took  sool'b  stof^  soeh  as  shall  late  dacay, 
Or  snch  as  needs  small  change  at  the  last  day. 


This,  as  an  amber  drop  enwraps  a  bee. 
Coming  disoorers  your  qoick  soul ;  that  we   [see. 
Jdayia  your  tbiongbabiaeftoat  our  heart's  thoughts 

Yon  teach  (tboogb  we  learn  not)  a  thiog  unknown 
To  our  late  times,  the  use  of  speoular  stone. 
Through  which  all  ddngs  within  without  were  shown. 

Of  socb  wen  temples;  so,  and  such  jrou  are; 
Being  smd  seeming  is  your  equal  care  $ 
And  Tirtues*  whole  sum  is  but  know  and  dare. 

Discretion  is  a  wise  man's  S0Ul,  and  so 
Beligion  is  a  Christian's,  and  yon  kooW 
How  these  are  one;  ber  yea  is  not  her  no. 

But  as  our  souls  of  growth  and  souls  of  sense 
Have  birthright  of  our  reason's  soul,  yet  hence 
They  fly  not  from  that,  nor  seek  precedence : 

Nature's  first  lesson  so  discretion 

Most  not  grudge  aaaL  a  plao^  war  yet  heap  none^ 

Not  banish  itself,  nor  rebgion. 

Nor  may  wa  hope  .to  soldar  stUl  and  knit 

These  two^  and  dare  to  break  them  i  nor  must  wit 

Be  coUeagoe  io  K«ligiaD»  but  bait. 


In  those  poor  tgfm  «f  Qoi  (ffoaod  oMat)  to 
Religion's  types  the  pieoalem  cantras  flow. 
And  are  in  all.  the  lines  which  all  ways  go. 


If  either  over  wrought  in  you  alooOp 
Or  privcipolly,  than  reUgien 
Wrought  your  opid^  and  your  ways 


Go  thitbar  still,  go  tba  smaa  way  you  waati 
Who  so  would  cbaoge,  doth  oovet  or  rspant; 
Neither  can  iwch  youi  great  aad  inoQcant* 


tOTRl 

COIUITBSi  OF  iioxTia^pbif  • 

TkMT  unripe  side  of  Barth,  that  heavy  cUme  , 
Tbat  gives  us  man  up  now,  like  Adam's  time 
Before  he  ate ;  pian's  shape,  that  would  yet  ba 
(Knew  they  not  ft,  and  fear*d  beasts'  oompa«y) 
So  naked  at  this  day,  as  though  man  theia 
From  Paradise  so  great  a  distance  wore. 
As  yet  the  pews  oooid  not  arrived  be 
Of  Adam's  tasting  tba  forbidden  treei 
Deprived  of  tbat  free  state  which  they  ware  ii^ 
And  wapting  the  reward,  yet  bear  the  sin. 

Bpt,asfrom  astremebeigbu  who  downward  looks^ 
Sees  jnea  at  children's  shapes,  rivers  as  hrooki^ 
And  losetb  younger  forms }  so  to  ycnr  eye 
These,  madam,  that  without  yoor  dlabuMa  lie^ 
Must  either  mist,  or  nothing  seam  to  bo. 
Who  are  at  home  but  wit  *s  mora  atomy. 
But  I,  who  «an  behold  them  move  and  sUy, 
Have  found  myself  to  you  just  thehr  midway  } 
And  now  must  pity  them:  for  as  they  do 
Se^m  sick  to  ma,  just  somast  I  to  yao ; 
Yet  peithar  will  I  vex  year  eyaa  to  saa 
A  sighing  ode,  i|or  cremarm'd  elegy- 
I  come  not  to  call  pity  from  your  beait. 
Like  some  wbite-iiver'd  dotaid,  that  would  part 
Else  from  his  slippery  soul  with  a  foist  groans 
And  faithfully  (without  you  smile)  were  gone. 
I  cannot  fo^  the  tempest  of  a  frown, 
I  may  be  rais'd  by  love,  but  not  tbiown  down; 
Though  I  can  pity  those  sigh  twice  a  day, 
I  bate  that  tbis^  whispers  itself  away. 
Yet  since  all  love  is  feverish,  who  to  treea 
Doth  talk,  yet  doth  in  loipe's  oold  ague  fieeae. 
*T  IS  to^ak  but  with  such  fotal  weaknem  made, 
That  it  destroys  itself  with  ilaewn  shade,      [pain. 
Who  first  look'd  sad,  grieVd,  pin'd,  and  show'd  his 
Was  he  that  first  taught  women  to  disdain. 

As  all  things  were  but  one  nothing,  dull  and  weal^ 
Until  this  mw  disordcr'd  heap  did  break. 
And  seveml  desires  lad  paita  away. 
Water  declin'd  with  eaitb,  the  air  did  slay. 
Rre  rope^  and  eaeb  from  ether  but  uotyNl. 
Themselres  uopriaon'd  weret  and  purify'd : 

was  Wve.  first  in  vast  confosion  hid. 
An  unripe  willingness  which  nothing  did, 
A  tbimt,  an  appetite  wbieb  had  no  ease. 
That  found  a  want,  but  knew  not  what  would  please. 
What  pretty  innooeooe  in  tbat  day  mov^! 
Mm  igneraatly  walk'd  by  ber  be  lov'd ; 
Both  sigh'd  and  infearohang'd  a  speaking  eye^ 
Both  trembled  and  were  sick,  yet  knew  not  why« 
That  DAtural  foarfolaaH^  that  struek  man  dumb. 
Might  well  j(thoie  IIbnb  conUer'd)  m 
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As  all  diMoveveii,  wIiom  firat  «wiy 

Rndt  but  the  place;  after,  the  nearert  way : 

So  pasnon  is  to  wenan's  lofe,  abgcit, 

Nay,  farther  off,  than  when  we  first  set  out 

It  is  not  ioye,  that  sues  or  doth  contend ; 

I-ore  either  conqoers,  or  hot  meets  a  friend. 

Man's  bettftr  part  ooosistB  of  pnrer  flra, 

And  finds  itself  alkm'd,  ere  it  desire. 

lAire  is  wise  here,  keeps  home,  gives  reason  sway. 

And  joumies  not  till  it  fistd  sommer-way. 

A  weatheNbeaten  lover,  hot  once  known. 

Is  SfXMTt  for  every  girl  to  practise  on. 

Who  strives  through  wonan^scoms  women  to  know. 

Is  lost,  and  seeks  his  shadow  to  outgo; 

Jt  is  mere  sickness  after  one  disdain, 

Thoagh  he  be  caH'd  aloud,  to  look  again. 

I«t  others  «n  and  grieve  j  one  cnonUig  sleight 

Shan  freeie  my  k)ve  to  crystal  in  a  night 

I  can  lo#e  firrt.  and  (if  I  win)  love  still; 

And  cannot  be  removed,  unless  She  will 

It  ii  her  fault,  if  I  unsure  remain  ; 

She  only  can  unty,  I  bind  again. 

The  honesties  of  lov«  with  esse  I  do, 

But  am  no  porter  fi>r  a  tedions  woe. 

But,  madam,  I  now  think  on  you;  and  here, 
-Where  we  are  at  our  heights,  you,  but  appear ; 
We  ^  but  clouds,  you  rise  from  our  noon-ray. 
But  a  foul  shadow,  not  your  break  of  day. 
You  are  at  firrt^band  all  that 's  fair  and  right ; 
And  ethe»»  good  refieots  but  back  your  light. 
You  are  a  p<    'ectness,  so  curious  hit. 
That  yonngf     flatteries  do  scandal  It ; 
Forw       'sn.Te  doth  what  y«i  are  restrain; 
And  Ui     ,h  beyond,  is  down  the  hill  again. 
We  hftv  e  no  next  way  to  you,  we  cross  to  »t ; 
You  af«  the  straight  line,  thing  prais'd,  attribute : 
Each  good  in  you  's  a  light ;  so  many  a  shade 
You  make,  and  hi  them  are  your  motions  made. 
These  are  your  pictures  to  the  Kfe.    Fromfar 
We  see  you  move,  and  hew  your  Zanis  are : 
So  that  no  fountain  good  there  is,  doth  grow 
In  yoo,  but  our  dim  actions  faintly  show : 

Then  find  I,  if  man*s  noblest  part  be  love. 
Your  purest  lustre  must  that  shadow  move. 
The  soul  with  body  is  a  HeavVi  combin'd 
M^th* Earth,  and  for  man's  ease  nearer  joia*d. 
Where  thoughts,  the  stars  of  soul,  we  understand. 
We  guess  not  their  large  natures,  but  command. 
And  tove  in  you  that  bounty  is  of  light. 
That  gives  to  all,  and  yet  hath  infinite: 
Whose  heat  doth  force  us  thither  to  intend. 
Bat  soul  we  find  too  earthly  to  ascend ; 
Till  slow  access  hath  ma^e  it  wholly  pure, 
Able  immortal  cleamess  to  endure. 
Who  dare  aspire  this  journey  with  a  stain. 
Hath  weight  will  force  him  headlong  back  again. 
No  more  can  impnre  man  retain  and  move 
In  that  pure  region  of  a  wor^y  love, 
Than  earthly  substance  can  unfoic*d  aspire. 
And  leave  his  nature  to  converre  witli  fire. 

Such  may  have  eye  and  baud;   may  sigh,  may 

But,  like  swoln  bubbles,  when  they  »re  highest,  they 

break. 
Though  £ur  removed  northern  isles  scaroe  find 
TJe  Sun*s  comfort,  yet  some  think  him  too  kmd. 
There  is  an  equal  distance  from  her  eye; 
Men  perish  too  fsr  off,  and  bum  too  nigh. 
But  as  air  takes  the  Sun-beams  equal  bright 
Fnom  the  rays  first,  to  bis  last  opposite : 


DONNE'S  POEMS. 

So  happy  man,1}lesi^d  with  a  vhtotos  lov« 
Remote  or  near,  or  howsoe'er  tiiey  move  ; 
Their  viitce  breaks  ail  clouds,  that  naiglit 
There  is  no  emptiness,  but  alt  is  joy. 
He  much  profanes  (whom  valiant  bemls  do 
To  style  hb  wandring  rage  of  pasnon  love. 
Love,  that  imports  in  every  thing  delight. 
Is  foncied  by  the  soul,  not  appetite  ; 
Why  love  among  the  virtues  is  not  knoivii. 
Is,  that  love  Is  them  all  contract  hi  odc. 


A  DIAL06US 

anrwm  sn  «nanr  wooiroir  amd  sou 

If  her  disdain  least  change  in  you  can  move^ 

You  do  not  love; 
For  when  that  hope  gives  fuel  to  the  flre^* 
You  sell  desne. 
Love  is  not  love,  but  given  free; 
And  so  is  mme,  so  should  yours  be. 

Her  heart,  that  melts  to  bear  of  other'a  moai^ 

To  mine  is  stone ; 
Her  eyes,  that  weep  a  stranger's  eyes  to  see, 
Joy  to  wound  me : 
Yet  I  so  well  affbct  each  part. 
As  (caused  by  them)  I  love  my  aa^rt. 

Say  her  disdainings  justly  must  be  gracM 

With  name  of  chaste;  . 
And  that  she  frowns,  lest  bnging  should  csoeed. 
And  raghig  breed ; 
So  her  disdains  can  ne*er  cffimd*;      /' 
Unless  self-love  take  private  end. 

T  is  love  breeds  love  in  me,  and  cold  dia^in 

Kills  that  agam; 
As  water  causeth  fire  to  fret  and  fumc^ 
Till  all  consume. 
Who  can  of  love  more  rich  gift  make. 
Than  to  love's  self  for  k»ve*s  own  sake ! 

I  Ml  never  dig  in  quarry  of  an  heart. 

To  have  no  part ; 
Nor  roast  in  fiery  eyes,  which  always  are 
Canicular. 
Who  this  way  wonid  a  lover  prove. 
May  show  his  patience  not  his  kure. 

A  frown  may  be  sometimes  ibr  physic  good. 

But  not  for  food ; 
And  for  that  raging  humour  there  is  sure     • 
A  gentler  cure. 
Why  bar  you  love  of  private  end. 
Which  never  diould  to  public  tend } 


TO  THB 
COimTBSS  OF  JIBDFORD. 

180UH  nf  vsAirci,  BUT  Nsvaa  rsancrm. 

TaooGB  I  be  dead  and  buried,  yet  I  have   ' 
(Living  in  you)  court  enough  in  my  grave ; 
As  oft  as  tfaere.l  think  myself  to  be. 
So  many  xesorcections  waken  me ; 
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TO  "HB  lAOr  QJMBTf  AMD  MBIb  1 

AMUDIt. 


That  thaiikfbliicn  3/bar  (Strottrs  b»Ye  begot 

Id  me,  embalms  me,  that  I  do  not  rot: 

This  seasoo,  fts  *t  is  Baster,  aa  't  is  spring. 

Must  both  to  growth  and  to  confession  bring 

Mr  thoughts  disposed  unto  yoor  influence,  so 

These  verses  bud,  so  these  confessions  grow  ; 

First  I  confess  I  have  to  others  lent    ' 

Year  stock,  and  over  prodigally  spent 

Your  treasure,  ibr  since  I  bad  never  known 

Virtue  and  beauty,  but  as  they  are  grown 

In  you,  I  should  not  think  or  say  they  sbina^ 

(So  as  I  liave)  in  any  other  mine  ; 

Neat  I  confess  this  my  confession. 

For  *t  is  some  fault  thus  much  to  touch  upon 

YooT  praise  to  yon,  where  half  rights  seem  too  much. 

And  make  yoor  mind*s  sincere  complesuon  biush. 

Next  I  confess  m'  impenitence;  for  I 

Can  scarce  repent  my  first  fenlt,  since  thereby 

Remote  low  spirits,  which  shall  ne'er  lekd  jron. 

May  in  less  lessons  find  enoogh  to  do. 

By  studying  copies,  not  originals  i 


I  RICRI,  faOM 


HiBx,  where  by  all  all  saints  ioroked  ar^ 
T  were  too  mnch  schism  to  be  singnlar. 
And  'gainst  a  practice  general  to  wsor. 

Vet  tvmaDg  to  saints  should  m'  humility 
To  other  saint  than  yon  directed  be. 
That  veie  to  make  my  schism  heresy. 

Nor  would  I  be  a  ooorertite  so  oold. 
As  not  to  tell  it ;  if  this  be  too  bold, 
Widens  are  in  this  market  cheaply  sold* 

Where,  because  feith  is  in  too  low  degree| 

I  thought  it  some  apostleship  in  me 

To  speak  things,  which  by  fiuth  alone  I  see. 

That  is,  oCybn,  who  are  a  finnament 

Of  virtoeS)  where  no  one  is  grown  or  spent; 

They  *re  your  materials,  not  yonr  omamenb 

Others,  whom  we  eall  nrtuons,  sre  ilot  so 

In  their  whole  substance  ;  but  their  virtues  groir 

But  in  their  humours,  and  at  seasons  show. 

For  when  through  tasteless  flat  humility 

In  dough-bak'd  men  some  harralesmess  we  see, 

*T  b  bnt  his  phlegm  that 's  virtuons,  and  not  he : 

So  is  the  blood  sometimes ;  whoever  ran 
To  danger  qnimportnn'd,  he  was  thjen 
No  better  than  a  sanguine- virtuous  man. 

So  cloister'd  men,  who  in  pretence  of  fear 

All  contribntioos  to  this  life  forbear. 

Have  virtue  in  melancholy,  and  only  there. 

SpiritQal  choleric  critic,  which  in  all 

Iteligioos  find  faults»  and  forgive  00  fell, 

Htre  throtfgii  this  seal  virtue  but  hi  their  gall. 


Wt  're  thos  bnt  peieal  gnilti  4o  goU  we  'n  gnvi^ 

When  virtue  is  our  soul*s  oompleSiDon : 

Who  knows  his  virtue's  name  pnplaoe»  bath  noBSb 

Virtne  's  but  agueish,  when 't  is  several. 
By  occasion  wak'd  and  circumstantial ; 
True  virtue's  soul,  always  in  all  deeds  alL 

This  tirtue  thinking  to  give  dignity 
To  your  soul,  found  there  no  infirmityt 
For  your  soul  was  as  good  rirtne  as  she. 

She  th^iefore  wrought  .upon  that  part  of  3roa, 
Which  is  scarce  less  than  soul,  as  she  couli  do^ 
And  so  hath  made  your  beau^  firtoe  too. 

Hence  comes  it,  that  voor  beauty  wounds  Dotheait% 
As  others',  with  pr^mne  and  sensual  darts 
Bnt  as  an  influence  virtuous  thoughts  imparts. 

Bnt  if  soch  friends  by  th'  honour  of  yoor  si|^ 

Grow  capable  of  this  so  grokt  a  lights 

As  to  partake  your  virtues,  and  their  might  2 

What  must  I  think  that  influence  must  do^ 
Where  it  finds  simpathy  and  matter  too^ 
Virtue  and  beauty,  of  the  same  stuff  as  yoa  } 

Which  is  ^onr  noble  tporthy  sister;  she. 
Of  whom  if,  what  in  this  my  ecstas]Ai9 
And  revelation  of  you  both  I  see^     j^    ^. 

I  should  write  here,  as  in  short  gaUesHn';|uuf' 
The  msster  at  the  end  large  glasses  tres, .  % 
So  to  present  the  room  twice  to  our  ejFes:   '^ 

So  I  should  give  this  letter  length,  and  say 
That  which  I  said  of  you ;  there  is  no  way 
From  either,  but  to  th'  other,  not  te  stray. 

May  therefore  this  W  enough  to  testify 
My"  true  devotion,  free  from  flattery ; 
He  that  belietes  himself,  doth  nevsr  he. 


Tont 
comiTBit  o»  iAUBBimy* 

Mtoowtp  1614^ 

Fam,  ^reat,  and  good,  since  seeing  you  «e  see 
What  Heav*n  can  do,  what  any  earth  ean  be  t 
Since  now  your  beauty  shines,  now  wlm  the  Sao, 
Grown  stale,  is  to  so  low  a  value  run. 
Thai  his  dishevel'd  beams  and  scatter'd  fires 
Serve  but  for  ladies'  periwigs  and  tires 
In  loven*  sonnets :  you  come  to  repair 
God's  book  o£  creatures,  teaching  what  is  feir. 
Since  now,'when  aU  is  witber^l,  shrunk,  end  dry'd. 
All  v^fftoes  cbb'd  out  to  a  dead  low  tide,         ^ 
All  the  world's  trame  being  crumbled  into  sand, 
Whkre  ev'ry  men  thinks  by  himself  to  stand. 
Integrity,  friendship,  and  confidence, 
(Cements  of  greatness)  being  vapour'd  heooe^ 
And  narrow  man  being  fill'd  with  littlo  shares, 
Courts,  city,  church,  are  all  shops  of  small-iru««» 
All  having. blown  to  sparks  their  noble  flre^ 
And  draWa  their  sound  gold  ingot  into  wirt ; 
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To  maike  abridgmanti  tnd  to  draw  t»  leii, 

Bvw  that  nfltiuof^y  wincii  at  ntit  wa  vara  ^ 

Sinea  in  thase  times  your  greatoesi  doth  appav» 

And  that  wa  laiim  by  it,  that  man,  to  gat 

Towards  bim  that  *8  inflfaiitay  mint  first  ba  gV6aL 

Sinoa  inan  aga  to  ill,  as  aona  is  fit 

So  much  as  to  aceosa,  much  lass  mand  it, 

(For  who  can  jodge  or  witness  of  those  timas, 

Where  all  alii^  are  gnilty  of  the  crimes ?) 

l¥here  ha,  that  wottid  be  good,  ii  thoogfat  by  all 

A  monster,  or  at  best  fimtastical: 

ffince  now  yon  dorst  be  good,  and  that  I  do 

Disoain,  by  otuio^  to  contemplate  yon, 

"Hiat  theremay  be  degrees  of  ftnr,  great,  good, 

Throagh  your  light,  laigeness,  Tirtoe  und«rrtood : 

tf  in  this  sacrifice  of  mine  be  shown  / 

Any  smafi  spark  of  thes&  call  it  yonrown : 

And  if  things  like  these  nare  been  said  by  me 

Of  others;  call  not  that  idolatry. 

For  had  Ood  made  man  flnt,  and  man  had  seen 

The  third  day's  fhiits  and  flowers,  and  Tarioos 

green, 
He  might  haTe  said  the  best  that  he  ooold  say 
Of  those  liur  creatures,  which  weremada  that  day: 
And  when  next  day  he  had  admir'd  the  bhth 
Of  Son,   Moon,   stars,  fiuinr  tfami  latB-pfan'd 

Earth, 
Be  ndght  hare  wM  tha  beat  tl^  he  could  say. 
And  not  be  chid  for  praising  ytertardayr 
So  though  some  thin^i  nra  not  Ibgcther  true. 
As,  that  another's  worthiest,  and,  that  yon : 
Yet  to  say  so  doth  not  condemn  a  man. 
If,  when  he  spoke  them,  they  were  both  trao  then* 
How  imr  a  proof  of  this  in  our  soul  grows  ? 
Wa  first  have  souls  of  growth,  and  sense;   and 

'  those, 
When  oor  last  soul,  our  aool  immortal,  came, 
Were  swaltow'd  into  it,  and  have  no  name : 
Nor  doth  he  iiyure  those  aouls,  which  doth  cast 
The  power  anoF praise  of  both  thenvon  the  last; 
No  more  do  I  wrong  any,  if  I  adore  . 
The  same  thingv  now,  which  I  adofd  befbiw. 
The  sul:jeotchang*d,  and  measure;  tha  same  thing 
In  a  low  constable  and  in4haking 
I  reverence ;  his  power  to  work  on  me : 
So  did  I  humbly  reverence  eadi  degree 
Of  fsiVf  grtnt,  good  ;  but  more,  now  I  am  come 
From  having  Ibmid  their  wsllla^  tn  find  their 

home. 
And  as  I  owe  my  flnt  sou!^  thanks,  that  they 
For  my  last  soul  did  fit  and  mould  my  clay. 
So  am  I  debtor  unto  them,  whose  worth 
Enabled  me  to  profit,  and  take  ferth 
TIiIb  new  great  lesaon,  thus  to  study  ybn ; 
Which  none,  not  reading  others  firtft,  ooutd  cfow 
Nor  lack  1  Hgfat  to  read  this  book,  though  I 
In  a  dark  cave,  yea,  in  a  grave  do  He ; 
For  as  jrour  fienow  angels,  so  you  do 
lUttstrate  them,  who  come  to  study  yon. 
The  first,  whom  we  In  histories  do  find 
To  have  profeM'd  all  arts,  was  on^ bom fdhid: 
He  lack*d  those  eves  beasts  have  as  well  as  we. 
Not  those,  by  which  angels  are  s«en  and  see; 
So,  though  I  'm  bom  without  those  eyes  to  liv^ 
Which  Fortune,  who  hath  none  hemelf,  doth  give, 
Which  are  fit  means  to  see  bright  courts  atad  yon. 
Yet  may  I  see  yon  thus,  as  now  I  do; 
I  shall  by  that  all  goodness  have  discem'd. 
And,  tlioo^  I  bum  my  library,  be  leam*d. 


Domon  POEMS. 


TO  TBI  LAOT  SBOFOBD. 

Yon  that  are  ihe  and  you,  that  "s  double  A«^ 
In  her  dead  face  half  of  yoonelf  shall  see; 
She  was  the  other  part ;  for  so  they  do^ 
Which  build  them  ftiendsbips,  become  one  <if  two; 
So  bfo»  that  Irat  tbemselTes  no  third  can  lit. 
Which  were  to  be  so,  when  they  were  not  yet 
Twins,  though  their  birth  Coaco  and  Mosoo  take^ 
As  divers  stars  one  constellation  make ; 
Paired  like  two  eyes,  have  equal  motioQ,  an 
Both  but  one  means  to  see,  one  way  to  go. 
Had  you  dyM  first,  a  carcass  she  had  been ; 
And  we  your  rich  tomb  in  her  face  had  seen* 
She  like  the  soul  is  gone,  and  you  here  stay. 
Not  a  live  friend,  but  th*  other  half  of  clay  ; 
And  nnce  you  act  that  part,  as  men  say,  here 
Lies  such  a  prmce,  when  but  one  part  is  there  ; 
And  do  all  honour  and  devotioo  due 
Unto  the  whole,  so  we  alt  reverence  yon  ; 
For  such  a  firieodship  who  wonM  not  adore 
In  you,  who  are  all  what  both  were  before  f 
Not  all,  as  if  some  perished  by  this. 
But  so,  as  all  in  you  contracted  is ; 
Ab  of  this  all  though  many  parts  decay. 
The  pure,  which  elemented  them,  shall  stay. 
And  though  diffcrt* dj  add  spread  hi  iofimtcs. 
Shall  re-collect,  and  in  one  all  unite : 
So  madam,  as  her  soul  to  Heav'n  is  fied. 
Her  flesh  rests  in  the  earth,  as  in  the  bed  ; 
Her  virtues  do,  as  to  their  proper  sphere^ 
Return  to  dwell  with  yon,  of  whom  they  wers : 
As  perfect  motions  are  all  circular; 
So  they  to  you,  their  sea,  whence  less  streams  are. 
She  was  alt  sptces,  you  all  metals ;  so 
In  you  two  we  did  both  rich  lodias  know. 
And  as  no  fire  nor  rust  can  spend  or  waste 
One  dram  of  gold,  but  what  was  first  shall  last  ^ 
Though  it  be  fbrcM  in  water,  eftrth,  salt,  air, 
ExpansM  in  infinite,  none  wiH  impair; 
So  to  younelf  yon  may  addltionB  take. 
But  nothing  can  you  less  or  changed  make. 
Seek  not,in  seeking  new,  to  seem  to  doubt. 
That  you  can  matdi  her,  or  not  be  without ; 
But  let  some  fkithfbl  book  in  her  room  b^ 
Yet  bat  of  Judith  no  such  book  as  she. 


tuvBQ  vo  wmn  mvu. 

Warn  is  that  holy  fire,  which  verse  ia  said 
To  have } '  is  that  enchanting  force  decay'd  ? 
Vene,  thatdraws  Nature's  works  from  Nature^  law, 
Thee,  her  best  woik,  to  her  work  cannot  draw. 
Have  my  tears  quenchM  my  old  poetic  fhe ; 
Why  queneh'd  they  not  as  well  that  of  desire  ? 
Thoughts,  my  mind's  creatures,  often  are  with  thee; 
But  I,  their  maker,  want  their  Tiberty : 
Only  thine  image  in  my  heart  doth  tiit; 
Bnt  that  'tt  wax,  and  fires  environ  it. 
My  fires  have  driren,  thine  have  drawn  it  hence; 
And  I  am  Tofob'd  of  picture,  heart,  and  sense. 
Dwells  with  me  still  mine  irksome  memory: 
Which  both  to  keep  and  lose  grieves  equally. 
That  tells  how  fair  thou  art :  thou  art  so  fiur. 
As  gods,  when  gods  to  thee  I  do'  compare. 
Are  grac'd  thereby;  and  to  make  blind  men  see, 
WhAt  tilings  godft  aie^  Isay  they  *tt  hl»  totbee. 
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For  if  «e  Jndy  caD  Mdi  dBsr  IMD 

A  little  world,  what  diall  we  emil  tbet  tibia} 

TboQ  tft  not  eoft|  end  dcu*  ud  iiisigUly  and  fldv^ 

At  doim,  u  fltan,  cedaiii  end  liKes  eve  { 

But  thy  right  hand,  and  cheek,  and  eye  imltf 

Are  like  thy  other  hand,  and  clieck,  and  eye. 

Sock  was  my  Phao  awhile,  hot  ahail  he  nerer 

As  thoa  wast,  art,  and  oh !  may'tt  thoa  be  eier. 

Bme  loren  swear  in  their  idolatry. 

That  I  am  such  y  hot  grief  dhwokwirs  me  t 

And  yet  I  grieve  the  less,  left  gdef  rediove 

My  beauty,  and  make  m'  onworthy  of  thy  loroi 

Plays  some  soft  boy  with  thee?  oh!  therewanlsyst 

A  mutual  leeiiqg,  which  ibooM  sweeten  it. 

His  chin,  a  thorny  hairy  nnercnness. 

Doth  threaten,  and  some  daily  change  posfesit 

Thy  body  is  a  natural  paradise. 

In  whoK  self,  anmanur*d,  all  pleasure  lics^ 

Nor  needs  parfectkn;  wfey  shoakl'attboa  then 

Admit  the  tillage  of  a  haish  roogh  man  ? 

Men  leare  behind  them  that,  which  their  sin  shows. 

And  are  as  thieves  traced,  which  rob  when  it  snows  ; 

^  of  our  dalUaiioe  no  more  ngns  there  are. 

Then  fishes  leare  In  stmms»  or  birds  hi  air. 

And  between  aa  all  satutmjs  may  he  had; 

All,  all  that  natnre  yields,  or  ait  can  add. 

My  tao  Uft,  eyas,  thighs,  diifer  from  thy  taa^ 

But  80,  as  thme  fiom  one  aaothar  do; 

And,  oh!  BonMrej  the  likeness  being  sach, 

Why  should  they  not  aMha  m  all  parts  touch? 

Hsni  to  strange  hand,  lip  to  lip  none  denies; 

WhyshoaUthay  bicast  to  bfcastyorthighs  to  thigM 

likeness  begm»  aneh  strange  self-flattery. 

That  toochtng  myself,  all  seems  dona  to  thee. 

Myself  I  embrace^  aad  mine  own  hands  I  kisi» 

And  anoroQsly  thank  nyielfftir  this. 

Me  in  my  glass  1  call  thae;  but,alast 

When  1  would  kiss,  tears  dim  mine  eyes  and  glam. 

0  care  this  loving  madness,  and  raslota 

Me  u>  me ;  thee  aiy  half,  my  all,  my  mare. 

So  may  thy  cheek's  red  outwear  scarlet  die^ 

And  their  white  whiteness  of  the  galaxy ; 

So  may  thy  anghty  amaxaig  bSMty  masa 

£oTy  in  sU  womeoy  and  in  all  nien  losa; 

Aad  10  be  change  aad  sidmess  ihr  ftwB  tha^ 

As  thoa,  by  oomlag  naar^  kee]^  them  ftam  maw 
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TO  mm  jomoM* 

JAX.  6, 1603. 

Tst  rtste  and  men's  afihim  are  the  best  plays 
Nett  yours;  *t  is  aotmoiv  nor  less  than  dnapiaisei 
Write,  but  iaach  not  the  mocls  desceadiug  race 
Of  lords' houses,  so  setttsd  in  worth's  places 
As  but  themsehrea  none  think  them  luoipeis  I 
U  is  ao  fault  ia  thee  to  saffer  theiTfr 
If  the  queen  osask,  or  king  a  hantiag  goy 
Though  aH  the  couitfettow,lettbem.    Waknow 
Like  them  b  goadarmthat  eaait  ae>er  will  be^ 
I^  that  vare  virtue,  aad  net  flattery. 
Forget  we  were  thfost  oat    his  bat  thus 
^^  threaUas  kings,  kings  leads,  as  losdsdo  as^ 
Jadge  of  stiai^ters,  trust  an^  believe  your  friend, 
^  80  me;  and  when  I  troe  fiieadship  ead. 
With  gaihyeeaseieaee  let  me  ha  woias  staag 
ThsD  with  Bopham-s  lealsnoe  thlrfm^  ar  €^k% 
tongaa 


Traitors  astb  VrNUMgam 

As  to  my  liieady  aad  myself  as  coaaseis 

Lstlbr  awhUe  thatime^  unthrifty  taat 

Oootenm  learning*  aad  all  your  stadias  float : 

Let  them  soom  Hell,  they  will  a  saijeant  fear, 

Mosa  than wethem;  thai  are  loag  Ood  may  fofbear. 

But  creditors  will  not.    Let  tbsm  insraasa 

In  riot  and  ssam,  aa  their  means  ceaae; 

Let  them  soom  him  that  made  them,  andstiH  shan 

His  grace,  but  lova  the  where,  who  hath  andsna 

Them  and  thehrsoalfc    Bat,  that  thay  thai  allaw 

Bui  ona  God,  should  have  religioas  enow 

For  thaqaeea'saiash,  aad  thehr  hnshunds,fcri 

Than  all  the  Oeatiiss  knew  or  Atlas  baiei 

Well,  let  all  pass,  and 

The  hfaishd  iaed,,iMr  yisaslssth  i 


TO  BBM  JOMf  OH. 

MOV.  9,  1603. 

If  great  mea  wvbag  me^  I  will  spare  aqrv^; 
If  mean,  I  will  spare  them;  I  know,  the  ps^ 
Which  is  ill  got,  the  owner  doth  upbraid ; 
It  may  oompt  a  jodge,''flnke  me  aftaid 
Andajury:  hot  twill revenga in  this^ 
That,  though  himself  be  judge,  he  guilty  k.     ' 
Whatcara  I  though  of  weaknem  men  tmc  aw  ^ 
I 'd  rather  suflsasr  thaa  doss  be{ 
Thai  I  did  trust  it  was  my  ustaie't  praiiSb 
For  breach  of  word  I  knew  but  as  a  phrase. 
That  judgmoBt  H,  that  surely  can  oompilse 
The  world  in  meoepts,  most  hiqppy  and  uMSt  wise. 
What  though  r  though  less,  yet  some  of  both  have 
Who  have  leam'd  it  by  use  and  nuseiy.  [wa^ 

Poor  I,  whom  every  petty  cross  doth  tioahle. 
Who  apprehend  each  hurt,  that  Is  done  me,  doublai 
Am  of  this  (though  it  should  think  me)  careless 
It  would  but  force  me  t'  a  stricter  goodness. 
They  have  great  gam  of  me,  who  gain  do  whs 
(If  such  gain  be  not  loss)  firom  every  sin. 
The  standhig  of  great  men's  lives  woald  aA»id 
A  pretty  sum,  if  God  would  sell  his  woid. 
He  cannot;  they  can  theirs,  and  break  them  Umk 
How  unlike  they  are  that  they  Ye  likenad  to2 
Yet  I  conclude,  they  are  amidst  my  evils^ 
Ifgood,likegodh;  thenanghtaresolikadasils. 


TO  US  THO.  ftOWS. 

1603l' 


Till  bar,  if  sha  to  hired  ssrraats  show 

Dislike  before  they  take  their  leave  they  go  j 

When  noblar  spirits  start  at  no  disgnee; 

For  who  bath  but  one  mind,  hath  but  one  Ihce. 

If  thta  why  I  take  aot  my  leave  she  ask. 

Ask  her  again  why  she  dhi  not  uamairtc. 

Was  she  or  pread  or  cruel,  or  knew  she 

T  would  Bwke  my  loss  more  felt,  and  pity'd  me  f 

Or  did  she  fear  one  kiss  might  stay  Ibr  moe? 

Or  else  was  she  nawilling  I  should  go  } 

I  think  the  best,  and  love  so  faithfally, 

I  cannot  chossa  but  think  that  she  fares  me; 

If  this  psota  aot  aiy  Ihith,  then  let  her  try 

How  la  hat  serviaa  I  waaM  fractiiy. 
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DONNE'S  FQE&fS. 


That  decaj'd  «ortli,^iid  prov«  tbe  tini«i  pwfc  true. 
Thai  be,  wboie  wit  tad  vmm  growt  now  fo  kune. 
With  101^  to  ber  will  Um  wild  fanh  tame. 
Howa'er,  I  '11  wmr  Um  bbusk  and  white  ribband; 
.WUtefor  bar  Ibitimn,  btaoklbr  mmeriMil  ftand. 
I  do  etteem  her  fvnmr,  not  the  fluff; 
If  what  I  ba^e  was  given,  I  're  enougb, 
Andall'iwdUlbrhadshelov'd,  IhadoDthad    . 
AU  my  fraendi'  bate;  far  now  departing  nd 
Ifeelnoitfaat:  yet  as  tbe  rack  the  gout 
Cures,  so  hath  this  wone  grief  that  quite  irat  out: 
My  fint  disease  nought  but  that  wotm  enreth, 
Which  (I  dare  foresay)  nothing  cures  but  death. 
Tell  her  all  thisbefSMe  I  amibffgot. 
That  not  too  late  she  grieve  she  lov*d  me  not 

Buidened  with  thin,  I  was  to  depart  less 
Willhig  than  those  which  die»  and  not  confess. 


FUNERAL  ELEGIES. 


ANATOMY  OF  THE  WORLD. 

wnftsnr,  sr  occAnoH  or  tbs  untiiiilt  dbatr  oy 

MIS.  SUSASmi  DIVRY,  THS  nAILTT  AHO  OSCAT  OP 

TBI  wnoLS  II  uirtiaEimik. 

THB  nRST  AHNITSRSART. 

To  ihepndse  qf  ike  dead,  and  the  anatomy, 

WsLt  dy'd  the  world,  that  we  might  live  to  see 

This  world  of  wit  in  his  anatomy  i 

1V6  evil  wants  his  good ;  so  wilder  heirs 

Bedew  their  father's  tombs  with  forced  tears, 

Whose  'state  requites  their  loss :  while  thus  we  gam, 

Weirmay  we  walk  in  blacks,  bnt  not  coroplain. 

Yet  how  can  I  coosent  the  world  is  dead. 

While  this  Muse  lives  ?  which  in  his  spirit's  stead 

Seems  to  inform  a  world,  and  bids  it  be, 

lA  spHe  of  loss  or  frail  mortality  ? 

And  tbou  the  subject  of  this  well-bom  thought, 

Thrice  noble  maid,  couldst  uot  have  found  nor  sought 

A  fitter  time  to  yield  to  thy  sad  ftite. 

Than  while  this  spirit  lives,  that  can  relate 

Thy  worth  so  well  to  bdr  Ias£  nephew's  eyne. 

That  they  shall  wonder  both  at  his  and  thine : 

Admired  match  !  where  strives  in  mutual  grace 

Hie  cunning  pencil  and  the  comely  fsce ; 

A  task,  which  thy  fair  goodness  made  too  much 

For  the  bold  pride  of  vulgar  pens  to  totf  ch : 

Enough  it  is  to  praise  them  that  praise  thee. 

And  say,  that  but  enough  those  praises  be. 

Which,  hadst  thou  liv'd,  had  hid  their  fearfal  bead 

From  th'  angry  checkings  of  thy  modest  red : 

Death  ban  reward  and  shame;  when  envy's  gone, 

And  gain,  't  is  safie  to  give  tbe  dead  their  own. 

As  then  the  wise  Egyptians  wont  to  lay 

More  on  their  tombs  than  bouses;  these  of  day. 

But  those  of  brass  or  marble  were :  so  we 

Give  more  unto  thy  ghost  than  unto  thee. 

Yet  what  we  give  to  thee,  tbou  gav'st  to  us. 

And  may'st  but  thank  thyself,  for  \tmag  thus: 

Yet  what  thou  gav^  and  wert,  O  happy  maid. 

Thy  grace  profess^  all  due^  whoa  *t  is  rqpaid. 


So  these  high  sags,  tiiat  to  tbee  soiled  bitv 

Serve  bat  fo  sound  thy  maker's  pvaise  assd  thins ; 

Whieh  thy  dear  soul  aa  sweetly  sings  to  btm 

Amid  tbe  choir  of  sainta  and  sersphim. 

As  any  angels*  tongues  can  smg  of  thee; 

Tbe  subje^  differ,  though  tfa^  skill  agree: 

For  as  by  infknt  yean  men  judge  of  age. 

Thy  cariy  love,  tiiy  vhtues  did  presage 

What  high  part  thou  bear'st  in  those  best  of  sonss, 

Whereto  no  bnvden,  nor  no  end  belongs. 

Sing  on,  thou  virgin  soul,  whose  kssfbl  gain 

Thy  love-sick  parents  have  bewail'd  in  vain; 

Never  may  thy  name  be  in  songs  forgot. 

Till  we  shall  sing  thy  ditty  and  thy  note* 


AM  AVATOMT  OF  THB  WOBI.D. 


Whw  that  rich  soul,  which  to  her  HeavHi  is  gone. 
Whom  all  do  celebnte,  who  know  they  *ve  one, 
(For  who  b  sure  be  bath  a  soul,  unless 
it  see,  and  judge,  and  foltow  worthiness, 
And  by  deeds  praise  it  ?  be,  who  doth  not  this. 
May  lodge  an  Inmate  sonl,  but  *t  is  not  bis) 
When  that  queen  ended  here  her  progress  time, 
Andias  t'  her  standing  boose  to  Heav'tt  did  climb; 
Where,  kwth  to  make  the  saints  attend  her  long. 
She 's  now  a  part  both  of  the  choir  anii  son^: 
This  world  in  that  great  earthquake  langushed ; 
For  in  a  oommion  bath  of  teon  it  bled, 
Which  drew  the  strongest  vital  spirits  out : 
But  soccoor'd  them  with  a  perplexed  doubt. 
Whether  the  world  did  lose,  or  gain  in  this, 
(Because  since  now  no  other  way  there  is 
But  goodness,  to  see  her,  whom  ail  would  ses^ 
All  must  endeavour  to  be  good  fs  she) 
This  great  consumption  to  a  fever  tum'd. 
And  so  tbe  world  bad  fits;  it  joy'd,  it  moamM; 
And  as  men  think  that  agues  physic  are. 
And  th'  ague  being  spent,  give  over,  care : 
So  thou,  Sick  worid,  mistak'st  thyself  to  be 
Well»  wheo,  alas!  thou  'rt  in  a  lethargy: 
Her  death  did  wound  and  tame  thee  then,  and  thai 
Tbou  migbtlst  have  better  vpafd  the  Sun,  or  man. 
That  wound  was  deep ;  but 't  is  more  misery. 
That  thou  hast  lost  thy  sense  and  memory. 
T  was  heavy  thewto  hear  thy  vi^e  of  moan. 
But  this  is  worse,  that  tbou  art  speechlen  grown. 
.  Thou  hast  forgot  thy  name  thou  hadst ;  thou  west 
Nothing  but  sbe,  and  her  thou  hast  o'erpast 
For  as  a  child  kept  from  the  fount,  until 
A  prince,  expected  long,  oome  to  fblfil 
The  ceremonies,  tbou  uonam'd  hadst  laid. 
Had  not  her  coming  thee  her  palace  made; 
Her  name  defin'd  thee,  gave  thee  form  and  frame, 
And  tbou  ibrget'st  to  c«lebrete  thy  name. 
Some  months  sbe  hath  been  dead,  (but  being  dead, 
Measures  of  time  are  all  determined) 
But  long  sh'  hath  been  away,  long,  long ;  yet  none 
Offen  to  toll  us,  who  it  is  that 's  gone. 
But  as  in  states  doubtfbl  of  fbture  hetrs. 
When  sickness  without  remedy  impain 
The  present  prince,  they 're  loath  it  riioold  be  8si4 
The  prince  doth  langnish,  or  the  prince  is  dead: 
So  maakmd,  feeliog  now  a  general  tb«w» 
A  stfuof  exaoiple  fgtme,  equal  to  law. 
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The  ceBCBt,  which  did  ftiOifbUy  coiii|»et 
And  give  all  virtiMt»  now  mohr'd  and  ilftck'd« 
Thougfatt  jt  wBie  blMphemy  to  Mj  ah*  wm  dead. 
Or  that  oar  iveakaeis  «m  discovered 
In  that  coofenion}  therefore  tpoke  no  more, 
Than  tongues,  the  s joI  being  gone,  the  loss  deplore. 
Bat  tiioiijgh  it  be  too  late  to  sooooor  thee, 
S^k  vorjk^  yea  dead,  yea'patrified,  since  she. 
Thy  intrinaii.  bahn  and  thy  presenratiTe, 
Can  never  be  renewM,  thou  never  live ; 
I  (since  no  man  can  make  thee  live)  will  try 
XVhat  we  may  gaio  by  thy  anatomy. 
Her  death  hath  taught  ut  deariy,  ^ttbon  art 
Corrapt  and  mortal  in  thy  paiest  part. 
Let  no  man  say,  the  world  itself  being  deed, 
*T  is  lahoar  lost  to  have  disooversd 
The  world's  inArmities^'  since  there  is  none 
Alive  to  study  this  dissection; 
For  there  *s  a  kind  of  world  remaining  still; 
Though  she,  which  did  inanimate  and  fill 
The  world,  be  gone,  yet  in  this  last  long  n^ht 
Her  ghost  doth  walk,  that  is,  a  glimmering  light, 
A  fiuot  weak  love  of  viftne,  and  of  good 
Reflects  from  bar  on  them,  which  understood 
Her  worth  ;  and  though  she  have  shot  in  all  day, 
The  twilight  of  her  memory  doth  stey ; 
Which,  from  the  carcass  of  the  old  world  free. 
Creates  a  new  world,  and  new  creatures  be 
Prodwc'd:  the  matter  and  the  i^uff  of  thk 
Her  virtoe,  and  the  form  our  piactice  is: 
And  thoQgh  to  be  thus  elemented  arm 
These  oreainnM  ftqm  home-bom  intrinsic  harm,    - 
(For  all  assum'd  unto  this  dignity. 
So  many  weedleis  paradises  beb 
Which  of  themselves  produce  no  venomone  sin. 
Except  eome  foreign  ^eipent  tyiog  it  iu) 
Yet  because  outwiurd  storms  the  strongest  break, 
And  strength  itself  by  confidenoo  grows  weak. 
This  new  world  may  be  safer,  being  told 
The  daqgers  and  diseases  of  the  old: 
For  with  due  temper  men  do  then  forego 
Or  oovet  things,  when  they  their  true  worth  know. 
There  is  no  health ;  physicians  say  that  we 
At  best  eiyoy  but  a  neotrality. 
And  can  thore  be  worse  sickness  than  to  know, 
Hiat  we  are  never  well,  nor  can  be  so? 
We  are  bom  ruinous:  poor  mothers  cry,  ' 
That  children  come  not  right  nor  orderly. 
Except  they  headlong  come  and  fidl  upon 
An  ominoos  precipitation. 
How  witty*s  min,  how  importunate 
Upon  mflinkiod !  it  labour'd  to  frustrate 
Even  God's  poTpose;  and  made  woman,  sent 
For  mant  relief;  cause  of  his  hmgnishment; 
They  were  to  good  ends,  and  t|iey  are  sosttllf 
But  accessary,  and  principal  in  ill; 
For  that  first  marriage  was  our  funeral : 
One  woman  at  one  blow  then  kiUM  us  all. 
And  singly  one  by  one  they  kill  us  now. 
And  we  delightfully  ourselves  allow 
To  that  consumption;  and,  proAisely  blind. 
We  kin  onrselves  to  propagate  our  koid; 
And  yet  we  do  not  that;  we  are  not  men: 
There  is  not  now  that  mankind,  which  was  then, 
When  as  the  Son  and  man  did  seem  to  striv^ 
( Jomt-tenanto  of  the  world)  who  should  sarvive ; 
When  stag  and  raven,  and  the  kmg'liv'd  tree. 
Compared  with  man,  dy'd  m  minority ; 
When,  if  a  slow-pac'd  star  had  stol'b  away 
From  the  observer's  marking,  he  might  stay 
VOL  V.  -.^  ^       , 


Two  or  three  hnndred  yeatt  to  aee  ^  again,       i  ■ 

And  then  make  np  his  observation  plains 

When  as  the  age  was  long,  the  riae  was  great; 

Man's  growth  oonftBBB*d  and  reoompens*d  the  meat ; 

So  spacious  and  large,  that  every  soul 

Did  a  fair  kingdom  and  laige  realm  control; 

And  when  the  very  steture  thus  erect-  - 

Did  that  soul  a  good  way  towards  HeavVi  direct : 

Where  m  this  mankind  now  I  .who  lives  to  age, 

Pit  to  be  made  Metbosalem  hu  page  ?    •  . 

Alas!  we  acaroe  live  lung  enough  to  try 

Whether  a  tme  made  clock  run  right  or  lie. 

Old  grandaives.talk  of  yesterday  with  sonwt  r  ■' ' 

And  for  our  children  we  reserve  to  moirow. 

So  short  is  lifie,  that  every  peasant  strives, 

In  a  torn  bouse,  or  fiekl,  to  have  three  Uves^ 

And  as  in  laa^g,  so  in  length,  is  man,     ' 

Contracted  to  an  inch,  who  was  a  spaaf 

For  had  a  man  at  first  in  forests  stray*d 

Or  shipwredi'd  in  the  sea,  one  wonkl  have  laid 

A  wager,  that  an  elephant  or  whale. 

That  met  hhn,  would  not  hastily  aatail ,       ,    • 

A  thing  so  equal  to  him:  now,  alas  ! 

The  foiries  and  the  pygmies  well  maypaaa        ' 

As  credible;  mankind  decajrseo  soon, ' 

We  're  scarce  our  father's  ^baddws  cast'Sft-mon  s 

Only  death  adds  t'  our  length:  nor  are  ww  gfown -* 

In  steture  to  be  men,  till  we  are  none.    '   * 

But  this  were  light,  did  our  lesri-vniume  hold  •'- 

All  the  old  test;  or  had  we  changed  to  gold 

Their  silver,  or  disposed  mto  less  glass 

Spirits  of  virtue^  which  l^en  scattered  was : 

But  H  is  not  so:  we'rr  not  setir'd,  but  damii^d ; 

And  as  our  bodies,  so  dur  minda  are  cmmp'd  z 

n*  is  shrinking,  not  close  weaving,  that  hath  thna 

In  mind  and  body  botii  bedwaifed  nt. 

We  seem  ambitioos  €od*s  whole  work  t*  undo; 

Of  nothing  he  made  ns,  and  we  strive  too 

To  bring  ounelvea  to  aolhittg  back;  andwt 

Do  what  we  can,  to  do  t  as  aoott  as  he : 

With  new  diseases  on  oararivea  we;  war. 

And  with  sew  physic,  a  worse  enj^  hat. 

This  man,  this  world's  tioe^emperor^  in  whom 

M\  foeoltieB,  all  graces  aM at  boaw; 

And  if  in  other  creatores  they  appear, 

They  're  but  man's  nunisters  and  fegats  there. 

To  woric  on  thehr  rebellions,  and  reduce 

Them  to  civility  and  to  man's  use : 

This  mam  whom  God  did  woo^  and,  loth  f  atteott 

Till  man  came  up,  did  down  to  man  descend : 

This  man  so  great,  that  all  that  isi  is  his, 

Oh  what  a  trifle  and  poor  thing  be  is  I 

If  man  were  any  thing,  he 's  notfamg  now ; 

Help,  or  at  least  some  time  to  wsete  dk>w 

T  his  other  wants,  yet  when  he  did  depart 

With  her,  whom  we  lament,  he  lost  his  heart 

Shc^  of  whom  th*  ancienti  seem'd  to  prophesy, 

When  they  call'd  Tirtnes  by  the  name  orshc ; 

She,  in  whom  virtoe  was  so  much  refin'd, 

That  f^r  allay  unto  so  pure  a  mind 

She  took  the  weaker  ^ :  she,  that  coold  drive 

The  poisonous  tinotare  and  the  stain  of  Eve 

Out  of  her  thoughts  and  deeds,  and  purify 

All  by  a  true  religk)i»  alchymy ; 

She,  sheisdead;  she'sdead:  when  then knowVtthil^ 

Thou  know'st  how  poor  a  triflmg  thing  man  Is^ 

And  leam'st  thus  much  by  our  anatomy. 

The  heart  being  perish'd,  no  part  can  be  fne^ 

And  that  except  thou  feed  (not  b«M|uet)  en 

The  superaativri  food,  religion. 
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Thy  better  gfowtk  gtwu,  wUhmad.  «nd  icant ; 

Be  more  thaa  hmo,  or  tkoa  'rt  l«i  tluui  as  ttat» 

Then  tt  apnfcwd,  to  is  the  «orid*s  wMe  Irene 

Qoite  out  of  ioint,  elneit  creeled  lame : 

For  before  God  bad  made  op  all  the  rest^ 

Corruptioii  eoter*d  aod  deprav'd  the  beO: 

It  seiz'd  the  aagela,  and  tbenfini  of  all 

llse  world  did  Ui'ber  cradle  take  a  ftiU, 

And  tani'd  her  braini,  and  took  a  general  mmmf 

Wroofing  each  joint  of  th'  anivenal  fraoH. 

The  noblest  part,  OMo^  foil  it  fint;  aodtiiea 

Both  beauts, aod planti^  cofs^d-in  the«orst  of  sian; 

So  did  tibe  world  from  the  flfsl  hoor  decay,^ 

That  evening  was  beghming  of  the  day; 

And  now  the  springs  and  samaief%  which  we  see, 

like  soQS  o€  weneD  after  fifty  be^< 

And  new  philosophy  fiaUs  all  hi  donbC, 

The  element  of  ftrc  is  ^topat  euti 

The  Sun  is  lost^  aad  th'  Baith;  and  ■»  man^wit 

Can  well  direct  him  where  to  look  for  it. 

And  freely  men  ooafoss  that  thit  wodd  *»  ipst. 

When  in  thepbnetH  and  the  flnaamiwl 

They  seek  so  many  new ;  they  see  that  this 

Is  crumbled, ont  agatn  to  his  atomies 

T  is  all  in  pieces,  all  «obeiiroce  goo% 

All  just  snpjply^  and  all  lelatioiu 

Priaoa.  stt^^t,  fotfiei^  aoa»  are  things  fovgat^ 

For  every  matt  akne  timiks  be  hath  got 

To  be  t  pheaix^  andthBt  thter  caa  be 

None  of  Hai  kind,  of  #hioh  bsis,  bufehe. 

This  IS  the  world's  eoHditibiil  imm,  aod'ossr 

'  She,  that  should  all  parta  is  tfeunioa  boar; 
8h^  that  had  all  magaetio  force  alone 
To  dfsrw  aadfosleo  saBder>d  parts  hi  ados 
iha^  whCMB  wise  Natarahad  tnvenled  then. 
When  she  obsacvM  that  every  sort  of  idan 
Did  \fk  their  vtfyage,  hs  this  wofM's  sea,  stfsy, 
And  needed  a  new  compass  for  thelv  way; 
She,  that  mm  befti  and  fitftt  oi4gi«al 
Of  all  fair4aDi^e%  and  the  geaemt 
Steward  to  Fate  ;  sbe^  wlieipa  fich  ays*  add  broasC 
OiH  the  Wegt  In^e^  and  per€om'd  the  Issl, 
Wheat  h*«iag  hcoath^d  in  this  world  did  henew 
Spice  on  those  ides,  andriiad  them  sHll  smeN  sa; 
And  that  rich  Mia»  whiob  doth  gold  later, 
Is  but  at  smgle  mboey  omnTdifrem  htti 
She,  to  whom  this  trotld  i*aSt  Itself  refer. 
As  suburbs,  or  thw  aiiarooosm  of  hey ; 
She.  she  itikad;.ihe'sdeBdirf>#haa^eakaia^  this 
Thoo  Imow^  how  faonv^wMpplt  thia^tgiMit, 
And  leam*sC  thus  ma<Ai  by  our  attatesiy^ 
That  this  worUPt  geaisal  siohiitss  doth  nbt  Ke* 
In  any  hnoaiufv  o#  eae^cetlaliB  part; 
Bnt  as  thoa  saw*ss  it  it>tNi^  at  the  hearty 
Thon  seott  a  heotic  foverhaUb  gotfeoM 
Of  the  whole  nohtthada  101  t^beceMroTd;  ' 

And  that  tboM  hast  but  oaa  wiaf  not  t^  adteit 
The  world's  ialBcftias,  t%<b*Dtiit  of  ift 
For  the  worUft  subirst  immaterfot  partt 
Feel  ^is  consmiihig  woand,  and  age*k  darta 
For  the  ward's  hmmty  is  dtaayd  or  gone, 
taanty,  that 's  oaloar  and  prtportieik 
We  thmh  tt»  Heattit  e^)oy  theifr  aphariea^ 
Their  round  prppqrtkm  emhraciag  aN, 
loitytttiMif  wirioat  and  ptrpleasd  contte, 
Obs9f^  iadiatai  agM,  doth  eaforeo 
Men  to  find  tot  so  many  eottatric  parts, 

^Snch  divitrs  dowa-cight  Ifnesi  audi  overtbwarls. 
As  dispioportioii  that  pnie  form }  itteart 
The  llra^mtBt  in  tighft  aad  forty  siiaves. 


Andintbtttc 

New  Stan,  and  old  do  vanish  firom  our  eyw:  [war, 

AstfaaaghHe«v*a  saflersd  eaithqaakss. 

When  new  tow'rs  lite,  and  old  < 

They  have  impaled  wkhia  a  aodiae 
The  firee-bomSas^  and  keep  twelve  f 
To  watch  his  steps;  the  Goat  and  GMh  i 
And  fright  him  hack,  w4u>.elB»t»  either  paia 
(Did  not  these  tropee  fotttr  hha)  might  mm 
For  his  coiuse  is  notraund,  nor  eaa  the  Sob 
Perfoct  a  cirele,  or  maifltaia  hit  way 
One  inch  direct,  hot  wheve  he  rose  to  day 
He  tosDas  oo  anre,  hat  with  a  ooateaiag  liae^ 
Steab  by  that  pofal,  and  t»  la  scspentfrie  a 
And  seeming  waaty  of  his  latlhig  thus^ 
He  means  to  sleep^>heiBg  nawfoll*n  aearer  nt^ 
So  of  the  ttan,  whiek  bom*  that  they  do  rao 
In  circle  still,  nooe  ends  whero  he  hegmti 
All  their  pmumOui^  lame,  it  sfoka,  it  tweNt ; 
For  of  meiidlaat  and  paralleli, 
Man  baHi  woBN^d  aat  a  net,  and  thit  att  thMww 
UpoathaHeav^;  and  now  they  art  hit  awa. 
Loth  to  go  ap  the  hill,  or  labour  that 
To  go  to  BeaVn,  we  make  HeMPHi  oaoae  ta  ast 
W«  spiff,  we  Mhi  the  ttan,  aaid  hi  their  race 
They  're  divesly  eoateat  I*  obey  oor  pace. 
Bat  katpt  tlM'Eanh  her  foaad  praportioattiBf 
Doth  not  a  Teaarat  or  higher  bill 
Rise  to  high  Kke  a  a)tk,  tiwt  on«  aagM  thinir 
The  OoatiBir  Moea  would  sMpwreak  thoM  and  sink  ? 
Seas  are  so  daep^  that  whales'being  slraoiK  to  ^y; 
iPerohaaoe  to  monoa  toafca  at  mkkNe  itay 
Of  thehr  wtsh'd  jooeaey^  eadj  *a  hoMttt,  die : 
And  men,  to  amnd  d<eptha,  to  aSMh  ine  nnfia^ 
As  oae  might  jasHy  Ihhri^  that  IhMa  woalt  rita 
At  end  thestof  onaof  tV  aaHpadet  : 
If  oador  all  a  vaalt  hrfinmt*  he» 
(Whioh  tm^  is  spaiSioat,  eioepl  that  wo 
Invent  aaolher  tormeat,  Hiat  there  most 
Millions  hito  a  ttrait  hot  laoai  he  thiast) 
Then  solidaaaaod  fonadnflsi  haae  ao  pfonar 
A«a  these  hot  wMti  aad  poekheiet  IB  the  foea 
Ofth'Buth?  thiikso:  hot  yet  coafosi^  ia  tlAs 
The  world*!  proportioB  diitgar^d  it ; 
That  Ihtte  two  legs^  whereoalt  delJk  rely. 
Reward  and  panilimeoti  are  bent  awty  t  ' 

And,  oh!  it  eaa  namore  he  ^eHieasd, 
Tliat  beaaty^  heel  propertioa  it  dead, 
Smce  evea  griev  itotl^  which  Mw  alsaa 
Is  left  ns,  is  without  propoMioik 
^e,  by  whose  liact  pronorioB  shoaW  be 
of^sBl  symn 


Exami'n'd,  meatare  of  ^  syaMaetry,  (i 

Whom  had  that  aaeieat  seen»  who  thot^ 
Of  harmony,  he  woold  at  next  have  said 
That  EanDony  was  lAie,  and  thence  nfor 
That  souls  were  but  resnttaaoes  firam  he«v 
And  did  frxMn  hmr  hito  oor  bodies  go, 
As  to  oor  «yes  the  forms  foam  dbjeett  te#» 
She,  who^  if  those  grtet'do(!tafs  traiy  and. 


That  th'  ark  to  marfs  prepurtiOB  ^ 

Had  been  a  type  for  that^  as  that  adght  he 

A  type  of  ber  ia  Ms,  tbafraotitiary 

Botfar  eleaentt  aad  pamiont  Vv*d  atpeaee 

la  her,  who  caasM  alt  eivif  wsA"  to  oeasc^ 

She,  after  whom  what  form  soever  we  te^ 

Is  disoord  and  mde  hicaagraity; 

She,  she  it  dead,  she  t<fead!  when  Una  knofWhttftia, 

Thou  knoWftt  how  ugly  a  moaitar  this  wofM  i»^ 

And  leartftt  that  araeb  by  our  aaatamy, 

That  hdre  if  noChhig  to  enamour  thee  t 
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Aod  tlwt  BcA  «nlf  ffrakv  l»  ii#aM  pwtf> 

CorroiitiMI  i^  Mr  brtim^  o  in  our  bcsttl^ 

pDWHWiy  ftlw  FMfltsiatj  iHwsos  9sr  ftctklni  s^On^y 

Endanger  mi  bat  thai  if  every  ttring 

Be  not  done  fitly  and  in  |noperlioD) 

To  ntMff  vite  ndgood  loolEerf  on, 

Since  moat  idm  be  aMh  at  meat  tbinli  they  te^ 

They  Ye  Iwlhanii  too  by  ibis  defomiity. 

For  good  and  veil  Boit  in  oM  MlioM  «MMC; 

Wicked  18  not  MMh  worae  tbM  iniliatimu 

Coloar  9mA  hnUe,  now  ia  aa'oeflr  ipeBl. 
And  bad  tke  wrM  bit  joit  pfopoitMM, 
Were  it  a  ting  ttiBf  yet  tbe  atone  ii  gMO} 
As  a  compaiaMonto  taveokaa,  whioh  doth  tell, 
By  lookiDff  pnle^  tbe  veater  ieMi  weH  s 
As  gold  fcila  aide  betoy  Mny  wilb  BMronry, 
AUtbeMrid'a]Mrt8ofaacbeoiiipleiiMb«.   ' 
When  NatMB  «m  oMtboiy,  tbe  dnt  #Bek 
9irad\ti«tbenefr.boni  B^tb,  Ood  aeenTd  to  like 
That  she  abonbi  aport  benelf  toaetitaea  and  play, 
To  mia^  and  v«ry  eeloiifa  efeiy  days 
AnA  then,  m  tbovgb  ibe  caald  wt  oake  oBovr, 
Himielf  bis  Mrinns  rainbov  did  -nlloir. 
Sight  is  tbe  noUeat  aenae  ef  Mf  M#, 
Yet  sight  baftb  only  ooloor  ttffeed  0H» 
Andcobnriadacay'd:  flomMef^e  robe  gm«i 
Dasky»  and  like  an  oft-dy*d  gannealaboM. 
Oar  bbMag  red,  vbieb  otfd  to  ebetfca  to  fpiMd, 
U  iawaid  andlg  aad  eidy  onr  sonls  mt  rid. 
Perchance  tbe  world  arigbt  have  reeofored. 
If  she,  vhoB  «a  hmcat,  bad  Ml  been  dead « 
Bat  she,  in  wbooa  all  white,  and  ted,  and  bind 
(Beauty's  lagiwliMte)  Mluntary  grew^ 
As  m  an  onrex'd  PkradlM,  ftom  whom 
Did  aU  ttiaga' vevdare  aahl  tbehr  laitre  eoiftc, 
Whose  compoikkm  «ad  oilrwokMS^ 
BeiDg  all  colonr,  all  diapbanOQa, 
(For  air  and  iro  hot  thick  greai  bodna  w&f. 
And  U^Ueit  atonei  but  dnHrty  and  |iale  to  her) 
She^sheisdead;  aba'adaMlswbeii^ionkaoWsttbtt, 
Thou  haoa^  how  Mm  a  gboit'ibia  ottrworttt  if: 
Ana  Mat  Brit  tbM  uaeb  by  onr  aMtoniyy 
That  it  sbeald  wart  aflKgbt  than  pleasore  tbed: 
And  that,  siBM  Ml  fiiirveoloar  then  did  siOk, 
T  is  now  bat  wiekad  vanity  to  think 
To  cotooff  rioiOM  deede  dkb  good  pMtenoe, 
Orwith  baogbt  catottw  to  Hhide  flMn'fl  sense. 
Nor  in  anght  more  thia  world*i  decay  appears, 
Than  that  her  IndneaM  the  ikav'n  forbears. 
Or  that  the  elements  do  not  feel  this, 
Thefither  orthe  mother  barrM  is. 
The  doods  oonoeiir»Mt  rain,  or  do  not  poar, 
In  the  doe  birtb-time,  doimthe  balmy  shower; 
TV  air  do«h  not  motherly  sit  on  the  earth. 
To  hatch'  her  seasons,  and  glre  all^  things  birth ; 
Sprbg-iinies  ikre  oomnton  crbdles,  bat  are  tombs; 
And  fidse  eonoeptiow  611  the  ganeral  wombs ; 
Th*  air  shOM  SMb  BiBtonffS,  as  MM  can  see, 
Not  only  what  they  meM,  but  what  they  be. 
I^th  ■nehnew  worms,  as  wobld  hat« troubled  much 
^{l^Bgyptian  magi  to  hate  made  more  snch* 
^1M  artirt  now  dsres  boast  that  he  can  bring 
WMv^i  luther,  or  oonstellate  My  tbmg, 
So  as  the  iaAienoe  of  those  stars  may  be 
loiiiriien'd  in  a  heib,  or  charm,  or  tree, 
ju^  <io  by  tofnch  an  which  those  stars  could  do  ? 
,   pent  is  lost,  and  oone^pondenoe  too; 
For  Heav'n  gives  little,  and  ttie  Earth  takes  less, 
And  man  least  knows  thehr  trade  and  purposes. 
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If  this  commerce Hwixttleay'n  and  Sarth  were  not 
Embarr'd,  and  all  this  traffic  quite  forgot, 
She^  for  whose  loss  wa  hare  lamented  thtis. 
Would  work  more  fully  and  powerfully  on  us : 
SHice  hesbs  and  roots  by  dyin^  lose  not  all, 
But  they,  yea  ashes  tOo,<  're  med*cinal, 
Death  oonld  not  quench  her  virtue  so.  but  that 
It  would  be  (if  notfoUow*d)  wonder'd  at: 
And  all  the  world  would  be  one  dying  swan. 
To  sing  tier  funeral  praise,  and  vanish  then. 
But  as  some  Serpent's  pdson  hort^ih  uot, 
Except  it  be  from  the  live  serpent  shot; 
So  doth  her  virtue  need  her  here,  to  fit 
That  unto  os;  she  working  more  than  it 
But  she,  in  whom  to  such  maturity 
Virtue  was  grown  phst  growth,  that  it  must  die; 
She,  from  whose  influence  all  impression  came. 
But  by  receiver's  impotences  lame; 
Who,  though  she  could  not  transubstantiate 
All  states  to  gold,  yet  gilded  every  state. 
So  thdt  tome  princes  have  some  temperance  ; 
Some  counsellors  some  purpose  to  advance 
The  common  profit ;  and  some  people  h^ve 
Sonde  stay,  no  more  Uian  kinpi  should  give,  to  cnve; 
Some  women  have  some  taciturnity, 
i  Some  nunneries  some  grains  of  chastity. 
She,  that  did  thus  much,  and  ipuch  more  could  do. 
But  that  our  age  was  iron,  and  rusty  too ; 
She,  she  is  dead ;  she's  dead!  whehthoti  know*stthis. 
Thou  know'st  how  dry  a  cinder  this  world  is: 
And  leam'st  thus  much  by  our  anatomy, 
That 't  is  in  vain  to  dew  or  ihollify 
It  with  thy  tears,  or  sweat,  or  blood :  nothing 
Is  worth  our  travail,  grief,  or  perishing, , 
But  those  rich  joys,  which  did  possess  l^er  lieart,    • 
Of  which  she  's  now  partaker,  and  a  part. 
Bat  as  in  cutting  up  a  man  that 's  dead, 
The  body  will  not  last  out,  to  have  read 
On  every  part,  and  therefore  men  direct 
Their  speech  to  parts,'  that  are  of  most  efiect ; 
So  the  world's  carcass  would  not  last,  if  I 
W^e  punctual  in  thb  anatomy; 
Nor  smells  it  well  to  hearers.  If  one  toll    .     [welL 
Them  their  disease,  who  fain  would  think  they  're 
Here  therefore  be  the  end ;  and,  blessed  maid. 
Of  whom  is  meant  whatever  hath  been  said, 
Dr  shall  be  spoken  well  by  any  tongue,  [song) 

Whose  name  refines  coarse  )ines,  and  makca  prosa 
Accept  this  tribute,  and  his  first  year's  rent. 
Who,  till  his  dark  short  taper's  end  be  spent. 
As  oft  as  thy  foast  sees  this  widow'd  Earth, 
Will  yearly  celebrate  thy  second  birth; . . 
That  ia  thy  death ;  for  though  the  soul  of  man 
Be  got  when  man  is  made,  't  is  bom  but  then. 
When  man  doth  die ;  onr  body  '$  as  tlje  womb^ 
And,  as  a  midwife.  Death  directs  it  home; 
And  you  her  creatures  whom  she  works  ujxn, 
And  have  your  last  and  best  concoction 
From  her  example  and  her  virtue,  if  you 
I  In  reverence  to  her  do  think  it  dne,  . 
That  no  one  shoufd  her  praises  thus  rehearse  ; 
I  As  matter  fit  for  chronicle,  not  verse:  • 
Vouchsafe  to  call  to  mind  that  God  did  make 
A  latft,  and  lasting'st  piece,  a  song.    He  spake 
To  Moses  to  deliver  unto  all 
That  soisg,  because  he  knew  they  would  let  foil 
The  law,  the  prophets,  and  the  history, . 
But  keep  the  song  still  in  their  memory  : 
Such  An  opinion,  in  due  measure,  made 
Me  this  great  office  boldly  to  invade : 
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Mbr  coaldlnoomprehenBiUeiifln  deter 

He  from  thus  trying  U>  imprisoD  her? 

Which  when  I  saw  that  a  ttrict  grave  could  do^ 

I  saw  not  why  Terse  might  not  do  so  too. 

Vene  hath  a  middle  natore  i  HeaVn  keeps  souk, 

The  grato  keepi  bodk%  Teime  the  6une  enrolls. 
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T  If  loss  tb  tnttt  a  tomh  with  such  a  guest. 
Or  to  confine  her  id  a  ihar&le  cfhiest, 
Alas !  what 's  maible,  jeat,  otr  pt)tphyry« 
PriE*d  with  the  chrysolite  of  either  ey^ 
Or  with  those  pearls  and  rubies  which' s^  was  ? 
Join  the  two  Indies  in  one  tomb,  *t  is  gfaas; 
And  so  is  all  to  her  materials, 
Though  every  inch  were  ten  Escurials; 
Yet  she  Vdemolish'd:  can  we  keep  her  then 
In  wdrb  of  hands,  or  of  the  wits  of  men } 
Can  these  fflemorials,  rags  of  paper,  give 
life  to  tbftt  name,  by  which  name  they  must  live  ? 
SicfiV,  alsor!  short  liv'd,  abortive  be 
Those  carcass  verKs,  whoM  soul  is  not  she ; 
And  can  she,  who  no  longer  would  be  she, 
rBeing  such  a  tabernacle)  stoop  to  be 
In  paper  wrap*d ;  or  when  she  would  not  lie 
Ai  inch  an  house,  dwell  in  an  elegy  ? 
But  t  is  no  matter ;  we  may  well  allow 
Verse  to  live  so  long  as  the  world  will  now, 
For  her  death  wounded  It    The  world  contains 
Princes  for  arms,  and  counsellors  for  brains ; 
Lawyers  for  tongues,  divines  for  hearts,  and  more 
The  rich  for  stomaohs,  and  for  backs  th^  poor; 
Hie  ofilcers  for  hands ;  merchants  fof  feet. 
By  which  remote  and  distant  countries  meet: 
But  those  fine  spirits,  which  do  tone  and  set 
This  organ,  are  those  pieces,  which  beget 
Wond^  tfnd  love ;  and  these  were  she  $  and  she 
Being  spent,  the  world  must  needs  decrepit  be : 
For  since  death  will  pitMc^ed  to  triumph  still, 
Re  can  find  nothing  after  her  fo  kilt, 
Except  the  worid  itseff  $  so  great  was  she. 
Thus  brave  and  confident  may  nature  be. 
Death  cannot  give  her  such  another  blow. 
Because  she  cannot  such  another  show. 
But  mutt  we  say  she 's  dead  ?  may  't  not  be  said. 
That  as  a  snodred  clock  is  piecemeal  laid,' 
Kbt  to  be  knt,  but  by  the  maker's  hand, 
BepolishM,  without  errour  then  to  stand  $ 
Or,  as  the  Afnc  Niger  stream  enwombs 
Itself  into  the  earth,  and  after  oomes 
(Bathig  first  made  a  natural  bridge,  to  past 
For  nany  leagues)  for  greater  than  it  was, 
May  't  not  be  said,  that  her  grave  shall  restore 
Her  greater,  pnrer,  itrmer  than  before  ? 
Hetv'n  may  say  this,  and  joy  in 't;  hot  can  we. 
Who  lita,  tnd  lack  her  here,  this  *vanUge  see  ? 
What  it  t  to  OS,  alas !  if  there  have  been 
An  angel  oiad^  a  throne,  or  cher^bin  ? 
We  lose  by 't :  and  as  aged  men  are  glad, 
Bmngtatteliess  grown,  tojov  m  joys  ttiey  bad; 
So  now  the  siek-fllarv*d  world  must  fteA  npon 
This  Joy,  that  we  bad  her,  who  no#  is  gone. 
B^MM  then,  Nttore  and  this  world,  tnat  you, 
Fearing  the  last  fire's  faisfning  to  subdue 
Your  force  and  Tigoar,  em  it  were  near  gone, 
Witcty  bttlMr'4  add  Idd  it  all  00  one; 
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One,  whose  clear  body  was  10  port  aiidMn^ 

Because  it  need  disguise  no  bought  withte  » 

T  was  but  a  through-light  scarf  her  mind  If  ei 

Or  exhalation  bieathM  out  from  her  tools  ^^ 

One,  whom  all  men,  who  dmnt  no  anore,  adniv'd  » 

And  whom,  whoe'er  bad  worth  eooogb,  desii*Ar 

As,  vbeii  *  temple  >s  bmlt,  saints  eanulafie  • 

To  which  of  them  it  shall  be  oooseciate. 

But  aa  w^  Heiiv*n  looks  on  «8  wkh  new  eyci. 

Those  ne^ftatt  every  artist  e«ttwse« 

Whatptace  they  should  aasign  totUean,  thay  docsbt* 

Argue,  and  agree  not,  tiH  thosa  st«»  go  oat  s 

So  the  worid  stndy'd  wbote  this  pieee  shooid  tic, 

TiU  she  can  be  iKKbody's  else,  nor  she: 

But  Uke  a  lamp  of  baltamam,  desir'd 

Rather  t»  adorn  than  last,  riie  soon  expired, 

Ckith'd  in  her  virgio-wbito  integrity  f 

For  marriage,  though  it  dotb  not  state,  doth  4io. 

To  'scape  th'  infirmitiea  whkh.waat  upon 

Woman,  sbe  went  away  bdbre  sb' was  oa«  ; 

And  tha  world's  busy  noise  to  overeome. 

Took  so  much  death  as  servM  for  opkNn  %  - 

Fbr  tiiongh  she  could  not,  nor  cooM  choooe  to  «e, 

Sh>  hath  yielded  tatoo  long  an  eostaay. 

He  which,  not  knowiag  her  sad  history, 

Sbonld  come  to  read  the  booh  of  Destiny, 

How  fair  and  «haste,bnBMB  and  high,  sfa*  had  bMO, 

Much  promisM,  much  performM,  at  notftfUi^ 

And  measuring  future  things  by  tilings  befotfe. 

Should  turn  the  leaf  to  read«  and  resd  no  mors. 

Would  think  that  either  De^ny  nustook. 

Or  that  some  leaves  wore  ton  out  of  the  book  ; 

Butt  is  not  so:  Fate  did  but  naher  her 

To  yeais  of  reason's  nse,f  and  then  inlier 

Her  destiny  to  herself  which  liberty 

She  tpok.  but  for  thus  moeh,  thus  much  to  die  ; 

Her  modesty  not  suiering  her  to  be 

Pellow-oommissioqer,with  Destiny, 

She  did  no  more  but  die;  ifaaerher      ^  _ 

Any  shall  Uve,  which  dare  true  good  prefier, 

Evenr  suob  person  is  her  delegate^ 

T*  ac^ompUsh  that  which  should  have  been  her  ftite. 

They  shall  makeup  that  boofck  and  shsdl  have  tiMikks 

Of  fote  and  her,  for  filling  up  their  blanks. 

For  future  virtuous  deeds  are  legacies. 

Which  from  the  gift  of  her  example  rise ; 

And  t  is  in  Heay'n  part  of  opiritaal  mhtfa* 

TV)  see  how  weU  the  good  play  her  on  Barth. 


OF  THE  PROGRESS  OF  THE  SOUI^ 

WHEKKm,   lY   OCCASION  Of  THE    RW.ICI00S   MATH  OP 

MIS.  BUZABrra  nauar,  txb  ivcoMMODrriB  op  thx 

SOUL  IH  THIS  LIFB,  AHOHia  BXALTATIOK  IX  THE  HXXT, 
Att  COXtXMPLATXDi 

THE  SBGOHD  AWHIVBRSART. 

Thi  ktrbmger  to  ihepngrm. 

Twosouls  move  here, and mine(a  third)  must  mofvo 
Paces'  of  admiration  and  of  love. 
Thy  soul  (dear  virgin)  whose  this  tribute  is, 
Mov«d  from  this  morul  sphere  to  lively  blisa^ 
And  yet  moves  stilU  and  still  aspires  to  see 
The  worid's  last  day,  thy  glory's  full  degree : 
Uke  as  those  stars»  which  thou  o'erlookest  far. 
Are  in  their  place,  and  yet  ttill  moved  are : 
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No  soul  (whibt  wKli  tbe  luggage  d  thif  clay 
It  ck)gg«d  k)  cut  fbllow  thee  half  way ; 
Or  see  thy  lUgbt,  which  doth  ooMhoughts  outgo 
So  tet,  as  now  the  lightning  moves  but  slow. 
But  now  tbom  wfrt  as  high  in  Heaven  flown, 
Ab  Heav*n*s  firoin  as  ;  what  soul  besides  thine  own 
Can  tell  thy  joys,  or  say,  he  can  relate 
Thy  glarkms  journals  hi  that  blessed  state  ? 
I  eovy  thee  (rich  sonl)  I  envy  thee, 
AJthough  I  cannot  yet  thy  gkny  see: 
And  thou  (great  sphit)  which  hers  followed  hast 
So  last,  as  oooe'can  follow  thine  so  fast; 
So  far,  as  none  can  follow  thine  so  for, 
(Aod  if  this  acah  did  not  the  passage  bar, 
Hadst  caught  her)  let  me  wonder  at  thy  flight. 
Which  long  agon  badst  lost  the  Tnlgar  sight. 
And  now  mak'st  prood  the  better  eyes,  that  they 
Can  see  thee  leaenM  in  thhie  airy  way  ; 
So  white  tiwo  mafc'st  her  soul  by  progress  known. 
Thou  mal^st  a  noble  progress  of  thme  own; 
Prom  this  worid^  carcass  having  mounted  high 
To  that  pore  life  of  immortality ;  . 
Sinoe  thine  aspiring  thonghts  themselves  so  raises 
That  more  may  not  beseem  a  creature's  praise; 
Yet  still  thon  vow*st  her  more,  and  every  year 
Hak*6t  a  new  progrem,  whilst  thon  wand*rest  here ; 
Still  upward  moont ;  and  let  thy  maker's  praise 
Honour  thy  lAara,  and  adorn  thy  lays : 
Aod  shietftily  Muse  her  bead  in  Heaven  shipods, 
Ob  let  betr  never  sloop  below  the  clouds : 
Aod  if  those  glonoos  sainted  souls  oaay  know 
Or  what  we  do^  or  what  we  sing  below, 
Those  acts,  tiMMO  songs  shall  still  content  them  best. 
Which  praise  those  awfal  pow*!!^  that  make  them 
blem'd. 


OT  THB  PROGRESS  OF  THB  SOUL. 

TBM  sicoMD  AmrivusAar. 

Konmao  conUI  make  me  sooner  to  confesi^ 

"Hiat  this  world  had  an  everiastingness, 

"Than  to  consider  that  a  year  is  run. 

Since  both  this  tower  world's,  and  the  Smi's  sun. 

The  hutre  and  the  vigour  of  ibis  all 

Did  let;  t  were  biaspbemy  to  say,  did  folL 

But  as  a  ship,  which  hath  struck'sail,  doth  mn 

By  fiiroe  of  thht  foroe^  which  before  it  woo: 

^  ss  s^methnes  in  a  beheaded  man, 

'Hxngh  at  those  two  red  seas,  which  freely  ran, 

Onefnn  the  trunk,  another  from  the  head. 

Hit  soul  be  sail'd  to  her  eternal  bed. 

His  eyes  will  twinkle,  and  his  tongue  will  roll, 

^  though  he  beck'ned  and  call'd  back  his  soul, 

He  gTMps  his  hands,  and  he  pulls  up  his  feet, 

^leems  to  reach,  and  to  step  forth  to  meet 

^  lonl ;  when  all  these  motions,  which  we  saw, 

Are  but  as  ice,  which  crackles  at  a  thaw  s 

^ssalnta,  which  hi  moist  weather  rings 

Her  knell  akne^  by  cracking  of  her  strings; 

^*trogglBi  this  dead  world,  now  she  is  gone: 

rot  there  is  motion  in  cormption. 

^**"B«  ^  aie  at  the  creation  nam*d, 

Befcn  the  Sun,  the  which  firam'd  days,  wasftmm'd : 

B^aftcr  this  Son  's  set  some  show  appears, 

^  cNderiy  vidasiaide  of  yean. 

4«t>  new  dehige,  and  of  Lethe  flood, 

ttitti  drwd  w  all;  nllliaw  foifot  all  good. 


Porgettmgher,  the  mam  lemru  o^aH; 

Yet  in  this  deluge,  gross  and  general. 

Thou  seest  me  strive  for  Vifo ;  my  life  shall  be 

To  be  hereafter  prais'd  for  praiaing  thee, 

Immortal  maid,  who  though  thou  would'st  refotf 

The  name  of  mother,  be  unto  my  Muse 

A  father,  since  her  chaste  ambition  is 

Yearly  to  bring  forth  such  a  child  as  this. 

These  hynms  may  work  on  fisture  wits,  and  so 

May  great  grand-children  of  thy  praises  gfow; 

And  so,  though  not  revive,  embalm  and  spice 

The  world,  which  else  would  putrify  with  vice. 

For  thus  man  may  eatend  thv  progeny, 

Until  man  do  but  vanish,  and  not  die. 

These  hymns  thy  issue  may  increase  so  long. 

As  till  OoA*9  gnat  venite  change  the  song. 

Thirst  for  that  time,  O  my  insatiate  soul, 

And  serve  thy  thirst  with  Ood'k  eafo  sealing  bowL 

Be  thirsty  atill,  and  drink  still,  till  thon  go 

To  th'  only  health;  to  be  hydroptic  so^ 

Forget  this  rotten  worid ;  and  Anto  thM 

Let  thine  own  times  as  an  old  story  be ; 

Benotooncem'dt  study  not  why,  or  when; 

Do  not  so  much  as  not  believe  a  man. 

For  though  to  ^  be  worst,  to  try  truths  forth. 

Is  for  more  business  than  this  world  is  worth. 

The  world  is  but  a  carcass;  thou  ait  fod 

By  it,  but  as  a  worm  that  careass  bred ; 

And  why  should'st  thou,  poor  worm,  oonsider  mora 

When  this  world  will  grow  better  than  before  ? 

Than  those  thy  follow  worms  do  think  upon 

That  carcass's  last  resnrraction  ? 

Forget  this  world,  and  scarce  think  of  it  so^ 

As  of  old  clothes  cast  off  a  year  ago. 

1V>  be  thus  stupid  is  alacrity ; 

Men  thus  lethargic  have  hot  memory. 

Look  upward,  that 's  towards  her,  whoso  happy  iUta 

We  now  lament  not,  but  congratulate 

She,  to  whom  all  this  world  was  but  a  8tag% 

Where  all  sat  haifning  how  her  youthful  age 

Should  be  employ*d,  because  in  all  she  did 

Some  figure  of  the  golden  times  was  hid. 

Who  could  not  lack  whate'er  this  wocid  could  gifi^ 

Because  she  was  the  Ibnti  ^hat  made  it  live; 

Nor  could  complani  that  this  worid  was  nafit 

lb  be  stay'd  in  then,  when  she  was  in  it. 

She,  that  first  try'd  nidifiaraiit  desires 

By  vhtne,  and  Turtne  by  religions  fircs$ 

She^  to  whose  pecson  paiadise  adher'd ; 

As  courts  to  princes:  she,  whose  eyes  enspbar'd 

Star-light  enough,  t'  hsve  made  the  sooth  oontral 

(Had  she  been  there)  the  star-fell  northern  pole  ; 

She,  she  is  gone;  she  >  gone  I  when  thon  know'sttldi^ 

What  fragmentary  rubbish  this  world  is 

Thou  know'at,  and  that  it  ia  not  worth  a  thooght; 

He  honoufi  it  too  moch  that  thinks  it  nought. 

Thmk  then,  my  soul,  that- death  is  but  a  groomg 

Which  brings  a  tapor  to  the  outward  room, 

Whence  thou  qiy  *st  first  a  Uttle  glimmering  yghi» 

And  after  brings  it  nearer  to  thy  sight  t 

For  such  approaches  doth  HeaVta  make  In  deat^  s 

Thmk  thyself  labouring  now  with  bvoken  breathy 

And  think  those  broken  and  soft  notes  to  be 

Division,  and  thy  happiest  faannony. 

Think  thee  laid  on  thy  death-bed,  kxMe  and  slack; 

And  thmk  that  but  unbinding  of  a  pack. 

To  take  one  prseions  thmg,  thy  soul,  fh»  thmee. 

Think  thvself  paroh*d  with  lever's  violenoi^ 

Anger  throe  ague  more^  by  calUng  it 

Thy  physic;  chide  the  plukaem  of  ttofit. 
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Thiakthat4lieoh|i«r><Ulir  loMtt,  Idiatliuk  m 
Bat  that,  as  bells  caird  tbee  to  cbureb  beibre, 
/So  tbifl  to  the  triumphant  chorcb  calls  tbee. 
Think  Satan*s  teijeaats  roand  about  tbee  be^ 
Aqd  think  that  but  for  legacies  they  thrust  | 
Give  oob  thy  pride,  t*  another  give  thy  lust : 
Give  them  those  sins,  which  they  gave  tbee  belbre. 
And  trust  th'  immaculate  blood  to  vash  tby  score. 
Thiiik  thy  friends  weeping  round,  and  think  that  they 
Weep  but  because  they  go  not  yet  thy  way. 
Think  that  they  close  thine  eyes,  and  think  in  this, 
That  they  confess  much  in  the  world  amiss, 
Who  dare  not  trust  a  dead  man's  eye  with  that, 
Which  they  from  God  and  angels  cover  not. 
Think  that  they  shroud  thee  up,  and  think  frooi 
They  re-invest  tbee  in  white  innocence,     [thence, 
Think  that  thy  body  rots,  and  (if  so  low. 
Thy  soul  exalted  sc^  thy  thoughts  can  go) 
Think  thee  a  prince,  who  of  themsehres  create 
Worms,  which  insensibly  devour  their  state : 
Think  that  they  bilry  thee,  and  tliink  that  right 
Lays  thee  to  sleep  but  a  Saint  Lucie's  night 
Thiuk  these  things  cheevfiiUy,  and  if  thou  be 
Drowsy,  or  sl«ck,  remember  then  that  she. 
She,  whose  oomplexton  was  to  even  made. 
That  which  of  her  ingredients  should  invade 
The  other  three,  qo  fear,  no  #rt  oould  gqess; 
So  far  were  ail  removed  from  more  or  kss: 
But  as  in  mithridate,  or  just  perfumes, 
Where  all  good  things  being  met,  no  one  presumes 
To  govern,  or  to  triumph  on  the  rest. 
Only  because  all  were,  no  :pi|rt  w«s  best ; 
Aud  as,. though  all  do  kni9w,  that  quantities 
Are  made  of  lines»  and  lines  from  points  arise, 
None  can  these  lines  or  quantities  usQoint, 
And  say,  this  is  a  line,  or  thjs  a  point; 
So  though  the  elements  asd  humours  were 
In  her,  one  could  not  say,  this  govenis  there  j 
Whose  even  eonstitotioa  might  have  Wioo 
Any  disease  to  venl^  on  the  Son, 
Rather  than  her;  and  make  a  spirit  fisar. 
That  he  too  disuniting  cu^^ect  were ; 
To  whose  piopofftioos  if  «e  would  csmpava 
Cube^  they  *re  nastaUe;  ckcles,  angular; 
She,  viho  was  such  a  chain  as  Fa(6  amployi 
To  bri^  mankind  all  Ibitopes  it  enjoyi^ 
So  fast,  so  even  wrought,  a«  op^wouM  tbwk 
No  accideqt  oould  threaten  a»y  link; 
She,  she  emhracM  a  sloknns,  gave  it  meat. 
The  pmfest  blood  and  breath  that  ^er  it  eat; 
And  halh  taught  ns,  that  thfwgh  a  good  man  batii 
Title  to  Heav'n,  and  plead  it  by  his  faith. 
And  tfaoi^  he  may  pretend  a  eooquest,  staea 
Heav'n  was  oontent  to  suffer  violence; 
Yea,  though  be  plead  a  long  pessessioB  too^     [do) 
(For  they  're  in  fieav'n  on  £arth»who  Ueav^*ii  wofks 
TlvMsh  (ka  had  right,  and  poif'r,  and  plaoe  h^for^ 
Yet  Death  must  usher  and  onki^  tha  door* 
Jti^  further  on  thyself,  my  soul,  and  think 
^ow  thou  at  fint  wast  made  hut  in  a  sink  i 
Think,  that  it  argued  some  infirmi4y, 
Tbatfthosetwoaoute,  which  then  thou  fimnd^  in  mt, 
Thou  fad'st  upon*  and  daaVst  into  then  b«kh 
My  second  soul  of  sense,  and  fiist  of  givwtb. 
Think  but  hnw  poor  thou  wast,  bow  ohntMuouf, 
Whom  a  mall  faimp  of  flash  «ohU  poison  thvs. 
This  cusdtad  milk,  this  poor  nntattor'd  whelp, 
My  bodp,  oonld,  beyond  eseapa  or  hdp. 
Infect  tbee  with  aiiginal  sin,  and  thou 
Could'st  neither  than  Mfaie,  not  leave  it  notr. 
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Think,  that  i 

Which  Bx'd  t'  a  pillar,  or  a  grave,  doth  ait 

Bedded,  and  bath'd  ip  all  his  ordures^  dwells 

So' foully,  as  our  smils  in  thebr  fint-boilt  cells  : 

Think  in  how  poor  a  prison  thou  doit  lie^ 

After  enable^  but  tp  suck,  and  cry  i 

Think,  when  't  w^s  grown  to  most,  'twas  n  poor  ina, 

A  province  paok'd  up  in  two  yards  of  skin. 

And  that  usnrp'd,  or  threatened  vith  a  ra^ 

Of  sicknesses,  or,  their  true  mother,  ^ti 

But  think  that  Death  hath  now  enfranchia'd  thee. 

Thou  hast  thy  esq^apsion  now,  and  liberty. 

Think,  that  a  rusty  piece  dischaiig'4  ia  flmm 

In  pieces,  and  the  bullet  is  his  own. 

And  iireely  flies :  this  to  thy  soul  allow. 

Think  thy  shell  b^okte,  think  thy  mi  hptch'd  but 

now. 
And  think  this  slow-pac'd  aoul,  whtch  late  did  clean 
T*  a  body,  and  went  but  by  the  body's  laaT^ 
Twenty  perchance  or  thirty  milas  a  day. 
Dispatches  in  a  minute  all  the  way 
'Twixt  Heav'n  and  Earth ;  she  staya  not  in  the  air, 
To  kok  what  meteors  there  themselves  prqaare; 
She  carries  no  desire  to  know,  nor  sense, 
Whether  th'  air^  middle  region  he  intense  j 
For  th'  element  of  fire,  she^doth  not  know. 
Whether  she  pass'd  by  such  a  place  or  no; 
She  baits  not  at  tha  l||£(XMi,'nor  c«ces  to  try 
Wheth/er  in  that  new  v-orld  men  live  and  'je. 
Venus  retards  bar  not,  t'  inquire  how  she 
Can  (being  one  star)  Hesper  and  Vespar  be; 
He,  that  charm'd  Avigus'  ey«i,  tweet  HoBPury, 
Works  not  on  her,  who  now  is  frown  nil  eye; 
Who,  if  she  meet  the  body  of  the  Sun, 
Goes  through,  not  staying  till  his  oouiae  be  run; 
Who  finds  in  Mars  his  camp  no  corps  of  guard. 
Nor  is  by  Jove,  nor  by  Ijj/t  £|>her,  barr'd ; 
But  ere  she  can  consider  how  she  went. 
At  once  is  at  andihroogh  the  firman^ent. 
And  as  these  stars  were  but  so  many  beads 
Strung  on  one  string,  apfed  undistingnish'd  leads 
Her  through  those  spbones,  as  through  those  beads 

a  string. 
Whose  quick  succe«lon  ipakes  it  stiU  one  thing : 
As  doth  the  pith,  which,  lest  our  bodies  slack, 
Striop  fast  tbe  little  bcpcs  of  nec|^  and  back ; 
So  by  the  soul  doth  Death  string  Heav*n  and£srtb ; 
For  when  our  soul  eqjoys'this  her  third  birth, 
(Creation  gavehar  oue,  a  second  grace) 
Heaven  is  near  and  present  to  her  £sc^; 
As  colours  are  and  <^jects  in  a  room. 
Where  dai^iness  was  before,  when  tapers  come. 
This  mus^  my  soul,  thy  long-sboit  progress  be 
T*  advance  these  thoughts ;  remember  than  that  she. 
She,  whose  frir  body  no  such  primn  wa% 
But  that  a  soul  might  well  be  pleaa^  to  pats 
An  age  in  her;  she,  whose  rich  bannty  lent 
Mintage  to  other  hsfutiast  &r  th^  wwvt 
But  £»  po  n^nch  fJi  t^y  wars  1  i^  tp  Har ; 
She,  in  whose  body  (if  ve  dare  pr^ 
This  low  worM  t»  fio  hifj^  p.  tnai^k  4yisha) 
The  westei;n  treftfj^ea,  aa^an^iceiy. 
Europe,  and  A6ric,  audil^  npksown  rest 
Were  easily  foun^  or  vhfit  i^  them  ^aa  best } 
And  when  wa  'va  mAe  this  lasge  dispovfry 
Of  all,  in  her  soma  oa#  part  than  w^l  be 
Twenty  s^iph  pf  rtf>  whose  plenty  mfd  riches  n 
Enough  to  make  twenty  «uoh  wwlds  as  this; 
She,  whom  hjid  they  kpnwn,  ffho  did  first  betroth 
The  tHMi^  fngfls,  nn4  aaqgnad  Qi^e  b9t^ 
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TofmctiiMj  offieM,  >ad  digeitiei^ 
And  to  eaek  aerwal  iiiM» Id luflliuid bk% 
Tbey  vmUdluiTa  giv'B  ker  «m  fiir  «Tery  liipb ; 
She,  of  wl)Oie  tonl  if  we  mtrnj  My,  't  wm  obU, 
Her  body  MM  th>  alflctniaw  ttid  4id  bold 
Many  dppw  of  that;  wouateitood 
Herbyher«igbl^  her  pore  and  okviMBt  Uood 
Spoke  in  her  rWfN,  — dfo  dittiacUy  wroogtit. 
That  ooe  might  alaifltt  i^r>  ber  body  tlKM^; 
Sbe,  sbe  thu  richJy  aad  kigely  bom'd,  is  fone, 
And  chida  us,  i low-fwo'd  MMib,  siio  Ofurl  upoa 
Oar  piMMi's^riMMH  Eutb,  nor  thiak  m  «aU» 
Loo^  tbw  whiJpt  wa  bear  oar  brittla  dhott. 
But 't  were  but  litU9«oba«e  chaag'd  oar  faoM» 
If,  as  waveia  m  tUt  our  Uvii^  tomb 
Oppren'd  with  igaoranoe,  weakill  weraea 
Poor  MHd,  in  thia  thy  flesh  what  datt  tlMa  kabv? 
Thoa  kaow'sl  thyaeif  so  Kttlak  as  thottknow'stBot 
How  tboa  didit  dia»  anr  hoi^  thou  wast  bs«ot 
Tboa  oeitber  kaow^st  how  thou  at  fiist  eam^t  ia, 
Nor  how  thou  tooh'st  the  poiiBa  oC  aiaa's  sin ; 
Nor  dost  tl|OB(thoiigbtboiikBOw'it  that  tboa  art  so) 
By  what  way  thon  art  nade  iaaortal,  know. 
ThoQ  art  too  aanoiv,  wfateh,  to  oomiMahaid 
Eta  thyself,  yea,  tboagh  tboa  wonid'st  bat  bead 
To  know  tby  body.    Have  not  aU  sonls  tiMingfat 
For  many  ages,  that  oar  body 's  wrought 
Of  air,  and  fifa»  and  other  deoMBls  ? 
And  now  tbey  tbhik  of  new  ingredients. 
And  one  soul  thinks  one,  and  aaotber  way 
Another  tbiaks»  aad  't  is  aa  arao  lay. 
Koow»ttti^  bat  haw  the  rtone  doth  eater  ia 
Thebhdder>8  caae,  andaever  braakthaska  ? 
Knovntthou  bow  bkiod,  wbkh  to  the  heart  doth 

Doth  ffxMi  one  vesdffide  to  th' ather  go  } 
And  for  the  putrid  staff  which  thoa  dost  spit, 
Know'it  thou  how  thy  loags  have  attracted  it  ? 
There  are  ao  paasegoi,  so  that  there  is 
(For  ought  tiKW  know^rt)  piercii^  of  snbstaness. 
And  of  thoie  many  opinions,  which  men  raise 
Of  naib  and  hairB»  dost  thon  know  which  to  praise  ? 
What  hi^  have  we  to  know  ounwlTes,  when  wa 
blow  not  the  least  thills,  which  for  oar  use  be  ? 
W e  see  in  aathon,  too  itiff  to  recant, 
An  boodred  ooaHovefsea  of  an  ant ; 
And  yet  one  watches,  starvee,  freesea,  and  sweats, 
1^  know  bat  catechisms  and  alphabets 
Of  oaooaeeniag  things,  m^ttflm  of  fact; 
^  otben  on  onr  stage  their  parts  did  act: 
^  Gwar  did,  yea,  ar  what  Cicero  mid. 
why  gn*  is  giae%  or  why  oar  bkwl  is  lad, 
Ak  myiteries  which  none  have  reacVd  anto  s 
^^tha  k>w  lDrm»  poor  seal,  what  wilt  than  do  ? 
^l  vbea  wilt  thoa  shake  off  this  padaatry. 
Of  heag  taagbt  by  aeaM  and  firatasy  ? 
Thoolook'stthffoaghipectadiss  smaUthmgsseem 


Below;  but  up  unto  the  watcb4ower  get^ 
ABdNsall  tbags  dsspoil'dof  foUaeim: 
^  ibaH  nst  peep  thioagh  faitticss  of  eyi% 
Nor  hear  theongh  labyiieths  of  eaf%  WMT  learn 
By  cireoit  or  ooUectiona  to  diabera; 
kiHser'D  thoa  straight  know'at  all  coooefntng  it, 
Aad  vhst  eoaesns  it  aot,  shall  stiaigfat  for^ 
*^  thM  (but  m  iso  other  school)  may^  be 
2;^:ln>oa  as  Isafaed,  aad  as  luU  as  she  s 
7^^  aU  fibrariss  had  thiaaghly  lead 
^  bone  ia  her  aaa  thoi«hl%  and 


So  mach  fsad,  as  naald  «Mfce  m  man  wm 

She,  whose  example  they  mart  all  impbre. 

Who  would,  or  do,  or  think  well,  and  oonftm 

That  all  the  Tirtooos  actiees  they  eaprv^ 

Are  but  a  new  and  worm  cditioa 

Of  her  eotee  one  thought,  or  oae  aetioa : 

Shs^  who  in  th*  art  of  kaowiag  Beav'a  was  grow* 

Here  upon  Earth  to  such  peiTsotio% 

That  sbe  bath,  ever  siaoe  to  Hear*n  she  cama, 

(In  a  far  fairer  priat)  but  read  the  same; 

She,  she  not  satisfy'd  with  all  this  weight* 

(For  so  moch  knowledgcb  as  would  over  fcsi|bl' 

Another,  did  but  ballast  her)  is  gens 

As  well  t'  eiiioy  as  get  nerfcotioa  i 

And  calls  us  after  her,  m  that  eha  took 

(Takiog  heiself)  our  best  and  worthiest  book. 

Return  not*  my  soul,  Akma  this  ecitasy, 

And  meditatioo  of  what  thou  shalt  bot 

To  earthly  thoughts,  tilt  it  lo  thae  appeac; 

With  whom  thy  eoovanatioo  mart  be  therb 

With  whom  wilt  thou  converse i  whatstatMm 

Canrt  thou  choose  out  free  firom  iafsotioa. 

That  will  aot  gi^e  thee  theiiB,  nor  driak  ia  thine  i 

Shalt  tboa  not  find  a  spongy  slach  divine 

Drink  and  sack  in  th'  instructions  of  great  msn^ 

And  for  the  word  of  God  vent  them  again? 

Are  there  not  some  courts  (and  then  n9  thtoffi  ba 

So  like  as  courts)  which  in  this  let  us  see^ 

That  witf  aad  toaguas  of  libellers,  are  weak. 

Because  they  do  mora  ill  thaa  these  can  speak  ? 

The  poison  's  gone  through  all,  poisons  alfect 

Chieiy  thschiefort  parts;  hut  some  effKt 

In  nails,  and  hairs,  yaa,  aacrsmaats  will  show; 

So  lies  the  poiaoa  of  sin  in  the  most  low. 

Up^  up,  my  drowsy  soul,  where  tby  new  ear 

Shall  in  the  angels'  songs  no  discord  bear ; 

Where  thou  ihalt  aee  the  blessed  mother-maid 

Joy  in  not  bemg  that  which  men  have  said ; 

Where  sbe  *»  exalted  more  for  being  good. 

Than  for  her  interest  of  motherhood : 

Up  to  those  patiiarchs,  which  did  longer  sit 

Expecting  Christ,  than  they  *ve  eivoy'd  Urn  yats 

Up  to  those  prophets^  which  now  gladly  see 

Their  propbecias  grown  to  be  history : 

Uo  to  th'  apoatks,  trho  did  bravely  run 

All  the  Sun's  course,  with  more  light  than  the  San  t 

Up  to  those  martyrs,  who  did  calmly  bleed 

Oil  to  th'  apostleTs  lamps,  dew  to  their  seeds 

Up  to  those  virgiai,  who  thought,  that  almort 

They  made  joint-tenants  with  the  Holy  Ghost, 

If  tbey  to  any  should  his  temple  give : 

Up,  up,  for  in  that  squadron  there  doth  live 

She,  who  heth  carry'd  thither  new  degrees 

(As  to  their  number)  to  their  dignities : 

She,  who  being  to  heiself  a  state,  enjoy'd 

All  royalties,  which  any  state  employed  ; 

For  she  made  wars,  aad  trinmph'd ;  reason  rtiU 

Did  not  o'ertbronr,  but  rectify  her  will: 

And  she  nmde  peace ;  for  no  peace  is  like  this^ 

That  beauty  aad  chastity  together  kiss: 

She  did  high  jnetice,  for  she  cmcify*d 

Sv'ry  ifart  motion  of  rebellion's  pride : 

And.she  gave  paidoos,  and  ww$  liberal. 

For,  oaly  herMlf  except,  she  pavdon'd  all: 

She  coined,  in  this,  that  her  impression  gava 

To  all  our  actions  all  the  worth  they  hafo : 

She  gave  protaetkMs;  the  thougfaUofherbrsMt 

Satan's  rnide  offioeia  could  ne'er  arresL 

As  these  prerogatives,  beiag  met  m  ooe^ 

BCade  her  a  sovereign  gtata^  raligi<m 


Digitized  by 


Google 


184 

Bla^alMrf  ehmrdi;  and  thMe  two  ibada  ber  all. 

She,  wbo  was  all  thk  all,  and  could  not  fall 

To  worae,  by  company,  (fbr  she  was  still 

More  antidote  than  all  tlie  woHd  was  ill) 

She,  she  doth  leave  it,  and  by  death  sonrive 

All  this  in  HeaT*n ;  whither  wbo  doth  not  strive 

The  taore,  because  she  's  there,  he  doth  not  koaw 

That  accidental  joys  in  Heav'n  do  srow. 

But  pause,  my  soul ;  and  study,  ^  thou  fiUI 

On  accidental  joys,  th*  essentiat 

Still  before  accessories  do  abide 

A  trial,  must  the  principal  be  tryU 

And  what  essential  joy  canst  thon  expect 

Here  upon  Earth  ?  what  permanent  effect 

Of  transitory  causes?  Dost  thou  love 

Beauty  ?  (And  beauty  worthiest  is  to  move) 

Pnor  coaen'd  cozener,  that  she,  and  that  thou, 

Which  did  begin  to  love,  are  neither  now. 

You  are  both  fluid,  changed  since  yesterday  $ 

Next  day  repairs  (b^it  iM)  last  day*s  decay. 

Kor  are  ^(although  the  river  keep  the  name) 

Yesterday's  waters  and  to  day's  the  same. 

Sd  flows  her  face,  and  thine  eyes ;  neither  now 

That  saint,  nor  pilgrim,  which  your  loving  vow 

CoBcem'd,  remains;  but  whilst  you  think  you  be 

Constant,  you  're  houriy  in  inconstancy. 

Honour  may  have  pretence  unto  our  love. 

Because  )that  God  did  live  so  long  above 

Without  this  honour,  and  then  lov'd  it  so. 

That  he  at  last  made  creatures  to  bestow 

Honour  on  him ;  not  that  he  needed  it. 

But  that  to  his  hands  man  might  grow  more  fit* 

But, since  all  honours  from  inferiors  flow, 

(For  they  do  gpve  it ;  princes  do  but  show 

Whom  they  would  have  so  honoured)  and  that  this 

On  such  opinions  and  capacities 

Is  bttih,  as  rise  aM  fttll,  to  more  and  less, 

Alas!  't  is  bat  a  casual  happiness. 

Hath  ever  any  man  t*  himself  assignM 

This  or  that  happiness  t'  arrest  his  mind, 

But  that  another  man,  which  takes  a  worse. 

Thinks  him  a  fool  for  having  ta'en  that  course? 

They  who  did  labour  Babel's  tow*r  t*  erect. 

Might  have  considered,  that  for  that  eSact 

All  this  whole  solid  Earth  could  not  allow. 

Nor  furnish  forth  materials  enow; 

And  that  his  centre,  ta  raise  such  a  place, 

Was  far  too  little  to  have  been  the  base : 

No  more  afibrds  this  worid  foundatioa 

T*  erect  true  joy,  were  all  the  means  in  one. 

But  as  the  heathen  made  them  several  gods 

Of  all  God's  benefits,  and  all  his  rods, 

(For  as  the  wine,  and  com,  and  onions  are 

Gods  unto  them,  so  agues  be,  and  war) 

And  as  by  changmg  that  whole  precious  gold 

To  such  small  copper  coins,  they  lost  the  old. 

And  lost  their  only  God,  who  ever  must 

Be  sought  alone,  and  not  in  such  a  thrust : 

So  much  mankind  tru^  happiness  mistakes ; 

No  joy  enjoys  that  man,  that  many  makes. 

Then,  soul,  to  thy  first  pitch  worktop  again ; 

Know  that  all  lines,  which  circles  do  contain. 

For  once  that  they  the  centre  touch,  do  touch 

Twice  this  circumference ;  and  be  thou  such. 

Double  on  Heav'n  thy  thoughts,  on  Earth  emplosr'd ; 

All  will  not  sc^e;  only  who  have  enjoy 'd 

The  sight  of  God  in  ftilnesB,  can  think  it ; 

For  it  is  both  the  dt^ect  and  the  wit. 

This  is  essential  joy,,  where  neither  he 

^an  sufier  dimlnation,  nor  we ; 


DONNETS  POEMS. 


T  b  iuch  a  foil*  and  soch  a  I 

Had  th'  angels  once  look'd  oo  hini«dMy  had  stood. 

To  fill  the  place  of  oneiif  them,  or  more. 

She,  whom  we  celebrate,  is  gone  before : 

She,  who  had  here  so  moch  essential  joy. 

As  no  chance  ooold  distract,  moch  less  destroy  ; 

Who  with  God's  presence  was  acquaintied  so^ 

(Hearing,  and  speaking  to. him)  as  to  knov 

Hisfiu^  in  any  natural  slooe  or  tree^ 

Better  than  when  in  images  they  be: 

Who  kept  by  diligent  devotion 

God's  image  in  anch  repantioo 

Within  her  heart,  that  what  decay  waagrowo. 

Was  her  first  parents*  fisult,  and  not  lieposro  : 

Wbo,  being  solicited  to  any  act. 

Still  heard  God  pleading  bis  safo  pre-oontrsMSi  r 

Who  by  a  fisithiul  confidence  was  here 

Betroth'd  to  God,  and  now  is  married  there  ; 

Whose  twilights  were  more  clear  than  our  mid-doy  ; 

Who  dream 'd  devoutlier  than  most  use  to  pcmy : 

Who  being  here  fill'4  with  grace,  yatvtrove  to  be 

Both  where  more  grace  and  more  cafmattf 

At  once  is  given  :  she  to  Heav'n  is  gone. 

Who  made  this  world  in  some  proportion 

A  Heav'n,  and  here  became  unto  us  aU, 

Joy  (as  our  jojrs  admit)  essential. 

But  £ouId  this  low  worid  joys  essential  tosch, 

Heav'n*s  accidental  joys  wonld  pass  them  nra^i.. 

How  poor  and  lame  must  then  our  casoal  be  } 

If  thy  prince  will  his  subjects  to  call  thee 

My  loitl,  and  this  do  swell  thee,  thon  ait  thov 

By  being  greater,  grown  to  bt  less  man. 

When  no  physician  of  redress  can  speak, 

A  joyful  casual  violence  may  break 

A  dangerous  apostcm  in  thy  breast ; 

And  whilst  thou  joy'st  in  thi»,  the  dangereits  rest. 

The  bag  uMy  rise  up,  and  so  strangle  tbesu 

What  e'er  was  casual,  may  ever  be: 

What  should  the  nature  change?  ormaketheaama 

Certain,  which  was  but  casual  when  it  eame  } 

All  casual  joy  doth  loud  and  plainly  say. 

Only  by  coming ,  that  it  can  away. 

Only  in  Heav'n  joy's  strength  is  never  tpcnty 

And  accidental  things  are  permanent. 

Joy  of  a  soul's  arrival  ne'er  decays ; 

(For  that  soul  ever  joys,  and  ever  stays)  * 

Joy,  that  their  last  great  connimmation 

Approaches  in  the  resurrection ; 

When  earthly  bodies  more  celestial 

Shall  be  than  angels  were ;  for  they  oonld  fidl; 

This  kind  of  joy  doth  every  day  admit 

Degrees  of  growth,  hot  none  of  h)sing  it. 

In  this  fresh  joy,  't  is  no  small  part  that  she. 

She,  in  whose  goodness  he  that  names  degree. 

Doth  injure  her;  ('t  is  loss  to  be  calPd  best. 

There  where  the  stuff  is  not  such  as  the  rest ;) 

She,  who  l^  su9b  a  body  as  even  die 

Only  in  Heav'n  could  learn,  how  it  can  be . 

Made  better ;  for  she  rather  was  two  souk. 

Or  like  to  full  on  both  sides-written. rolls. 

Where  minds  niight  read  upon  the  outward  skia 

As  strong  records  for  God,  as  minds  witfaiD:     - 

She,  who,  by  making  full  perfection'  grow. 

Pieces  a  cirele,  and  still  keeps  it  so, 

Long'd  for,  and  longing  for  %  to  Heav'n  is  gone. 

Where  she  receives  and  gives  addition.         <» 

Here  in  a  place,  where  misdevotion  frames 

A  thousand  prayers  to  saints  whose  very  names 

The  ancient  chureh  knew  not,  Heav'n  knows  ooisrctf 

And  where  wkat  laws  of  poetry  admits 
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laws  of  raVgion  hat^  at  letfl  the  Bame^ 
Immortal  maid,  I  daif  ht  myoke  thyname. 
Could  any  saint  provoke  that  appetite, 
Tbou^bere  BbouM'M  make  me  a  Ftrench  eonvertite. 
But  thoa  woold'at  not ;  norwould'itthoa  be  content 
Totake  this  for  my  second  year^  tme  i«Bt, 
Did  ibis  coin  bei^  any  other  stamp  than  hi% 
That  gave  thee  power  to  do,  me  to  say  tills: 
Since  bis  will  is,  that  to  posterity 
Thou  sboaId*st  ftr  life  and  death  a  pattern  be. 
And  that  the  world  should  notice  have  of  this, 
The  purpose  and  th*  aothority  is  his. 
Tiwu  aft  the  proelamatioo ;  and  I  am 
The  trompet,  at  whose  voice  the  people  came. 


EPICEDES  AND  OBSEQUIES 

UPON 
THB  DBATHS  OF  SUITDRT  PBR80HAGSS. 

jtN  ELEGY 

OV  TBI  CMTIllBtr  nSATH  OF  TUB  IMCOMPABABM  PaiMCB 


Look  od  me.  Faith,  and  look  to  my  faith,  God  $ 

For  both  .my  centres  feel  this  period* 

Of  weight  one  centre,  one  of  snreatoesB  is; 

And  rmsQttis  that  centre,  iaith  is  this| 

For  idto  oi^  reason  flow,  and  there  do  end 

AU,  that  this  natural  worid  doth  oompiehend ; 

Qootidian  things,  and  eqaidistaat  hence, 

Sbot  io,  for  omn,  in  one  cireamfereoce : 

"«t  for  th*  enonnons  greatnesses,  which  are 

So  disproportion*dt  end  so  angular, 

^«  Go*i  esaenoe,  place,^.and  proridenee, 

where,  bow,  whao,  what  souls  do^  departed  hence  j 

^^^  tbiags  (eccentric  ebe)  on  fitith  66  strike: 

let  odther  aU»  nor  upon  alt  alike. 

For  reason,  pat  to  her  best  extension, 

A^  meeto  fiuth,  and  makes  both  centres  one. 

And  nothing  ever  came  so  near  to  this, 

As  ontemplation  of  that  prince  we  miss. 

For  all  that  fiuth  might  credit,  mankind  oould, 

■^^xn  still  seconded,  that  this  prince  would. 

If  then  least  moriog  of  the  centre  make 

More,  tbaa  if  whole  Hell  he]eh*d,  the  world  tosfaake, 

What  most  this  dob  centres  distracted  so, 

^t  we  aeenot  what  to  beKeire  or  know  ? 

w2^  ^  ^•''  belieVd  tUl  now,  that  he^ 

Whose  reputation  was  an  ecstasy, 

"5  naghboor  states,  which  knew  not  why  to  wake, 

'  iU  he  disooTer*d  what  ways  he  would  take ; 

*«  whooi,  what  princes  angled,  when  they  try*d, 

««•  torpedo^  and  were  stupify'd  J 

^  other's  studies,  how  be  would  be  bent; 

rj  *»»  IfPtat  Other's  greatest  instrument, 

™  •ctoT'itspirit,  to  convey  and  tie 

«J»  louJ  of  peace  unto  Christianity  > 

Wat  tt  not  w«U  believ'd,  that  he  would  make 

;™f  £*«»»>  P«ce  th»  elenial  orertake, 

*«  wet  his  times  might  have  stietch'd  out  so  far, 

At  to  toach  thrne  of  whieb  they  emUeins  are  ? 


For  to  confirm  this  just  bdief,  that  new 

The  last  days  came,  we  saw  Heav'n  did  allow. 

That,  but  from  his  aspect  and  exercise. 

In  peaceful  times  rumours  of  wars  should  arise. 

But  now  this  faith  is  heresy :  we  must 

Still  stay,  and  ve%  oar  great  grandmother,  Dott 

Oh,  is  Ood  prodigal }  hath  ht  spent  his  store 

Of  plagues  on  as ;  and  only  now,  when  more 

Would  ease  us  mnch,  doth  he  grudge  misery; 

And  will  not  let  *8  ei^oy  our  cune,  to  die  ? 

As  fbr  the  Earth,  thrown  lowest  down  of  all, 

T  were  an  ambition  to  desire  to  fall ; 

So  Ood,  in  our  desire  to  die,  doth  know 

Our  plot  for  ease,  in  being  wretdied  so : 

Therefore  we  live,  though  such  a  life  we  hare, 

As  but  so  many  mandrakes  on  his  grave. 

What  had  his  growth  and  generation  done. 

When,  what  we  are,  his  putrefaction 

Sustains  in  us.  Earth,  which  griefs  animate  ? 

Nor  hath  our  world  now  other  soul  tluan  tbaL 

And  could  grief  get  so  high  as  Heav*n,  thatqnjrB^ 

Forgetting  this  their  new  joy,  would  desire 

(With  grief  to  see  him)  he  had  stay'd  below, 

To  rectify  oar  errours  they  foreknow. 

Is  th'  other  centre,  reason,  faster  then  ? 

Whereshould  we  look  fbrthat,  now  we  'ce  not  men  ? 

For  if  our  reason  be  our  connectioa 

Of  causes,  now  to  us  there  can  be  none. 

For,  as  if  aH  the  substances  were  spent, 

T  were  madness  to  inquire  of  accident ; 

So  is  *t  to  look  for  reason,  he  being  gone, 

The  only  subject  reason  wrought  upon. 

If  fote  have  such  a  chain,  whose  divers  links 

Industrious  man  discemeth,  as  he  thinks. 

When  miracle  doth  come,  and  so  steal  in 

A  new  link,  man  knows  not  where  to  begin : 

At  a  much  deac^er  foult  must  reason  be, 

Death  haying  broke  off  such  a  link  as  he. 

But  now,  for  us  with  busy  proof  to  come, 

That  we  've  no  reason,  would  prove  we  had  some ; 

So  would  just  lamentations :  therefore  we 

May  safelier  say,  that  we  are  dead,  than  he. 

So,  if  our  grie&  we  do  not  well  declare, 

We  Ve  doubfe  excuse ;  he  's  not  dead,  we  are. 

Yet  would  not  I  die  yet;  fbr  though  I  be 

Too  narrow  to  think  him,  as  he  is  he, 

(Our  souls'  best  baiting  and  mid-period. 

In  her  kmg  joaney  of  considering  God) 

Yet  (no  dishonour)  I  can  reach  him  thus. 

As  he  embrac'd  the  fires  of  fove,  with  us. 

Oh,  may  I  (since  I  live)  but  see  or  hear. 

That  she-intelligence  which  morv'd  this  sphere, 

I  pardon  Fate,  my  life ;  whoever  thou  be. 

Which  hast  the  noble  conscience,  thou  art  she : 

I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  charms  he  spoke. 

By  th'  oaths,  which  only  you  two  never  broke. 

By  all  the  souls  ye  sigh'd,  that  if  you  see 

These  lines,  you  wish,  I  knew  your  history. 

So  much,  as  you  two  mutual  Heavens  were  here^ 

I  were  an  angel,  singing  what  you  wei^. 
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TR  OOmiTBtS  OV  BBDiORD. 


I  BAVR  learned  by  those  laws,  wherein  I  am 
ttttle  ooDvenant,  that  he  which  bestows  any 
oostopoB  thedeady  oUigaihiai  which  is  dead^ 
bot  not  his  heu-;  I  do  not  therefore  send 
this  paper  to  your  ladyihip,  that  yon  should 
ttaik  tne  for  it,  or  thinlL  that  I  thank  yoa 
ID  it;  yoar  iifons  and  benafils  to  me  are  so 
mnch  above  my  merits,  that  they  are  even  above 
my  gratitode ;  if  that  were  to  be  jndged  by  words, 
which  mnst  express  it.  Sot,  nmdam,  mat»  yomr 
noble  brother^  fortune  bdug  yoais,  the  evi- 
dences also  concerning  it  are  yours :  so  his  virtues 
being  yours,  the  evidences  conoemins  that  belong 
also  to  yoa,  of  which  by  your  acceptance  this 
maybe  one  piece;  in  which  quality  I  humbly 
present  it,  and  as  a  testimony  how  entirely  your 
ftmilypossesieth 

your  ladyship's 
most  humble  and  thankful  servant, 

JOHN  OOMNK. 


Faol  soul,  which  wast  not  only  as  all  lools  he^ 
Then  when  then  wait  infused,  harmony, 
But  dtd%t  continue  so;  and  now  dost  boir 
A  part  in  Oodls  great  organ,  this  whole  sphere; 
If  looking  up  to  Gkid,  or  down  to  us» 
Thou  6nd  that  any  way  is  peryioos 
Twixt  Heav'n  and  Earth,  and  that  men's  actions  do 
Come  to  your  knowledge  and  afibctaons  too. 
See,  and  with  joy,  ma  to  that  good  degree 
Of  goodnem  grown,  that  I  can  stndy  ,tbee ; 
And  by  these  meditations  refln*d, 
Can  nnapparsl  and  enlarge  my  mind» 
And  so  can  make  by  this  soft  ecstasy* 
This  place  a  map  of  Heav*a,  myself  of  thee. 
Thou  seest  me  here  at  midnight,  now  all  rest ; 
Time's  dead*low  wntsr,  when  all  minds  d&vest 
To  morrow's  business,  when  the  laboarers  have 
Such  rest  in  bed,  tbattheirlaitcburcb-yard  grave, 
^Subject  to  change,  will  scarce  be  a  type  of  this ; 
Now  when  the  client,  whose  last  hearing  is 
To  morrow,  sleeps;  when  the  condemMd  man, 
(Who  when  he  opes  his  eym  must  shut  them  then 
Again  by  death)  although  sad  watch  he  kesp. 
Doth  practise  djring  by  a  little  sleep  i 
llion  at  this  midnight  aeest  me,  and  as  soon 
As  that  Sun  rises  to  me^  midnight 's  noon  i 


All  the  woHd  gaaun  tmNpaasm,  mrf  I  aan 
Through  siH,  both  ohnreh  and  slate,  ina 
And  I  discern  hyliivour  of  thii  light 
Myself,  the  hardest  olveot  of  the  s«ht 
Godisthaglaw;  as  thou,  whan  thou  dual  ane 
Him,  who  oeas  nil,  seest  «U  oonoamiag  11^ : 
80^  yet  unglonfiad,  I  oovsprdMnd 
All,  in  these  minon  of  thy  ways  and  end. 
Though  God  be  our  true  glass,  through  whidi  we  ess 
All,  sinoa  thaMng  of  aU  thh^  to  he^ 
Yet  are  the  tnmkSi  whkh  do  to  us  derivn 
Things  in  propoition,  fit  by  pcmpectivu. 
Deeds  of  good  men:  lor  by  their  being  haes^ 
Virtues,  indeed  remote^  seem  tabe  near. 
But  where  can  I  affirm  or  where  arrest 
My  thoughts  on  his  deeds?  wh^ch  shnUIcallbest? 
For  fluid  virtue  camwt  be  lookM  00,- 
Nor  can  endure  a  contemplation. 
As  bodies  change,  and  as  I  do  not  wear 
These  spirits,  humouf%  blood,  t  did  last  jrear; 
And  as,  if  on  a  stream  I  fix  mine  eye, 
Hiat  drop,  which  1  looked  on,  is  presently 
Pushed  with  more  watsn  from  my  sight,  and  gone; 
So  in  this  sea  qf  virtues,  can  no  one 
Be  insisted  on ;  virtues  as  riven  pass^ 
Yet  still  rem«tts  that  virtuous  man  there  was. 
And  as,  if  man  feed  on  man*s  flesh,  and  so 
Part  of  his  body  to  another  owe. 
Yet  at  the  last  two  perfect  hodies  rise. 
Because  Ood  knows  where  every  atom  lies; 
So  if  one  knowledge  were  nrnde  of  all  those, 
Who  knew  his- minutes  well,  be  might  dispose 
His  virtues  into  names  and  ranks;  but  I 
Should  ii^ure  nature,  virtue,  and  deatmy. 
Should  I  divide  and  disoonlinne  so 
Vhtue,  which  did  in  one  eutirsnew  gwvw. 
For  as  be  that  shouhl  say,  spints  mm  fimm'd 
Of  all  the  pursrt  parts  that  can  be  nam*d. 
Honours  not  spirits  hnlf  so  aauch  as  he 
Which  says  they  have  no  parts,  btat  sin^la  be: 
So  is  *t  of  virtue;  for  a  powt  and  one 
Are  much  eutiver  than  a  million. 
And  had  Fate  meant  t>  have  had  his  virtaes  told. 
It  would  have  let  him  ^e  to  haem  been  old. 
that  virtue  in  season,  and  then  this, 


So  then  that  ^ 

We  might  have  seen,  and  said,  that  now  he  is 

Witty,  now  wise,  now  teatperato,  new  just: 

In  good  short  lives,  virtues  ave  thin  to  thrust. 

And  to  be  sure  betimes  to  get  a  place. 

When  they  would  eaereise^  lack  time^  and  ipaos. 

So  was  it  in  this  penon,  fbrcM  to  he. 

For  lack  of  time,  his  omgk  epitome: 

So  to  exhibit  in  few  years  as  nroch. 

As  all  the  long-breath'd  chronielem  can  toach. 

As  when  an  a^el  dosm  from  Henv^i  doth  fly, 

Our  quick  thought  cannot  kesp  him  company; 

Wecartuotthink,nowheisatthetun,         [ma, 

Now  through  the  Moan,  now  thrsngh  She  air  doth 

Yet  when  he 's  oonw,  we  know  he  did  npair 

To  all  *tirhEt  Heav'n  nnd  Berth,  8utt»  Moon^  and  air; 

And  as  this  angel  m  an  hMtant  knanai 

And  yet  we  knew  this  suddon  kaowladge  grovs 

By  quick  amassiig  sevmal  farms  dthings, 

Which  he  snccsssively  to  order  brings; 

When  they,  whose  skiw»pac*d  lamelhonghtscaaast 

Sofertashe,thinkthathedolhnetso;  [fo 

Just  as  a  perfect  reader  doth  not  dweH 

On  every  syllable^  nor  stay  to  ^eH, 

Yet  without  doubt  he  doth  dialinody  sae^ 

And  lay  togetharninry  A  and  B I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


FDN^RikL  ELEOIE& 


W 


9o  io  shortJivM  fpod  mm  it  Bfli  «ad«ntood 
Each  sereral  Tirt«e,  bat  the  compound  ipood. 
Toe  tbey  all  virtoft'f  pati»  ia  that  pace  tfend, 
Ab  angels  go^  and  k^i^p  and  «s  men  nead. 
O  why  abould  theo  these  mmu  these  lump  of  balm. 
Sent  hither  the  world's  tempest  to  bacaun, 
Before  by  deeds  they  are  diffused  andspnoidp 
Aod  to  make  as  alive,  themaelyes  be  dead  ? 
0,  soul !  O,  circle !  why  so  quickly  be 
Thy  ends,  thy  birtl^  and  death  clos'd  np  in  thee  ) 
SiQce  one  foot  of  thy  compass  gtill  was  plao'd 
Id  Heav'Oy  the  other  might  secuvsly  've  pac'd 
In  the  most  large  extent  thnmgh  every  path, 
Which  the  whole  world,  or  mao»  th'  abridgment, 

hath. 
ThoQ  know'st,  that  though  the  tropic  circles  have 
(Yea,  and  those  small  ones  which  thepoles^epgrave) 
All  the  same  towndness,  evennesi»  and  all 
The  endlessness  of  th'  equinoctial ; 
Yet  when  we  come  to  measure  distances. 
Hew  here,  how  there,  the  Son  affisoted  is; 
When  he  doth  fisiatly  woil^  and  when  prevail  i 
Only  great  circles  then  can  be  our  scale: 
So  though  thy  circle  to  thyself  eapress 
AU  tending  to  tby  endless  happiness; 
And  we  by  onr  good  ose  of  it  may  try 
Both  bow  to  live  weli  (yoang)  and  how  io  die. 
Yet  Mice  we  must  be  old,  and  age  endures 
His  torrid  BQBa  at  eooit,  and  caleaturss     ' 
Of  hot  ambition,  irreligion's  ice. 
Zeal's  agnai»  a«d  hydropic  afpriee, 
(Infirauties,  which  need  the  scale  of  troth. 
As  vdl  as  lost  and  ipioraBee  of  youth;) 
Why  didst  thou  not  for  these  give  medieiMS  too. 
And  by  tby  doing  tell  ns  what  to  do  ? 
Though  as  small  peoket^fecks,  wl^ose  avery  wheel 
IXitb  each  mis-notioo  and  distemper  feel; 
Whose  hands  gets  sbakingpalsies ;  and  whose  string 
(Hii  fiaews)  slackens ;  and  whose  soul,  the  spiing, 
£xpirei  or  langnishes ;  and  whose  palse,  the  flee, 
Either  beats  not,  or  beats  unevenly ; 
Whose  voice,  the  beJl,  doth  rattle  or  grow  dnmb. 
Or  idle,  ss  men  which  to  their  last  hour  come ; 
If  these  dodu  be  not  wound,  or  be  wound  still. 
Or  be  not  set,  OK  set  at  every  will ; 
So  youth  is  easiest  todestruction, 
If  then  we  fiiUow  all>  or  follow  none. 
Yet  u  in  great  docks,  which  in  steeples  chime, 
PWd  to  inforra  whole  towns,  t'emj^y  their  time. 
And  errour  doth  more  barm,  being  general. 
When  small  ckxskls  faalu  only  on  th'  weater  fall :. 
So  work  the  fiiults  of  age,  on  which  the  eye 
Of  children,  servants,  or  the  state  rely ; 
Why  wonld'tt  not  tboo  then,  which  hadsfc  sueh  a 

soul, 
A  dock  BO  true,  as  might  the  Son  control, 
Aad  daily  hidst  from  him^  who  gave  it  thee, 
ImtrootiQos,  such,  aaiteould  never  be 
piiorder*d,  stay  here,  as  a  gcsieral 
m  great  snn-dial,  to  have  ast  us  all  ? 
2^  v^y  woold'st  thou  be  an  instmment 
^0  thhqnpatoral  oonrae  ?  or  why  consent 
J^  this,  Bflt  miracle,  but  prodigy,. 
That  vben  the  ebbs  longer  than  ftowiags  he, 
Virtue,  whese  Qood  did  with  thy  youth  begin, 
Should  to  nuoh  kster  ebb  out  than  iow  in  ? 
Though  her  flood  ware  bk>wn  in  by  thy  fint  iMnth, 
All  18  at  oooe  sunk  in  the  whirl-pool,  death. 
Which  woed  I  would  not  name,  but  that  laeo 
"«^  «tae  •  dewrt,  gmn  a  oomrt  by  thee. 


,NowI  amsnretba^if^iiuaivDQNlhflvin 
Good  eompanyi  his  entry  is  a  grave. 
Methinks  all  cities  now  but  ant-hiUs  be. 
Where  when  the  several  labourers  I  see 
For  children,  house,  pnyvision,  taking  pain,  [graiat 
Tbey  're  all  but  ants,  carrying  eggs^  straw,  and 
And  church-yards  are  our  cities,  unto  which 
The  most  repair,  that  are  ip  goodness  rich; 
There  is  the  best  ooncoune  and  confluence 
There  are  the  holy  subnibs,  and  from  tlienco 
Begins  God's  city,  new  Jerusalem, 
Which  doth  extoaid  her  utmost  gates  to  them  s 
At  that  gate  then,  triumphant  soul,  dost  thou 
Begin  thy  triumph.    But  since  laws  allow  > 
That  at  the  triumph-day  the  people  may. 
All  that  they  will,  'gainst  the  triumpher  say, 
Let  me  here  ose  that  fireedom,  and  express 
My  grie(  though  not  to  make  thy  triumph  less. 
By  law  to  triumphs, none  admitteid  be, 
Tdl  they,  as  magtstrates,  get  victory ; 
Though  then  to  thy  force  all  youth's  Ibes  did  yield. 
Yet  till  fit  time  had  brought  thee  to  that  fleld. 
To  which  thy  rank  in  this  state  destined  thee. 
That  there  thy  counsels  might  get  victory. 
And  so  in  that  capacity  remove  « 

All  jealousies 'twixt  pmoe  aad  sulject's  love, 
Thou  could'st  no  title  to  this  triumph  have. 
Thou  didst  intrude  on  Death,  us^rp  a  grave. 
Then  (thou^  victoriously)  thou  hadst  fought  as  yet 
But  with  thine  own  affections,  with  the  heat 
Of  youth's  desires,  and  eolds  of  igaoianae, 
But  til)  thou  ahoulid'at  successfully  advance 
Thine  arms  'gainst  foreign  enemies,  which  are 
Both  envy,  aad  acclamations  popalar, 
(For  both  these  engines  equally  defeat, 
Though  by  a  divers  mine,  those  which  are  great) 
Till  then  thy  war  was  bnt  a  civil  war. 
For  which  to  triumph  none  admitted  are; 
No  more  are  they,  who»  though  with  goodracoats. 
In  a  defensive  war  their  power  express. 
Before  men  triumph,  the  dominioa 
Must  be  enlarg'd,  aad  not  praserv'd  alone ; 
Why  sbould'st  thou  then,  whose  battles  were  to  win 
Thyself  from  those  straits  Nature  put  thee  m. 
And  to  deliver  up  to  God  that  state. 
Of  which  he  gave  thee  the  vicariate 
(Which  is  thy  soul  and  body)  as  entire 
As  he,  who  takes  indentures,  doth  require  ; 
But  didst  not  stay,  t'  enlarge  his  kingdom  too, 
By  making  others,  what  thou  didst,  to  do;    {mom 
Why  should'st  thou  triumph  now,  when  Heav'n  no 
Hath  got,  by  geUing  thee,  than  't  bad  before  ? 
For  Heav'n  and  thou,  even  when  then  livedstbere^ 
Of  one  anqther  in  posseauon  were. 
But  this  from  triumph  most  disables  th^e. 
That  thet  place,  which  is  conquered,  must  be 
Left  safe  from  present  war,  and  likaly  doubt 
Of  immtneat  commotions  to  break  out : 
And  hath  he  left  ut  so  ?  or  can  it  be 
This  territory  was  no  more  than  ha? 
No^  we  were  all  his  charge ;  the  ^ioceae 
Of  every  exemplar  man  the  whole  world  iss 
And  he  wes  joined  in  commission 
With  tutttlar  angeU^  sent  to  every  one. 
But  though  this  freedom  to  upbraid,  aad  chide 
Him  who  triumph'd,  wene  lawful,  it  was  ty'd 
With  this,  that  it  might  never  reference  have 
Unto  the  senate,  who  this  triumph  gave ; 
Men  might  at  Pompey  jest,  but  they  might  not 
At  thai  authority,  tqr  which  he  got 
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Leave  to  trmmpli,  befere  by  age  he  migrht ; 

So  though,  triumphaot  Kml,  I  dare  to  write 

Mov>d  with  a  reverential  anger,  thus 

That  thou  to  early  would'ft  abandon  as ; 

Tet  lam  fkr  finom  daring  to  difpote 

With  Chat  great  sovereignty,  whose  absotnte 

Frerogative  hath  thus  dispens'd  with  thee 

'Gainst  Nature's  laws,  which  just  impugnen  be 

Of  eariy  triumph:  and  I  (though  with  pain) 

Lessen  our  loss,  to  magnify  thy  gain 

Of  triumph,  when  I  say  it  was  mote  fit 

That  all  men  should  lack  thee,  than  thou  lack  it 

Tliough  then  in  our  times  be  not  suflfeied 

>That  testimony  of  love  unto  the  dead. 

To  die  with  them,  and  in  their  graves  be  hid. 

As  Saxon  wives,  and  French  soldarii  did ; 

And  though  in  no  degree  I  can  express 

Grief  in  great  Alexander's  great  excess, 

Who  at  his  fnend*s  death  made  whole  towns  divest 

Their  walls  and  bulwarks,  which  became  them  best: 

Do  not,  fisir  soul,  this  sacrifice  refuse. 

That  in  thy  grave  I  do  inter  my  Muse ; 

Which  by  my  grief,  great  as  thy  worth,  bdng  cast 

Behind  hand,  yet  hath  spoke,  and  spoke  her  last. 


OM 

THE  LADY  MARKHAM. 

Mah  is  the  world,  and  death  the  ocean. 
To  which  God  gives  the  tower  parts  of  man. 
This  sea  environs  all,  and  though  as  yet 
God  hath  set  marks  and  bounds  'twixt  us  and  it. 
Yet  doth  it  roar,  and  gnaw,  and  still  pretend 
To  break  our  bank,  whene'er  it  takes  a  friend : 
Then  our  land-waters  (tears  of  passion)  vent  $ 
Our  waters  then  above  our  firmament, 
(Tears,  which  our  sool  doth  for  our  sins  let  fall) 
Take  all  a  brackish  taste,  and  funeral. 
And  even  those  tears,  which  should  wash  sin,  are  sin. 
We,  after  God,  new  drown  our  world  again. 
Nothing  bnt  man,  of  all  env«nom'd  things. 
Doth  work  upon  itself  with  inborn  stings. 
Tears  are  false  spectacles;  we  cannot  see 
Through  passion's  mist,  what  we  are,  or  what  she. 
In  her  this  sea  of  death  hath  made  no  breach  > 
But  as  the  tide  doth  wash  tfie  slimy  beach, 
And  leaves  embroider'd  works  upon  the  sand, 
00  Is  her  flesh  refin*d  by  Death's  cold  hand. 
As  men  of  China,  after  an  age's  stay 
Do  take  up  porcelain,  where  they  buried  clay; 
80  at  this  grave,  her  limbec  (which  refines 
The  diamonds,  rubies,  sapphires,  pearh^  and  mines. 
Of  which  this  flesh  was)  her  soul  shall  inspire 
Flesh  of  snch  stuff,  as  God,  when  his  last  fire 
Annuls  this  world,  to  recompense,  it  shall 
Make  and  name  them  th'  elixir  of  this  all. 
They  say,  the  sea,  when  it  gains,  loseth  too; 
If  carnal  Death  (the  younger  brother)  do 
Usurp  the  body ;  our  soul,  which  subject  is 
To  th'  elder  Death  by  sin,  is  freed  by  this ; 
They  perish  both,  when  they  attempt  the  just; 
For  graves  our  trophies  are,  and  both  Deaths  dost 
So,  uoobooxious  now,  she  hath  buried  both ; 
For  none  to  death  sins,  that  to  sin  is  loath. 
Nor  do  they  die,  which  are  not  loath  to  die ; 
So  hath  she  this  and  that  virginity. 
Grace  was  in  her  extremely  diligent, 
That  kept  her  from  sin,  yet  made  her  repeat 


Of  what  small  fpoti^piiie  white  CMuphum ! 

How  little  poison  cracks  a  crystal  glass! 

She  sinn'd,  bnt  just  enough  to  let  us  see 

Hiat  Go<Ps  word  must  be  tme,  aUthmirt  ^ 

So  much  did  zeal  her  oooscienoe  rarify. 

That  extreme  truth  lack'd  little  of  a  lie; 

Making  omissions  acts;  !a3ring  the  touch 

Of  sin  00  things,  that  sometime  may  be  soeb. 

As  Moses'  cherubins,  whose  natures  do 

Sorpasi  all  speed,  by  him  are  winged  too: 

80  wonid  her  soul,  already  in  Heav'n,  seem  then 

To  climb  by  tears,  the  common  stairs  of  men. 

How  fit  she  was  for  God,  I  am  content 

To  speak,  that  Death  his  vain  haste  may  repent : 

How  fit  fbr  us,  how  even  and  how  sweet. 

How  good  in  all  her  titles,  and  how  meet 

To  have  refbrmVl  this  fbrward  heresy, 

That  women  can  no  parts  of  firienUipbe  ; 

How  moral,  how  divine,  shall  not  be  told. 

Lest  they,  that  hear  her  virtues,  think  her  old ; 

And  lest  ^re  take  Death's  part,  and  make  him  glad 

Of  each  a  prey,  and  to  his  triumph  add. 


MISTRESS  BOUISTREJK 

DiATB,  I  recant,  and  say,  unsaid  by  me 
Whate^  hath  slipt,  that  might  dimmish  thee : 
Spiritual  treason,  atheism  t  Ss,  to  say, 
Tlfat  any  can  thy  summons  disobey. 
Th'  Earth's  fitee  is  but  thy  table  \  there  are  set 
Plants,  cattle,  men,  dishes  for  Death  to  eat 
In  a  rude  hunger  now  he  millioos  draws 
Into  his  bkiody ,  or  plaguy,  or  starv'd  jaws : 
Now  he  will  seem  to  spare,  and  doth  more  wastes 
Eating  the  best  first,  well  preserv'd  to  last: 
Now  wantonly  he  spoils,  and  eats  us  not, 
Bnt  breaks  off  friends,  and  lets  us  piecemeal  rot 
Nor  will  this  earth  serve  him ;  he^nks  the  deep^ 
Where  harmless  fish  monastic  silence  keep; 
Who  (were  Death  dead)  the  rows  of  living  sand 
Might  spunge  that  element,  and  make  it  land. 
He  rounids  the  air,  and  breaks  the  hymnic  notes 
In  birds',  Heav'n*s  choristers,  organic  throats; 
Which  (if  they  did  not  die)  might  seem  te  be 
A  tenth  rank  in  the  Heavenly  hierarchy. 
O  strong  and  long-liv'd  Death,  how  cam'st  thou  io  ? 
And  how  without  creation  didrt  begin  ? 
Thou  hast,  and  shalt  see  dead,  before  thou  dy>kt, 
All  the  four  monarchies,  and  antichrist 
How  could  I  think  thee  nothing,  that  see  now 
In  all  this  all,  nothmg  else  is,  but  thou  ? 
Our  births  and  lives,  vices  and  virtues,  be 
Wasteful  consumptionsi,  and  degrees  of  thee. 
For  we  to  live  our  belVms  wear,  and  breath. 
Nor  are  we  mortal,  dying,  dead,  bnt  death. 
And  though  thou  beest  (O  mighty  bird  of  prey) 
So  much  redaim'd  by  God,  that  thou  must  lay 
All,  that  thou  kilPst,  at  his  feet;  yet  doth  be 
Reserve  but  few,  and  leaves  the  moft  for  thee. 
And  of  thoae  few,  now  thon  hast  overthrown 
One,  whom  thy  blow  makes  not  ours,  nor  thine  ovn ; 
She  was  more  stories  high :  hopeless  to  come 
To  her  aoul,  thou  hast  offered  at  her  lower  room. 
Her  soul  and  body  was  a  king  and  court : 
But  thou  hast  both  of  captain  mim'd  andfbit 
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As  hooMft  &I1  not,  tfaoogk  the  kiagi  remova; 
Bodies  of  saint*  rest  lor  tbeir  souls  above. 
Death  gets  twixt  sools  and  bodies  such  a  place 
As  sin  ipsiBaatea  'twtxt  just  men  and  grace ; 
Both  work  a  aeparatJon,  no  divorce  t 
Her  soul  is  gone  to  usher  op  her  cone. 
Which  shall  be  almost  another  soul,  for  there 
Bodies  are  purer  than  best  sools  are  here. 
Becaiiae  in  her  her  virtues  did  outgo 
Her  years,  woold'st  thou,  O  emulous  Death*  do  so^ 
Aud  kill  her  young  to  thy  loss  ?  must  the  cost 
Of  beauty  and  wit,  apt  to  do  harm,  be  lost  ? 
What  though  thou  ibund^st  her  proof  'gainst  sins  of 

youth? 
Ob,  every  age  a  diveive  sin  pursii*th« 
Thou  should'st  have  sUy'd,  apd  taken  better  hold ; 
Shortly  ambitious ;  covetons,  when  old. 
She  might  have  prov'd ;  and  such  devotion 
Mij^bt  onoe  h^ve  strayM  to  saperatition. 
If  all  her  virtues  might  have  grown,  yet  might 
Abundant  virtue  have  bred  a  proud  delighL 
Had  she  persever'd  just,  there  would  have  been 
Socne  that  would  sin,  mis-thinking  she  did  sin. 
Sacb  as  would  call  her  friendibip  love,  and  feign 
Td  iociablenesB  a  name  profiue  i 
Orihi  by  tempting,  or,  not  daring  that. 
By  wishmg,  though  tbey  never  told  her  what 
Thus  migbt'st  thou  've  slain  more  8oals»  hadtt  thon 

■otcrosa'd 
Thyself  and,  to  triom|ib,  thine  alttiy  lost 
Yet  tbongh  these  ways  be  lost,  thou  hast  left  one. 
Which  is,  immoderate  grief  that  she  is  gone: 
Bat  we  may  'Ccape  that  sin,  yet  weep  as  much; 
^r  tean  are  due,  becanse  we  are  not  such. 
Some  tean,  that  kmitof  friends,  her  death  mvtA  cost, 
Because  the  chaui  is4iTOke$  though  no  link  ktt. 


ON  EIS  WIFE. 

Br  our  fint  strange  and  fiatal  interview, 

By  all  desires,  which  thereof  did  ensue. 

By  oar  long  striving  hopes,  by  that  remorse^ 

Which  my  words  masculine  penuasire  force 

Begot  in  thee,  and  by  the  memory 

Of  hurts,  which  spies  and  rivals  threatened  me, 

I  calmly  beg.    But  by  thy  father's  wrath. 

By  all  pains,  which  want  and  divorcement  hath, 

I  CQDJare  thee;  and  all  the  oaths,  which  I 

And  thou  have  sworn  to  seal  joint  constancy, 

I  here  nmwear,  and  ovenwear  them  thus  ; 

TboQ  ihalt  not  k>ve  fay  means  so  dangerous. 

Temper,  O  fair  love!  loveli  impetuous  rage. 

Be  my  true  mistress,  not  my  feigned  page ; 

I  '11  go,  and,  by  thy  kind  leave,  leave  behind 

TTiee,  only  worthy  to  none  in  my  mind, 

Thint  to  come  back;  O,  if  thou  die  before. 

My  soul  from  other  lands  to  thee  shall  soar; 

Thy  (else  almighty)  beauty  cannot  move 

Bege  from  the  seas,  nor  thy  love  teach  them  love, 

Nor  tame  wild  Boreas'  harshness ;  thou  hast  read 

Ho|e  roughly  he  in  pieces  shivered 

Fair  Orithea,  whom  he  swore  be  lov*d. 

Fan  ill  or  good,  't  is  madness  to  have  prov'd 

l^aogen  oQuig'd :  feed  on  this  flattery, 

That  absent  lovers  one  in  th*  other  be. 

j^ssemble  ncAhlog,  not  a  boy,  nor  change 

Tiy  body*t  habit,  nor  mind  j  be  not  strange 


To  thyself  only.    All  will  spir  in  thy  ftoe 
A  blushing  womanly  discovering  grace. 
Richly  cloth'd  apes,  are  calPd  apes;  and  as  soon 
EcUps'd,  as  bright  we  call  the  Moon,  the  Moon,' 
Men  of  France,  changeable  chameleonic 
Spittles  of  diseases,  shops  of  fashiooa. 
Love's  fueilers,  and  th*  rightest  company 
Of  playen,  which  upon  the  world's  stage  be. 
Will  too  too  quickly  know  thee ;  and  alas, 
Th'  indifferent  Italian,  as  we  pass 
His  warm  land,  well  content  to  think  thee  page. 
Will  hnnt  thee  with  such  lust  and  hideous  rage. 
As  Lot's  fair  guests  were  vflx'd.  But  none  of  theee^ 
Nor  spangy  hydroptic  Dutch,  shall  thee  displease. 
If  thou  stay  here,    O,  stay  here  \  for,  for  thee 
England  is  only  a  worthy  gallery, 
To  walk  in  expectation,  till  from  thence 
Our  greatest  king  call  thee  to  bis  presence. 
When  [  am  gone,  dream  me  some  happiness. 
Nor  let  thy  looks  our  long  hid  love^  confess ; 
Nor  praise,  uor  dispraise  me ;  nor  bless,  nor  curse 
Openly  love's  force ;  nor  in  bed  fright  thy  nurse 
With  midnight's  startings,  crying  out,  **  Ohi  oh  f 
Nurse,  O  !  my  love  is  slain;  I  saw  him  go 
O'er  the  white  Alps  alone ;  I  saw  him,  I, 
Amail'd,  Ukon,  fight,  stabb'd,  bleed,  &1I,  and  die.^ 
Augure  me  better  chance,  except  dread  Jove 
Thmk  it  enough  for  me  t^  have  had  thy  love. 


Oy  HIMSBLR 

Mt  fortune  and  my  choice  this  custom  break. 
When  we  are  speechless  grown  to  make  stones  speak : 
Though  no  stone  tell  tbee  what  I  was,  yet  thou 
In  my  grave's  inside  seest  what  thou  art  now : 
Yet  thon  'rt  not  yet  so  good;  till  Death  us  lay 
To  ripe  and  mellow  here  we  're  stubborn  clay. 
Parents  make  us  earth,  and  sonls  dignify 
Us  to  be  glass  i  here  to  grow  gold  we  lie. 
Whilst  in  our  souls  sin  bred  and  pampered  is,  . 
Our  sonls  become  worm-eaten  carcasses; 
3o  we  ourselves  miraculously  destroy. 
Here  bodies  with  less  miracle  enjoy 
Such  privileges^  enabled  here  to  scale 
Ueav'n,  when  the  trumpefb  air  shall  them  exhale. 
Hear  this,  and  mend  thyself,  and  thon  mend'st  me. 
By  making  me,  being  dead,  do  good  for  thee; 
And  think  me  well  compos'd,  that  I  could  now 
A  last-sick  hour  to  syllables  allow. 


ELEQY. 


Tbat  I  might  make  your  eaWnet  my  tomb. 
And  for  my  fkme,  which  I  love  next  my  soul, 

Next  to  my  soul  provide  the  happiest  room. 
Admit  to  that  place  this  last  funeral  scrowL 

Others  by  wills  give  legacies,  hot  I 

Dying  of  you  do  beg  a  legacy. 

My  fortune  and  my  will  this  custom  break. 
When  we  are  senseless  grown,  to  make  stones  speak : 
Though  no  stone  tell  thee  what  I  was,  yet  thou 
Uk  my  grave's  inside  see,  what  thou  art  now  t 
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Yai  tiioa  ^  not  yet  so  good ;  tiU  us  death  lay 
To  ripe  and  mellow  there,  we  're  stntibom  day, 
Parents  make  nf  earth,  aiid  sobis  dignify 
Us  to  be  glass ;  here  to  grow  gold  we  Ke ; 
Whilst  in  oor  soals  sin  bred  and  pamper'd  is, 
Oor  touli  become  worm-eaten  carcasses* 


OK  MISTRESS  BOUL^TRED. 

DtATB,  benot  prond ;  thy  hand  gate  not  this  blow, 

8fai  was  ber  CftptiTe,  whence  thy  power  doth  ibw; 

The  execotiotter  of  wrath  thou  aii, 

Bot  to  destroy  the  jnst  is  not  thy  part. 

Tb>  coming  .^errour,  angnisb,  gHef  denoonces ; 

Her  happy  state  courage,  ease,  joy  proooances. 

From  out  the  crystal  pakoe  of  her  breist. 

The  clearer  soni  was  caird  to  endless  rert, 

(Hot by  the  thondVing  foloe,  wherewith  Qod  threat^ 

3«t  at  with  crowned  saints  hi  HeaVn  be  treats) 

AiaAt  iiraited  On  by  angels,  home  was  brought, 

T<^  joy  that  it  timmgh  many  dangers  soo^t ; 

'Thiei  1^  of  mefcy  gently  did  unlock 

ISie  door  *twlx^  Neav'n  and  it,  when  life  did  knock. 

Nor  boast,  the  fhhrest  frame  was  made  thy  prey, 
Becaoie  to  mortal  eyes  it  did  decay; 
A  better  witness  than  thon  art  assures. 
That  though  dissolt'd,  it  yet  a  space  endures  ; 
No  dram  thereof  shall  want  or  toss  sustain. 
When  her  best  sonl  inhabits  ii  again.  « 

€k>  then  to  people  cursM  before  they  were, 
Their  sonls  in  triumph  to  thy  conquest  bear. 
Glory  not  thou  thyself  in  the«e  hot  tears. 
Which  oor  face,  not  ibr  her,  bot  onr  harm  wears: 
The  mourning  li?ery  giv'n  by  GKrace,  not  thee, 
Which  wiHs  onr  souls  m  these  streams  wash*d  should 
And  on  our  hearts,  her  memory's  best  tomb,  [be  i 
In  this  her  epitaph  doth  write  thy  doom . 
Mind  were  those  eyes,  saw  not  how  bright  did  shhie 
Throngh  fleet's  misty  veil  those  beams  divine ; 
Deaf  were  the  ears,  not  chaim'd  with  that  sweet 

sound, 
Which  did  i*  the  sptrifs  instructed  voice  abound  ; 
Of  flint  the  conscience,  did  not  yield  and  melt. 
At  what  in  her  last  act  it  saw  and  felt. 

Weep  not,  nor  gmdge  then,  to  have  lost  her  fight, 
Thught  thos,  onr  altef-stay  's  but  a  short  night : 
But  by  all  souls,  jiot  by  corruption  Choked, 
Let  in  high  rals'd  notes  that  poWr  be  invoked; 
Calm  the  rough  seas,  by  irhich  ihe  saib  to  rest, 
Aom  sorrows  hen  t* «  kingdom  ever  blessed. 
And  teach  this  hymn  of  her  wkh  joy,  and  sing^ 
The  gnot  no  eomfiteti  g9tSt  Ikatk  hoik  m  sUng, 


Off  tSR  lOKO  G 

Sotaow,  thit  to  this  hooie  scAreo  knew  the  way, 
Is,  oh !  heir  of  it,  oor  all  is  his  pay. 
This  stnmge  chance  claims  strange  wbdder,  and  to 
Nothmg  can  be  so  strange,  ai  to  weep  thus.       [us 
'T  is  well,  his  life>  loud  ipeaking  works  deserve^ 
And  give  praise  too;  onr  oold  tongues  oould  not 


Oh,  if  asweeMirier^Mb  ejpht « tte^ 

If  toa  paradise  that  transfMied  be. 

Or  fdPd,  and  bmut  for  holy  snerifiee. 

Yet,  tttat  most  wither,  whkb  b^  it  did  vine  } 

Aswefbrhimdend:  though' flotaiily 

E*er  rigg'd  a  soul  ibr  IIeav%^  discofe^f » 

With  iHiom  more  veatm^irs  more  WMly 

Ventore  Ibehr  "states,  with  him  hi  joy  1& 

We  lose,  what  all  fHeUds  lol^d.faiB;  lie 

But  life  by  death,  which  wwsl  Ibes  wmdd  aUow; 

If  he  could  have  foes,  in  whose  pcaotice  grew 

All  virtues,  whoee  name  snbtie  schooUnea  kaev. 

.What  ease  can  hope,  that  we  shaU  see  faiiD,  begA^ 

When  we  must  die  first,  and  cannot  die  yet  ? 

His  children  are  hte  pkstvres ;  oh  !  tbejr  be 

Pictures  of  Kim  dead,aenseless,  cold  as  he^ 

Here  needs  no  marMe  tomb,  since  he  is  gone  $ 

He,  and  about  hhn  his,  s«e  tern'd  to  sloiicw 


uroK 


'T  is  wen,  he  kept  tent  from  oor  efet  before^ 
lliat  to  fit  tiiii  deep  ill  we  might  have  itore. 


MR,  mOMAS  CORYAVS  CRUDtmS. 

O  TO  whiDi  height  will  love  of  greatness  drive 
Thy  learned  aphit,  seaqui-euperlative  }  [thai 

Venice*  vest  lake  thou  hast  seen,  and  woold^se^ 
Some  vastei'  thing,  and  foend'st  a  eooftesaB. 
That  inland  sea  having  discover'd  well, 
A  cellar  gnlf^  where  one  might  sail  to  Hell 
From  Heydelberg,  thou  long^  to  see :  and  thon 
This  book,  greater  than  all,  prodncest  now. 
Infinite  work!  whkh  doth  so fhr  extead» 
That  noae  can  study  it  to  any  ead^ 
*T  is  no  one  thing,  it  is  not  fruit,  nor  root. 
Nor  poorly  limited  with  bea4  or  foot. 
If  man  be  therefore  man,  because  he  can 
Reason  and  laugh,  thy  book  doth  half  ftiake  nan. 
One  half  being  made,  thy  modesty  was  soch. 
That  thou  on  th'  other  half  woold'st  never  txMch. 
When  wilt  thou  be  at  frill,  great  hmatic  ? 
Not  till  thou  exceed  the  world?  Canst  thon  be  likt 
Aprosperouf  nose-borowen,  which  sometimeg  grows 
To  beftur  greater  than  the  mother  nose  ? 
Go  then,  and  as  to  thee,  when  thon  didst  ge^ 
Mnnster  did  towns,  and  Oesner  authors  show  ; 
Mount  now  to  Gallo-betgicus ;  ap|>ear 
'As  deep  a  statesman  as  a  garretteer. 
Homelv  and  fomiliarly,  when  thou  oom*st  back. 
Talk  or  Will  Gonqueror,  and  Prester  Jkck. 
Go,  bashful  man,  lest  here  thou  Uesh  to  look 
Upon  the  progress  of  thy  glorious  book. 
To  which  both  Indies  sacrifices  send ; 
The  West  sent  goki,  which  thon  did'st  freely  spendl. 
Meaning  to  see  t  no  more  upon  the  press: 
The  East  sends  hither  her  deKciottsnesa;      [hence^ 
And  thy  leaves  must  em6riu;e  what  comes  from 
The  myrrh,  the  pepper,  and  the  frankincense. 
This  magnifies  thy  leaves ;  but  if  they  stoop 
To  neighbour  wares,  when  merchants  do  nnSioflp 
Voluminous  barrels ;  if  th jr  leaves  do  then 
Convey  these  wares  in  parcels  unto  men  ; 
If  for  yast  tuns  of  dnrrants,  and  of  figs, 
Of  med*cinal  and  aromatic  twigs. 
Thy  leaves  a  better  method  do  provide. 
Divide  to  pounds,  and  ounces  subdivide. 
If  they  stoop  lower  yet,  and  vent  our  wares, 
Home-imanalhctaiefl  to  mick  popnlar  £tir^ 
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,  for  wUdi  Hie  hvfti  ctlU} 
nm  th«»  tkf  iMn^wve  jttsHy  iiwy  e»flM|USi, 
fktt  t^  an  kiml  of  matter  comprehend, 
ftp*  Uwi,  »f  oiaanii,  <rbich  th*  anetef  netei  luoli, 
&puideet  aak^  Md  univena*  bodiL 
IW  iHti—  fcewwi,  far  tfceir  couaify^t  gioedl^ 
fcatw^  IB  dtvnr*  Uads  their  imhe  aoi  Mood  | 
w<cnl  lOaienKtotO)  to  vhoin  mob  aiopnpi^ 
BbpiMa  good,  cot  iQ  aaatondiei) 
9d  vill  thy  book  In  pieeea^  fcr  a  lord, 
Wbich  «Hto  «•  ^rteao«e>s,  an*  alt  «he  boaitd 
flovidevtole  books;  each  leaf  ewMgbirffl  be 
fcrfrNDrikte  pa»  tkMb  and  bee^  eonpaay* 
Cao  lU  cerooae  up  thee  ?  no,  tboo  most  fit 
MeasQM;  OSd  AH  MC  fM^  the  baie^plBt  iHt. 
Soae  fhaft  vmp  piMi,  aad  aite  *  frtoad^  llfir  to  I 
SoBe  febatf  Mop  BMMlMlii,  aad  10  liH>  a  Ibe. 
noa  sbdt  noi  eaae  tiio  cntfoior  next  ago 
&  owebk  as  oneo  tisir  hoager  to  aMoage : 
K«  *ill  vte-pitceo  hope  to  find  tiMO  Ho 
AH btot bottom,  fftoiieltbrafy. 
SoiM  loivia  nay  paetoatringtf  there  ia  other  booki, 
ie«  »  oae  nay,  a«M  oo  another  toeki,^ 
Nltr,ilie!  a  littia  w4t  fromyoo; 
But  hifdly  much ;  and  yet  I  think  this  true. 
Ai  Saiit^  vai^  yoot  book  it  ttytlkral, 
^reyy  piece  i^aawtwihiforth  at  all. 
TwiWfc^  mIm  fcupuleiKy  1  oeofcfcs, 
Tbeheakhi,  wMel^m^r  bmtff  beartjtoottbelkr  lets: 
Thffita^wfc  o^th^wre  ne,  r  am  gone;  , 

Aal,  nttor  tta»  re^  all,  I  iroald  Mad  MM 
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^■ottttstekena,  that  toy  hope  nay  U^ 

Or  tiai  oiy  eatelbti  fhooghtt  may  rieep  aad  reil } 
ScDd  iHtomelioBey,  to  make  tweet  my  M^re, 

IWbittypaitleBB  I  tooy  hopo  toobetCL 
I W  Bor  ifbbaad  wiwghl  vkk  thy  o»D  haadt> 

tit  fan  ear  lo««t  ha  too  ktotattie  tuaia 
Ofte«.ttach'<lyoath;  oorrii^ttoshoirthettaiids 

Oftof  AdlOM^  tkal»  at  tbtt'tronnd  and  plAini 
Ss  iboold  oar  kfVbt  totol  in  ihnpltcfty ; 

1^  Bor  the  otral%  liWeh  toy  irHte  eoMd> 
■•^  tp  together  kf  oodgvoify, 

TotoMreartkoii%totsho«klitofki<hetoitokoi#f 
^Mor  thy  piotare,  tfaoogb  tooit  gradova, 

tod  laott  dvlfd, 'eaote  H  ia  like  the  ttetCi 
^  ohty  IhMb  wMelf  af«  tooit  coptant, 

^^tttin  the  wrltiap,  «hk^  then  hati  addroKiM. 
y  •»  tor  toil,  toir#M»>  If  iaereate  toy  tewa; 
B«  ftoir  toott  thmklii  I  lore  thee,  and  no  more. 


PnOGRESS  OF  THE  SOtfL, 

mFINITATI  SACRUM, 
Id  AVcoti'i,  1 601* 

MBTBMPiVOHOUt* 

rOtMA  SAtTAICOH. 


VPIITLX* 


Otvsu  at  the  porches  and  entriei  of  their  boildingt 
set  their  arms ;  I,  my  pictore;  ifany  eotoorscna 
deliver  a  mitid  to  plain,  and  flat,  and  toroogb- 
lightasmfne*  Mktorally  at  a  new  akHbor  I  doobC^ 
and  stick,  and  do  not  say  qolek^,  Good.  1  cev> 
sore  niuich,  and  tast ;  and  Chit  iHierty  costs  m/b 
more  than  others.  Yet  I  wooldnot  be  to'ieboBium 
agaiastmytolf,affnottodoit,shicellot«it;  nor  to 
ui^ust  to  otben,  to  At  it  sine  Ulione.  A*  long  « I 
giro  tbem  as  good  hold  upon  oie,  they  mnst  pardon 
me  my  bltings.  I  forbid  no  veprshender,  but  Into 
that,  tike  the  Trent  council,  forbids  not  books,  bat 
authors,  dsmainy  wliatever  toch  a  natoe  hsitkor 
shall  write.  None  writo  so  ill,  that  he  gires  not 
something  exemplary  to  follow,  or  fly.  Koar  when 
I  b^ia  this  book,  1  hare  no  purpose  to  cobm  into 
any  man's  debt;  bow  my  stock  w^l  .hold  out,  I 
know  not;  perobaaoa  watte,  percbaooeincreato  in 
use.  If  I  do  botrow  any  thing  oC  aotiquity,  be- 
sides that  I  make  acoount  that  I  pay  it  to  posterity, 
with  to  mooh,  and  m  good,  you  shall  still  find  me 
to  ackaowledfe  it,  and  to  thank  not  him  only,  that 
bath  digged  out  treasure  for  me,  but  that  hath 
lighted  me  a  candle  to  the  place.  All,  whkhl 
will  bid  you  remember,  (for  I  wilt  bsTO  no  rack 
readers  to  I  can  teach)  is,  that  the .  Pythagorean 
doctrine  doth  not  only  carry  one  soul  from  nan  to 
man,  nor  man  to  beast,  but  indifierently  to  planta. 
also :  and  therefore  you  must  not  grudge  to  find 
the  tome  soul  in  an  emperor,  in  a  post-horse^  and 
in  a  maceroo ;  since  no  unreadiness  in  the  soul, 
but  an  indispontion  in  the  organs,  works  this.  And 
therefore,  though  this  soul  could  not  move  when  it 
was  a  miefoo,  yet  it  may  remember,  and  cau  now 
tell  me,  at  what  lascirious  banquet  it  was  strved  t 
and  though  it  could  not  speak,  when  it  wto  a  q^er^ 
yet  it  can  remember,  and  now  tell  me,  who  used  it 
for  poison  to  attain  digUity.  However  the  bodito 
have  doQed  ber  other  foculties,  her  memory  hath 
ever  be«t  her  own ;  which  makes  me  so  toriously 
deliver  you  by  her  rttation  all  her  pastoges  from 
her  fint  making,  when  she  wto  that  apple  which 
Sve  eat^  to  this  time  when  sBe  is  sh^  whoto  life 
you  shsdn  fiad  in  the  end  of  this  book. 


PlRflTtONG. 

I  stoa  tkaarogfBSt  <^a  deathleto  soul. 
Whom  Fate,  which  God  made,  but  doth  notcontrol, 
PbM'diamottshapto;  all  times,  befoto  the  lav 
Yokfd  as(  and  when,  and  since,  in  this  1  sing; 
And  thagstat  world  t'  hit  aged  evening 
From  infoBttoOf%  thoo^  Bunly  noon  I  dmir; 
Whallka  giold^Chaldaa,  or  sUvar  Ptoiian  tow. 
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Greek  brut,  or  Roman  irdD,  'ii  in  thie  one ; 

A  work  t'  out-weer  Seth*i  pillart,  brick  and  stone, 

And  (holy  writ  excepted)  made  to  yield  to  none. 

Tbee,  eye  of  Heav'n,  this  great  tool  envies  not; 
By  thy  male  force  is  all,  we  have  begot. 
In  the  first  east  thon  now  begin'st  to  shine, 
flack*st  early  balm,  and  island  spices  there  $ 
And  wilt  anon  in  thy  loose-rein'd  career 
At  Tagns,  Po,  Setne,  Tbttnes,  and  Danow  dine, 
And  see  at  night  thy  western  land  of  mine; 
Yet  hast  thon  not  more  nations  seen  than  she, 
ThatJ>efore  thee  one-day  began  to  be ; 
And,  thy  flrail  light  being  qaench*d,  shall  long,  long 
outlive  thee. 

Nor,  holy  Janus,  in  whose  sovereign  boat 

The  choroh,  and  all  the  monarchies  did  float ; 

That  swimmmg  college,  and  firee  hospital 

Of  aU  mankind,  that  cage  and  vivary 

Of  fowls  and  beuta,  in  whose  womb  Destiny 

Us  and  our  latest  nepaews  did  install ; 

(From  thence  aio  all  derived,  that  fill  this  all) 

Didst  thou  in. that  great  stewardship  embark 

So  divers  shapes  into  that  floating  park,      [spark. 

As  have  been  mov'd,  and  inform'd  by  this  baiv*nly 

Great  Destiny,  the  commissary  of  God, 
That  hast  mark*d  out  a  path  and  period 
For  every  thing ;  who,  where  we  offspring  took. 
Our  ways  and  ends  seest  at  one  instant.    Thou 
Knot  of  all  causes,  thou,  whose  changeless  brow 
Ne'er  smiles  nor  frowns,  O  vouchsafe  thou  to  look, 
And  show  my  story,  in  thy  eternal  book. 
That  (if  my  prayer  be  fit)  I  may  understand 
So  much  myself,  as  to  know  with  wbat  hand, 
Ikm  scant  or  liberal,  this  my  life's  race  n  spann*d. 

To  my  six  lustres,  almost  now  out-wore, 
Except  thy  book  owe  me  so  many  more; 
"Except  my  legend  be  free  from  the  lets 
Of  steep  ambition,  sleepy  poverty. 
Spirit-quenching  sickness,  dull  captivity. 
Distracting  business,  and  from  beauty's  nets. 
And  all  that  calls  from  this  and  t'  others  whets ; 
O !  let  me  not  lanch  out,  but  let  me  save 
Th'  expense  of  brain  and  spirit ;  that  my  grave 
His  right  and  due,  a  whole  unwasted  man,  may  have. 

But  if  my  days  be  long,  and  good  enough. 
In  vain  this  sea  shall  enlarge  or  enrough 
Jlself ;  for  I  will  through  the  wave  and  foam, 
And  hold  in  sad  lone  ways  a  lively  sprite. 
Make  my  dark  heavy  poem  light,  and  light. 
For,  though  through  many  straits  and  landi  I  roam, 
I  lanch  at  Paradise,  and  sail  towards  home : 
The  course,  I  there  began,  shall  here  be  stayed ; 
Sails  hoisted  there,  struck  here ;  and  anchors  laid 
In  Thames,  which  were  at  Tigris  and  Euphrates 
weigh'd. 

For  the  great  soul,  which  here  amongst  ns  now 
Doth  dwell,  and  moves  that  hand,  and  tongue,  and 

brow. 
Which,  as  tlie  Moon  the  sea,  moves  w ;  to  hear 
Whose  story  with  long  patience  you  will  kmg; 
(For  *t  is  the  crown,  and  last  stram  of  my  song) 
This  soul,  to  whom  Luther  and  Mahonet  were 
Prisons  of  flesh ;  this  soul,  which  oft  did  tear. 


And  mend  the  waedtsof  th*  nmpijH,  and  late  Wamt^ 
And  Uv'd  when  avery  great  changa  did  eoma. 
Had  first  in  Paradise  a  knr  bat  fatal  room. 

Yet  no  low  room,  nor  then  the  greatest,  lem^ 
If  (as  devout  and  sharp  men  fitly  goess) 
That  croas,  our  joy  and  grief,  (where  naib  did  tie 
That  all,  which  always  was  all,  evary  where  ; 
Which  could  not  sin,  and  yet  all  sins  did  heart 
Which  oould  not  die.  yet  could  not  cbooaa  bat  dAe ;) 
Sfood  in  the  self-same  room  in  Calvary, 
Where  first  grew  the  forbidden  learned  tree  ; 
For  on  that  tree  hung  in  aeeuritie  [finB& 

This  soul,  made  by  the  Maker's  will  ham  pulling 

Prince  of  the  orchardp  fair  as  dawnmg  moro^ 
Ftnc'd  with  the  law,  and  ripe  as  soon  as  bom. 
That  apple  grow,  which  this  soul  did  eolive  ; 
Till  the  then  cUmbing  serpent,  that  now  croepa 
For  that  offence,  for  which  all  mankind  weeps^ 
Took  it,  and  V  her,  whom  the  fUat  man  did  viva 
(Whom,  and  her  raoe,  only  ibiiNddings  drive) 
He  gave  it,  she  t'  her  husband;  both  did  eatt 
So  perished  the  eaten  and  the  meat;  (aweaL 

And  we  (for  treason  taints  the  blood)  thenoe  die  and 

Man  all  at  once  was  there  by  woman  slain  ; 
And  one  by  one  we  're  here  slain  o'er  again 
By  them.    The  mother  poiaon'd  the  well  head. 
The  daughters  here  corrupt  us,  livnlets; 
No  smallness  'scapes,  no  greatness  breaks  their  nets: 
She  thrast  ns  out,  and  by  tham  we  are  lad 
Astray,  from  turning  to  whence  we  are  fled. 
Wero  prisoners  judges,  t  would  seem  rigorous; 
She  sinn'd,  we  bear;  pact  of  oar  pain  is  thus  [us. 
To  love  them,  whose  ftiult  to  this  parafbl  love  y^'d 

So  fost  in  ns  doth  this  oorroption  grow. 
That  now  we  dare  ask  why  we  should  be  to  ; 
Woali  Ood  (disputes  the  oirions  rebel)  make 
A  law,  and  would  not  have  it  k«pt }  Or  oaa 
His  •areatnre's  will  cross  his  ?  Of  every  nan. 
For  one,  will  God  (and  be  just)  vengeance  take  I 
Wbo^  sinn'd?  't  was  not  fbrtMdden  tq  the  snnke^ 
Nor  bery  who  was  not  then  made;  noa  is  't  writ* 
Tha^  Adam  oropt,  or  knew  the  apple;  yet 
The  worm,  and  she,  and  be,  and  we  eodofe  fiir  it 

But  snatch  me,  heav'nly  spirit,  from  this  vain 
Reck'ning  their  vanity ;  less  is  their  gain 
Than  hasard  stUI  to  medkato  oa  ill,  [toys 

Though  with  good  miad;  their  reason's  like  those 
Of  glassy  bubbles,  which  the  gamesome  boya 
Stretch  to  so  nice  a  thinness  through  a  quillt    , 
That  they  themselvel  break,  and  do  themaalvesspilL 
Arguing  is  heretic's  game,  and  (sxercise, 
As'wrertlers,  perfects  them:  notliberiies    [lesies. 
Of  speech,  but  silence;  hands,  not  tooigaai,  eadhs- 

Just  in  that  instant,  when  the  serpent's  gripe 
Broke  the  slight  Teihs,  and  tender  oondmt  pipe* 
Tliroagfa  which  this  soulfrom  the  tree's  root  did  dxav 
Life  and  growth  to  this  apple,  fled  away 
This  loose  soul,  old,  one  and  another  day. 
As  lightning,  which  one  scaioe  dare  say  he  saw, 
'T  is  so  soon  gone,  (and  better  proof  the  law 
Of  sense,  than  faith  requires)  swiftly  she  flew 
T'  a  dark  and  foggy  plot ;  her,  her  fates  threw 
There  through  th'  Earth's  pores,  and  in  a  pbat 
Imus'd  her  anew. 
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The  plant,  tlms  AM,  to  itself  did  force 
A  p^ce,  where  no  place  was ;  by  nature's  course 
Ai  air  from  watefi  water  fleets  away  ' 

From  thicker  bodies;  by  this  ropt  throng*d  |o      > 
liis  spungy  oooflnes  gave  him  place  to  grow : 
Jnst  as  in  oor  streets,  when  the  people  stay 
To  see  the  prince,  and  so  fill  np  the  way,      [near. 
That  weasels  scarce  oould  pass ;  when  she  comes 
They  throng,  and  cleave  up,  ancl  ^  passage  cl^r. 
As  if  for  that  time  tbeir  round  bodies  fla^ned  were. 


Wi  right  aim  he  thrast  out  towards  the  east. 
Westward  his  left;  th*  ends  did  themselves  digest 
Into  ten  lesser  strings ;  these  fingers  were : 
And  as  a  sinmb'rer  stretching  on  his  bed. 
This  way  he  this,  and  that  way  scattered 
His  other  leg,  which  feet  with  toes  np  bear ; 
Grew  dn  his  middle  part,  the  first  day,  hair. 
To  show,  that  in  love's  bus*ness  he  should  still 
A  diealer  be,  and  be  us'd,  well  or  ill : 
Htssppleskindle;  his  lefives  force  of  conception  ki|t 

A  mouth,  but  dumb,  he  hathj  blind  eyes,  deaf  eiM^i 
And  to  bis  shoulders  dandle  subtle  hairs; 
A  yonhg  Colostsos  there  he  stands  upright : 
And,  as  th^ t  gronnd  by  him  wo«e  conqoered, 
A  kafy  rariand  wears  he  on  his  head 
Enchas^  with  KtUe  firuits,  so  red  an4  bright. 
That  for  tfcem  you  would  call  your  lo^'e^s  lips  while; 
So  of  a  kme  Unhmonted  jdace  possessed, 
Did  this  soul's  second  inn,  built  by  the  guest 
Thb  Uving  buried  man,  thb  quiet  mandrake,  rest* 

Ko  Instfnl  woman  came  this  plant  to  grieve, 
Bot  't  was,  because  there  was  none  yet  but  Eve : 
Aod  she  (with  other  purpose)  kill'd  it  quite ; 
Her  sin  bad  now  brought  in  infirmities, 
And  so  her  cradled  child  the  moist-red  eyes 
Had  never  shut,  nor  slept,  since  it  saw  light ; 
Poppy  she  knew,  she  knew  the  mandrake's  might. 
And  tore  np  both,  and  so  pool'd  her  child's  blood : 
Unvirtaoi»  weeds  i^iight  long  unvexM  have  stood  -^ 
But  he  's  short  Vw'd,  that  with  his  de>th  can  do 
most  good, 

r 

To  an  npfettePd  sool's  qnick  nimble  h^e 
Are  fsllingsurs,  and  heart's  thoughts,  but  sk>w  pac'd : 
fThimier  than  burnt  air  flies  this  soul,  and  she, 
Whom  four  new  coming,  and  four  parting  Suns 
Had  found,  and  left  the  mandrake's  tenaot,  runs 
"Thooghtlesa  of  change,  when  her  firm  destiny  ' 
Confin'd,  and  engoai'd  her,  that  seem'd  so  firee,^ 
Iitto  a  small  bine  shell;  the  which  a  poor 
Warm  bird  o'erspread,  and  s^t  still  evermore, 
Till  her  encloi'd  child  kick'd,  and  pick'd  itself  a  door. 

Out  crept  a  sparrow,  this  sours  moviiig  inn^ 
On  whose  raw  arms  stiff  feathers  now  begin^ 
As  cbildren*^  teeth  through  gums,  to  break  with  pain; 
Hh  flesh  is  jelly  y^  ^nd  his  bones  threads ; 
^'  s  new  downy  mantle  overspreads. 
A  mouth  he  opes,  which  would  as  much  contain 
As  his  late  house,  and  the  first  hour  speaks  plain. 
And  chirps  akmd  for  meat     Meat  fit  for  men 
"»  &tb«r  steals  fbr  him ;  and  so  feeds  then 
One,  that  within  a  month  will  beat  him  from  his 
hen. 
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Already  this  hot  cock  in  bush. and  tie^ 
In  field  and  tent  o'erflatters  his  next  hen ; 
He  asks  her  not  who  did  so  taste,  nor  whep^ 
Nor  if  bis  sister  or  his  niece  she  be. 
Nor  doth  she  pnle  for  his  inconstancy. 
If  in  her  sight  be  change ;  nor  doth  refu$e 
The  niext,  that  calls;  both  liberty  4o  use; 
Where  store  is  of  both  kinds,  both  kinds  may  freely 
cboQse.^ 


Men,  till  they  took  laws,  which  made  freedom  less. 

Their  daoghters  and  tiieir  sisters  didingre^ ; 

Tilijiow  unlawful,  therefore  ill,  't  was  noti 

So  jolly,  that  it  can  move  this  soul :  ia 

The  body  so  free  of  his  kindnesses, 

That  self-preserving  it  hath  now  forgot. 

And  slack'neth  not  the  soul's  and  body's  knot. 

Which  temperance  straitens?  fireely  onhisshe-friendf 

He  blood,  and  spirit^  pith,  and  marrow  spends, 

111  steward  of  himself,  himself  in  three  yeais  ends. 

Else  might  he  lonf^have  liv'd ;'  man  did  not  know 
Of  gummy  blood,  which  doth  in  holly  prow. 
Haw  to  make  bird-lime,  nor  bow  to  deceive 
With  feign'd  calls,  his  nets,  or  enwrapping  snare 
Tbe^ree  inhabitants  of  th'  pliant  air. 
Man  to  beget,  and  woman  to  oonceive, 
Ask'd  not  of  roou,  nor  of  oock-^iarraws,  leave : 
Yet  chooseth  he,  though  none  of  these  he  feats, 
Pleasantiy  three ;  then  straitned  twenty  yeais. 
To  live,  and  to  increase  his  raee,  himself  outwears. 

This  coal  wi^h  overblowing  quench'd  and  dead. 

The  spttl  from  her  too  active  organs  fled 

T>  a  brook ;  a  female  fish's  sandy  roe 

With  the  male's  jelly  newly  leav'ned  was. 

For  they  had  inteitoucb'd,  as  they  did  pass; 

And  one  of  those  small  bodies,  fitted  so, 

Thif  soul  informed ;  and  ab|^  it  to  row 

Itself  with  finny  oars,  which  she  did  fit, 

Her  scales  seem'd  yet  of  parchment ;  and  as  yet 

Perchance  a  fish,  but  by  no  name,  you  ^ould  call  it. 

When  goodly,  like  a  ship  in  her  full  trim, 

A  swan  so  whitey  that  you  may  unto  him 

Compare  all  whiteness,  hut  himself  td  none, 

Glided  along,  and,  as  he  glided,  watcb'd. 

And  with  his  arched  neck  thif  poor  fish  c^tch'd : 

It  piov'd  with  state,  as  if  to  look  upon 

Low  things  it  scoru'd;  and  yet,  before  that  one 

Could  think  be  sought  it,  he  had  swallow'd  clear 

This,  and  mueh  snch ;  and,  unblam'd,  devoured  there 

All,  but  who  tooswift,  toogreat,  or  well  armed  were. 

N&w  swam  a  prison  in  ^  prison  nut» 

And  now  this  soul  in  double  walls  was  shot; 

Till,  melted  with  the  swap's  digestive  fire. 

She  left  her  house  the  fish,  and  vapour'd  forth : 

Fate,  not  aflfofding  bodies  of  more  worth 

For  her  as  yet,  bids  her  again  retire 

1*'  another  fish,  to  any  new  desire 

Made  %  new  preys  for  he,  that  can  to  none 

Resistance  make,  nor  coo^laint,  is  sure  gone  ^ . 

Weakness  invites,  but  silence  foasto  oppramion. 


Jo  this  world's  yooth  wise  Nature  did  make  haste,    Pace  with  the  native  stream  this  fish  doth  keen, 
^^^^^  "Pfa'd  sopner^  and  did  longer  last ;  |  Aiyl  joumies  with  her  towards  the  glassy  deep, 
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But  oft  retarded ;  once  witii  a  hidden  net,  [taught 
Though  with  great  wmd<>w8,  ((or  when  need  fint 
These  tricks  to  catch  food,  then  they  were  not 
As  now,  with  canons  greedmess,  to  let  [wrought. 
None  'scape^  hut  few,  and  fit  for  use  to  get) 
As  in  this  trap  a  rav'noos  pilce  was  ta*en, 
Who^  though  himself  distress'd,  would  fain  havestajn 
This  wretch  :  so  hardly  are  iU  habits  left  again. 

Here  hy  her  smallness  she  two  deaths  o*erpast. 
Once  tnnooence  'kcap*d,  and  Itoft  th*  oppressor  fkst; 
The  net  through  swam,  she  keeps  the  liquid  path. 
And  whether  she  leap  up  sometimes  to  breath. 
And  suck  m  air,  or  find  it  underneath ; 
Or  working  paru  like  miUa»  or  limbecs  hath. 
To  make  the  water  thin,  and  air  like  fiuth. 
Cares  not,  but  safe  the  place  she  's  oone  unto^ 
Where  firash  with  salt  waves  meet  $  and  whattodo 
She  knows  qot,  bot  between  both  makes  a  board  or 
two. 

80  ^r  from  hidhig  her  guests  water  is. 

That  she  shows  them  in  bigger  quantities. 

Than  they  are.    Thus  her,  doubtful  of  her  way, 

For  game,  and  not  for  hunger,  a  sea-pie 

fl^d  through  his  traitorous  spectacle  fiom  high 

The  silly  fish,  where  it  disputing  lay. 

And,  t'  en^  her  doubts  and  her,  bears  her  away; 

Exalted  she  's  but  to  tb'  exalter>s  good, 

(As  are  by  great  ones  men,  which  lowly  stood) 

It 's  rmb'd  to  be  tiie  raiser*s  instrument  and  food. 

Is  any  kind  sul^ect  to  rape  like  fish  ? 
HI  unto  man  they  neither  do,  nor  wish; 
Fishers  they  kill  not,  nor  with  noise  awake ; 
They  do  not  hunt,  nor  stri^  to  make  a  prey 
Of  beasts,  nor  their  young  snns  to  bear  away ; 
Fowls  they  pursue  not,  nor  do  undertake 
To  spoil  the  nests  ifidustriooB  biids  do  make ; 
Yet  them  all  these  unkind  kinds  feed  upon : 
To  kill  them  H  an  occupation. 
And  laws  make  fests  and  lents  for  their  dettroctiaii. 

A  sodden  stiff  land-wind  in  that  self  hour 

To  sea-ward  forc*d  this  bird,  that  did  deronr 

The  fish ;  he  cares  not,  for  with  ease  he  flies. 

Fat  gluttohy's  best  orator:  at  last 

80  long  be  hath  flown,  and  hath  flown  so  fest. 

That  leagues  o'erpass*d  at  sea,  n6w  tir*d  he  lies, 

And  with  his  prey,  that  till  then  languished,  dies : 

The  sools,  no  kmger  foes,  two  ways  did  err. 

The^h  I  follow,  and  keep  no  calendar 

Of  th*  other:  he  lites  yet  in  some  great  ofllcer. 

Into  an  embryon  fish  our  soul  is  thrown, 

^Bd  in  due  tim^B  thrown  out  again,  and  grown 

To  such  vastness ;  as  if  unmanacled 

From  Greece,  Morea  were,  and  that,  by  some 

Earthquake  unrooted,  loose  Morea  swam ; 

Or  seas  from  Afric'k  body  had  severed 

And  torn  the  hopeful  promontory's  head, 

This  fish  would  seem  these,  and,  when  all  hopes  foil, 

A  great  ship  overset,  or  without  sail  [whale. 

Hulling,  might  (when  this  was  a  whelp)  be  like  this 

At  every  stroke  his  brascn  fins  do  take, 
More  citeles  ia  the  broken  sea  they  mi^ 
Than  caanon's  voices,  when  the  air  ther  tear : 
His  ribe  are  pillars,  and  his  high  arelra  roof 
Of  bark,  that  blunts  best  steel,  is  thuuder<^m)ot 
Swim  in  hipa  swallow'd  dolphins  without  fiear» 
And  feel  no  sides,  as  if  his  vast  womb  were 


Some  inland  sea;  and  ever,  as  he  wen^ 

He  spouted  rivers  up,  as  if  be  meant 

To  j«n  our  seas^ith  seas  above  the  firmament* 

He  hunts  not  fish,  but  as  an  officer 

Stays  in  his  court,  at  his  own  net,  and  there 

All  suitors  of  all  sorts  themselves  enthrall  ^ 

So  on  his  hack  lies  this  whale  wantoohig. 

And  in  his  gulf-like  throat  sacks  every  things 

That  passeth  near.    Fish  cbaseth  fish,  and  all. 

Flier  and  follower,  in  this  whirlpool  fell; 

O  might  not  states  of  more  equality 

Consist  ?  and  is  it  of  necessity  [most  die  ? 

That  thousand  guiltless  smalls,  to  make  one  great. 

Now  drinks  be  up  seas,  and  he  eats  up  flocks  i 
He  justles  islands,  and  be  shakes  firm  rocks  : 
Now  in  a  roomful  house  this  soul  doth  float. 
And,  like  a  prince,  she  sends  her  fecnlties 
To  all  her  limbs,  distant  as  provinces. 
The  Sun  hath  twenty  times  both  Grab  and  Goat 
Parched,  since  first  lanchM  forth  this  living  boat ; 
T  is  greatest  now,  and  to  destruction 
Near^ :  there  's  no  pause  at  perfection; 
Greatness  a  period  hath,  but  bath  no  sta&oo. 

IVo  little  fishes,  whom  he  never  harm'd. 
Nor  fed  on  their  kind,  two,  not  throughly  arm*d 
With  hope  that  they  could  kill  him,  nor  douM  do 
Good  to  themselves  by  his  death  (they  did  not  cat 
His  flesh,  nor  suck  those  oils,  which  thence  outstreat ) 
Con^irM  against  him ;  and  it  might  undo 
The  plot  of  all,  that  the  plotters  were  two. 
But  that  they  fishes  were,  and  could  not  speak. 
How  shall  a  t3^nt  wise  strong  prefects  break, 
if  wretches  can  on  them  the  common  anger  wreak  ? 

The  flaird-finn'd  thresher,  and  steel-beak'd  sword- 
Only  attempt  to  do,  what  all  do  wish :  [fish 
The  thresh V  backs  him,  and  to  beat  b^^  ; 
The  sluggard  whale  yields  to  oppreteion, 
And,  t'  bide  himself  from  shame  ana  danger,  dowa 
^gins  to  sink ;  the  sword-fish  upward  spins. 
And  gores  him  with  his  beak  ;  his  staff-like  fins 
So  well  the  on^  his  sword  the  other  plies. 
That,  now  a  scoff  and  prs^,  this  tyrant  diet. 
And  (his  own  dole)  feeds  with  himself  all  ooODpanloi^ 

Who  will  revenge  his  death  ?  or  who  will  call        J 
Those  to  account,  that  thought  and  wrought  hts  fell  f\ 
The  heirs  of  slain  kings  we  see  are  often  so 
Transported  with  the  joy  of  what  they  get. 
That  they  revenge  and  obsequies  forget; 
Nor  will  against  such  men  the  people  go, 
Because  he  *s  now  dead,  to  whom  they  sbmild  §h<m> 
Love  In  that  act.    Some  kings  by  vice  being  growA 
So  needy  of  subject's  love,  that  of  their  own 
They  think  they  lose,  if  love  be  to  the  dead  prinoq 
shown. 

This  sonl,  now  firee  from  prison  and  jmssion. 
Hath  yet  a  little  indignation,  , 

That  so  small  hammers  should  to  soon  down  heal 
So  great  a  castle :  and  having  for  her  house 
Got  the  strait  ckxster  of  a  wretched  mouse, 
(As  basest  men,  that  have  not  what  to  eat. 
Nor  ei^y  aught,  ^o  far  more  hate  the  great. 
Than  th^,  who  good  repos'd  estates  possess) 
This  soul,  late  Uught  that ^at  things mi|htby  lejv 
Be  slalto,  to  gallant  mischief  doth  hmelf  addresiU 
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Katwe's  great  nasteipicM,  an  elephant, 

(The  only  hanalen  great  thiag}  the  gia^t 

V)f  beasts;  who  thought  nonehad^  to ma)^e him  wi«e, 

But  to  be  jnst  and  thankfal,  loth  t'  offend 

(Yet  Nature  hath  giv'n  him  no  knees  to  bend) 

Himself  he  np-propt,  on  himself  relitSy 

And,  foe  to  none,  suspect!  no  enemies. 

Still  sleeping  stood  ;  vext  not  his  fantasy 

Black  dneaou,  Kke  an  unbent  bow  carelessly 

His  sinewy  probosda  did  remissly  lie. 


In  which,  as  in  a  gallery,  this 
Walk'd,  and  surveyM  the  rooms  of  this  vast  house; 
And  to  the  brani,  the  sonFs  bed-chamber,  went. 
And  gnaw'd  the  Ufe-cords  there :  Kke  a  whole  town 
Cleui  nndeimioM,  the  slain  beast  tumbled  down ; 
With  him  the  miurd'rer  dies,  whom  envy  sent 
To  kill,  not  'scape  (for  taly  he,  that  meant 
To  die,  did  ever  kill  a  man  of  better  room) 
And  thus  he  made  hit  foe  his  prey  and  tomb : 
Wko  cares  not  to  turn  back,  may  any  whither  eome. 

Next  hous'd  this  soul  a  wolPs  jret  nnbom  whelp, 

Till  the  best  midwife,  Natore.  gave  it  help 

To  issue:  it  could  kill,'  as  soon  as  ga 

Abel,  as  white  and  mild,  as  his  sheep  were, 

(Who,  in  that  trade,  of  church  and  kingdoms  there 

Was  the  first  type)  was  still  infested  so 

\^nth  this  wdf,  that  it  bred  his  k>ss  aqd  woe  $ 

And  yet  his  bitcfa^  his  centinel,  attends 

The  Bock  so  near,  so  well  warms  and  defends,  . 

That  the  wolf  (hopeless  else)  to  corrupt  her  intends. 

Re  took  a  course,  which  since  successfully 

Great  men  have  often  taken,  to  espy 

The  counsels,  or  to  break  the  plots  of  foes; 

To  Abel's  teat  he  stealeth  in  the  dark* 

On  vhose  skirts  the  bitch  slept :  ere  she  could  bark, 

AttachM  her  with  strait  gripes,  yet  he  call'd  those 

Embracements  of  love ;  to  love's  work  he  goes, 

Where  deeds  more  more  th«n  words  j  nor  doth  she 

show. 
Nor  much  resist,  nor  needs  he  straiten  so 
His  prey,  for  were  she  loote^  ahe  would  not  bark 

nor  go. 

Hebatheng^g'dl^;  his  she  wholly  bides : 

Who  not  her  own,  none  other's  secrets  hides. 

If  to  the  flock  he  oome,  and  Abel  there, 

Sbe  feigns  hoarse  barkings,  but  she  biteth  not; 

Her  fiiith  is  quite,  but  not  her  love  forgot. 

At  last  a  tiap^  of  which  some  cjrery  where 

Abel  had  plac'd,  ends  all  his  loss  and  fear, 

^  the  wolfs  death ;  and  now  just  time  it  was, 

^W  a  qnidc  soul  iiho<old  give  life  to  that  mass 

Of  Mood  in  Abell  bitch,  and  thither  this  did  pass. 

Smm  have  tbehr  wives,  their  sifters  some  begot; 

Bat  ia  the  lives  of  emperors  yon  shall  not 

Kead  of  a  hst,  the  which  may  equal  this  a 

^wolf  begot  himself,  and  finished, 

^t  he  befsn  alive,  when  he  was  dead. 

WQ  to  bimsdf,  and  father  too^  he  is 

A  riding  Inst,  foe  which  schoolmen  would  miss 

Apropername,    The  whelp  of  both  these  liqr 

In  Ahers  tent,  and  with  soft  Mo^ba, 

^  water,  hiring  yooQg,  it  us^d  to  spect  and  play. 

He  loon  for  her  too  harsh  and  ohorlish  grew» 
And  Abd  (the  dam  dead)  would  use  t|M  jMW 


For  the  field ;  being  of  two  iinds  thus  made, 
He,  as  his  dam,  from  sheep  drove  wolves  away. 
And,  as  his  sire,  he  made  th^m  his  own  prey* 
Five  years  he  llv*d,  and  cozen'd  with  his  tirade; 
Then,  hopeless  that  his  faults  were  hid,  betray'd    , 
Himself  by  flight,  and,  by  all  followed^ 
From  dogs  a  wolf,  from  wolves  a  dog  he  fled ; 
And,  like  a  spy  to  both  sides  false,  be  perished. 

It  quick'oed  next  a  toyful  ape,  and  so 
Gamesome  it  was,  that  it  might  freely  go 
From  tent  to  tent,  and  with  the  children  play  j. 
His  organs  now  so  like  theirs  he  doth  find, 
That,  why  he  cannot  laugh  and  ^peak  his  migd. 
He  wonders.    Much  with  all,  most  be  doth  atay 
With  Adam's  fifth  daughter,  Sipbatecia : 
Doth  gaze  on  her,  and,  where  she  passeth,  pass. 
Gathers  her  fruits,  and  tumbles  on  the  grass ; 
And,  wisest  of  that  kind,  the  first  true  lover  was. 

He  was  the  ^rst,  that  more  desir'd  to  have 
One  than  another  5  first,  that  e*er  did  crave 
Love  by  mute  signs,  and  had  no  power  to  speaV  ; 
First,  that  could- make  love-fisces,  or  could  do 
The  vaulter's  sombersalts,  or  os'd  to  woo 
With  hoif^ig  gambols,  his  own' bones  to  break. 
To  make  his  mistress  meirry ;  or  to  wreak 
Her  anger  op  himself.     Sins  against  kind 
They  ^is'ly  do,  that  can  let  feed  their  mmd 
With  outward  beauty,  beauty  they  in  boys  anA 
beastsdofind. 

By  this  misled,  too  low  things  men  have  ptov'd. 
And  too  high ;  beasts  and  angels  have  been  lov*d  c 
This  ape,  though  else  through-vain,  in  this  was  wite^ 
He  reach 'd  at  things  too  highr  but  open  way 
There  was,  and  he  knew  not  she  would  say  nay.  . 
His  toys  prevail  not,  likelier  means  he  tries^ 
He  gazeth  on  her  face  with  tear-shot  eyea^ 
And  np-lifb  sob^y  with  his  maaet  paw 
Her  kid-skin  apron  without  fisar  or  awe 
Of  nature ;  natore  hath  no  goal,  tboqgb  the  hatfi 
law. 

First  sh^  was  silly,  and  knew  pot  what  he  meant: 
That  virtue,  by  his  tanches  chaft  and  spent. 
Succeeds  an  itchy  warmth,  that  melts  her  quite  ; 
She  knew  not  first,  nor  oares  not  what  he  doth. 
And  willing  half  and  more,  aiore^han  half  wrath, 
She  neither  polls  nor  pushes,  but  onft>right 
Now  cries,  ind  now  repeats ;  when  Thelemile, 
Her  brother,  enter'd,  siod  a  great  stone  threw 
After  the  ape»  who  thus  prevented  flew. 
Thb  bouse  thus  batter'd  down,  the  uml  pogs^'d  a 


And  whether  by  this  change  she  lose  or  win. 

She  comes  out  next,  where  th*  ape  would  have  gode 

in. 
Adam  and  Eve  had  mingled  bloods^  and  now. 
Like  chymic's  eoual  fires,  her  temperate  womb 
Had  ste^v'd  and  form'd  it :  and  part  did  become 
A  spungy  liver,  that  did  richly  allow. 
Like  a  free  ooiiidnct  on  a  high. hill*s  brow. 
Like-keeping  moisture  unto  every  part; 
Part  hard'ned  itself  to  a  thicker  heart. 
Whose  busy  fumaoei  Iffe's  apirita  do  impait. 

Another  part  became  the  well  of  seiise. 

The  tender  weU^^anD'd  fieeUog  braii^  from  whence 
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Those  sinew  stringf ,  which  do  our  boditt  tie, 
Are  ravellM  out ;  and,  fa^  there  by  one  end* 
Did  this  soul  limbs,  these  limbs  s  soul  attend  ; 
And  now  they  joinM,  keeping  some  quality 
Of  every  palt  shape ;  she  knew  treachery, 
Rapine,  deceit,  and  Inst,  and  ills  enough'^ 
To  be  a  woman  :  Temech  she  is  now. 
Sister  and  wife  to  Cain,  Cain,  that  firrt  did  plongb. 

Whoe'er  thou  beest,  that  read'st  this  snlten  writ. 

Which  jast  so  much  courts  thee,  as  thou  doAt  it, 

Ijpit  roe  arrest  thy  thoughts ;  wonder  with  me 

Why  ploughing,  buildinr,  ruling,  and  the  rest. 

Or  most  of  those  arts,  iracnce  our  lives  ar?  blort. 

By  cursed  Cain's  race  invented  be. 

And  bless'd  Seth  vex*d  us  with  astronomy. 

There  's  nothing  simply  good  nor  ill  alone. 

Of  every  quality  comparison 

The  only  measure  is,  and  judge  opinion* 


DIVINE  POEMS. 

HOLY  SONNETS. 


Deign  at  my  hand^  <Atf  cnmn  qf  prayer  ani  prmse^ 
WeaT'd  in  my  lone  devout  melancholy, 
Thoa,  which  of  good  hast,  yea,  art  treasury. 
All  changing  unchang'd,  ancient  of  days; 
But  do  not  with  a  vile  crown  of  frail  bays 
Beward  my  Muse*s  white  sincerity, 
Bu(  what  thy  thorny  crown  gain*d,  that  give  me, 
A  crown  of  glory,  which  doth  flower  always. 
The  ends  crown  our  works,  but  thou  cri>wn*st  our 
For  at  our  ends  begins  our  endless  rest ;        [ends, 
The  first  last  end  now  zeakmsly  possest. 
With  a  strong  sober  thirst,  my  soql  attends. 
T  is  time  that  heart  and  voice  be  lifted  bigh. 
Salvation  to  all,  that  will,  it  mgk, 

II.      ANNUKClATIOIf. 

Salvation  to  all,  that  mil,  is  nighf 
That  all,  which  always  is  all  every  where. 
Which  cannot  sin,  and  yet  all  sins  most  bear. 
Which  cannot  die,  yet  cannot  choose  but  die, 
to,  fiiithfnl  virgin,  yields  himself  to  lie 
In  prison,  in  thy  womb ;  and  though  he  there 
Can  take  no  sin,  nor  thou  gire,  yet  he  Ml  wear. 
Taken  from  thence,  flesh,  which  death's  force  may 
Ere  by  the  spheres  time  was  created,  thou     [try. 
Wast  in  his  mind,  who  is  thy  Son,  and  brother. 
Whom  thoa  oonceiv^t  conceived ;  yet  thou  'rtnow 
Thy  Maker's  maker,  and  thy  Father*s  mother, 
Thou  hast  light  in  dark,  and  shutt*st  in  little  room 
Immendtif,  ehitter'd  in  thy  dear  womb. 

uu    MArnvrrr. 

Tmmenttty,  eUmter*d  in  thy  dear  womb. 
Now  leaves  his  well-belov'd  imprisoomcnt. 
There  he  hath  made  himself  to  his  intent 
Weak  enough,  now  into  our  world  to  come ; 
But  oh,  for  thee,  for  him,  bath  th*  inn  no  room? 
Yet  lay  him  in  bis  stall,  and  from  the  orient 
Star?  and  wise  men  will  travel,  to  prevent 
Th*  effect  of  Herod's  jealoni  general  doom. 


Seest  thou,  my  soul,  with  thy  faith^s  eye,  how  he. 
Which  fills  all  place,  yet  none  holds  him,  doth  lie  ? 
Was  not  his  pity  towards  thee  woodrous  hi^h. 
That  would  have  need  to  be  pitied  by  thee  ? 
Kiss  him,  and  with  him  into  Egypt  go, 
9Vith  hit  hind  mother,  whopartaket  thy  woe. 


With  hit  kind  mother,  who  partaket  thy  cvoe, 
Joseph,  turn  back;  see  where  your  child  dntli  sii 
Blowing,  yea,  blowing  out  those  sparks  of  wit. 
Which  himself  on  the  doctors  did  bestow ; 
The  world  but  lately  coukl  not  speak,  and  lo 
It  suddenly  speaks  wonders :  whence  comes  it. 
That  all  which  was,  and  all  which  should  be  writ» 
A  shallow-seeming  child  should  deeply  know  > 
His  godhead  was  not  soul  to  his  manhood. 
Nor  had  time  melbw^d  him  to  this  ripeness  ; 
But  as  for  one,  which  hath  a  long  task,  t  is  good 
With  the  Son  to  begin  his  business. 
He  In  his  age's  morning  thus  began. 
By  miraclet  exceeding  power  qf  man. 

▼•      MHACtBS. 

By  miraclet  exceeding  power  <^  man 

He  faith  In  some,  envy  in  some  begat ; 

For,  what  weak  spirits  admire,  ambitioas  bate; 

In  both  affections  many  to  him  ran  : 

But  oh !  the  worst  are  most,  they  will  and  can, 

Alas !  and  do  unto  th'  immaculate. 

Whose  creature  Fate  is,  now  prescribe  a  fote^ 

Measuring  self-life's  infinite  to  span. 

Nay,  to  an  inch.    Lo,  where  condemned  he 

Bears  his  own  cnA  with  pain;  yet  by-and-by,         I 

When  it  bears  him,  he  must  bear  more  and  die.        , 

Now  thou  art  lifted  up,  draw  me  to  thee. 

And,  at  thy  death  giving  such  liberal  dole, 

Moitt  with  one  drop  qfthy  bbnd  my  dry  tool. 

TL    anotiBcnoK 

Matt  with  one  drop  qf  thy  blood,  my  dry  tool 

Shall  (though  she  now  be  in  extreme  d^ree 

Too  stony  hard,  and  yet  too  fleshly)  be 

Freed  by  that  drop,  from  being  starr'd,  hard  or  foul ; 

And  life,  by  this  death  abled,  shall  control 

Death,  whom  thy  death  Uew ;  nor  shall  to  me 

Fear  of  first  or  last  death  bring  jnisery. 

If  in  thy  life's-book  my  name  thon  enroll: 

Flesh  in  that  long  slem  is  not  putrified. 

But  made  that  there,  of  which,  and  for  which  t  was; 

Nor  can  by  other  means  be  glorified. 

May  then  sins  sleep,  and  death  soon  from  me  pass, 

That,  wak'd  from  both,  I  again  risen  may 

Salute  thf  last  and  toeriatting  day. 

VII.      ASCSMSIOII. 

Salute  the  latt  and  eoerlatting  day, 

Joy  at  th'  uprising  of  this  Sun,  and  Son, 

Ye,  whose  true  tears  or  tribulation 

Have  purely  wash'd  or  burnt  your  drossy  day  ; 

Behold  the  highest,  parting  hanoe  away, 

lightens  the  dark  clouds,  which  he  trnds  upoO| 

Nor  doth  he  by  aaoendmg  show  alone. 

But  first  he,  and  he  first,  eoters  the  wi^y. 
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O  strong  nm,  which  hast  battei'd  Hea^'n  for  me, 
Mild  iMwSbt  which  with  thy  blood  hast  mait'd  the 

p«th. 
Bright  totfthy  which  shin'st,  that  1  the  way  nay  tee, 
Oh !   with  tky  own  blood  quench  »thy  own  juit 

wrath: 
And  if  thy  Holy  Spirit  my  Muse  did  raises 
Deigm  ai  aiy  kandttkii  crown  qf  prager  omd  prmue* 


Thou  hast  made  me,  and  shall  thy  work  decay  ? 
Repair  me  now,  for  now  mine  end  doth  haste  ; 
I  run  to  death,  and  death  meets  me  as  &st. 
And  all  my  pleasures  are  like  yesterday. 
I  dare  not  move  my  din  eyas  any  way ; 
Despair  behind,  and  death  before  doth  cast 
Such  terrouT,  and  my  feeble  flesh  doU|  waste 
By  sin  in  it,  which  it  Cwards  Hell  doa  weigh. 
Only  thon  art  above,  and  when  t'wards  thee 
By  thy  leave  I  can  look,  I  rise  again ; 
Bat  oar  old  subtle  foe  so  tempteth  me, 
Hiat  not  one  hoar  myself  I  can  sustain ; 
Thy  grace  may  wing  me  to  prevent  his  art. 
And  thou  like  adamant  draw  mine  iron  heart 


II. 


Am  due  by  many  titles,  I  resign 
'  Myself  to  thee,  O  God.    Tint  I  was  made 
By  thee,  and  for  thee  $  and,  when  I  was  decayM, 
Thy  bknd  bought  that,  the  which  before  was 

thine; 
I  am  thy  son,  made  with  thyself  to  shine. 
Thy  servant,  whose  pains  thou  hast  still  rraay'd, 
Thy  sheep,  thine  image,  and,  till  I  betray'd 
Myself,  a  temple  of  thy  spirit  divine. 
Why  doth  the  Devil  then  usurp  on  me  ? 
Why  doth  he  steal,  nay,  ravish  that's  thy  right  ? 
Bu^  thott  rise,  and  for  thine  own  work  fight. 
Oh !  I  shall  soon  despair,  when  I  shall  see 
Thstthou  loT'st  mankmd  aell,  yet  wilt  not  choose 

me. 
And  Satan  hates  me,  yet  b  k>th  to  lose  me« 


III. 

^  1  might  these  sighs  and  tears  return  again 

Into  my  breast  and  eyes,  which  I  have  spent. 

That  I  migltt  in  this  holy  discontent 

Moarn  with  some  fruit,  as  I  have  mourn'd  in  tain; 

In  mine  idolatry'what  show'rs  of  rahi 

Mine  eyes,  did  waste?  what  griefi  my  heart  did 

rent? 
'Hiat  sqiterancc  was  my  sin  1  nmr  repent; 
'Ganie  I  Sd  nSkr,  I  must  suffer  pain. 
'^*  hydfvptic  dmtfkard,  and  night-scouting  thief| 
^  itchy  lecher,  and  self-tickKi|g  proud. 
Have  th'  remembrance  of  past  joys,  for  felief 
Of  ooming  ills.    TV>  poor  me  is  hllow'd 
^0  «ase ;  for  long,  yet  vehement,  '^ef  hath  been 
'^*  efret  and  cante,  (b^  punishment  and  tin. 


IV. 


Oh  !  my  black  sonl,  new  thon  art  sammoned 
By  Sickness,  Death's  herald  and  champion ; 
Thou  'rt  like  a  pilgrim,  which  abroad  hath  done  * 
Treason,  and  durst  oot  turn  to  whence  he  is  fled  ; 
Or  like  a  thief,  which  till  death's  doom  be  read, 
Wisheth  himself  delivered  from  prison ; 
But  damn'd  and  hawVd  to  execution, 
Wisheth  that  still  he  might  b'  imprisoned : 
Yet  grace,  if  thou  i^pent,  thou  canst  not  lack  ; 
But  who  shall  give  thee  that  grace  to  begin  ? 
Oh,  make  thyself  with  holy  mourning  Black, 
And  red  with  blushing,  as  thou  art  with  sin ; 
Or  wash  thee  in  Christ's  blood,  which  hath  this  might. 
That,  bdng  red,  it  dies  red  souls  to  white. 


V- 

I  AM  a  little  world,  made  cunningly 

Of  elements  and  an  angelic  spright; 

But  black  sin  hath  betray'd  to  endless  night 

My  worid*s  both  parts,  and,  oh  1  both  parts  must  die. 

You,  which  beyond  that  Heav'n,  which  was  roost  high. 

Have  found  new  spheres,  and  of  new  land  can  writer 

Four  new  seas  in  mine  eyes,  that  so  I  might 

Drown  my  world  with  my  weeping  earnestly; 

Or  wash  it,  if  it  must  be  drown'd  no  more : 

But  oh  it  must  be  burnt ;  alas  I  the  fira 

Of  lust  and  envy  bumtlt  heretofore. 

And  made  it  fouler :  let  their  flames  retire. 

And  bum  me,  O  Lord,  with  a  fiery  zeal 

Of  thee  and  thy  house,  which  doth  in  eating  heaL 


VI. 

This  is  my  play*l  last  scene,  here  Heavens  appomt 
My  pilgrimage's  last  mile ;  and  my  race. 
Idly  yet  quickly  run,  hath  this  last  pace. 
My  span's  last  inch,  my  minute's  latest  point ; 
And  gluttonous  Death  will  instantly  unjoint 
My  body  and  soul,  and  I  shall  sleep  a  space  ; 
But  my  ever-waking  part  shall  see  that  face. 
Whose  foar  already  shakes  my  every  joint : 
Then  as  my  soul  to  Heav'n,  her  firgt  seat,  takesflight. 
And  earth-bom  body  in  the  Earth  shall  dwell. 
So  fall  my  sins,  that  all  may  have  their  right, 
TV)  where  they  're  bred,  and  would  press  me  to  Hell. 
Impute  me  righteous,  thus  purg*d  of  evil ; 
For  thus  I  leave  the  world,  the  flesh,  the  Devil. 


YII. 

At  the  round  Earth's  imagin'd  comers^blow 
Your  trumpets,  angels,  and  arise,  arise 
From  death,  you  numberless  infinitiM 
Of  souls,  and  to  your  scattered  bodies  go. 
All,  whom  th*  flood  did,  and  fire  shall  overthrow; 
All,  whom  war,  death,  age,  ague's  tyrannies, 
Despaisklawychance  hath  slain ;  and  you,  whoseeyes 
ShalV  behold  Qod,  and  never  taste  death's  woe. 
But  let  them  sleep,  lord,  and  me  mourn  a  space  ; 
For,  if  above  all  these  my  sins  abound, 
*T  is  late  to  ask  abundance  of  thy  grace. 
When  we  are  there.     Here  on  this  holy  ground 
Teach  me  how  to  repent ;  for  that 's  as  good. 
As  if  thou  had'st  seal'd  my  pardon  with  thy  blood. 
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TIIL 


If  Mfhful  soalfl  be  alike  glorifi'd 

As  angelsy  then  my  Cither's  loul  doih  see, 

And  adds  this  ev'n  to  fall  felicity, 

That  valiantly  I  Heirs  wide  month  o'erstride: 

BiA  if  oar  minds  to  these  souls  be  descry 'd 

By  drcnmstances  and  by  signs,  that  be 

Apparent  in  us  not  immediately. 

How  shall  my  miad^s  white  tnith  by  them  be  try 'd  ? 

They  see  idolatrous  lorers  weep  and  mourn. 

And  style  blasphemous  conjurers  to  call 

On  Jelus'  name,  and  pharisaical 

Difsemblers  feign  devotion.    Then  turn, 

O  pensive  soul,  to  God  i  for  be  knows  best 

tliy  grief,  for  he  pot  it  into  my  breast 


DC. 

Is  potsoBoai  minerals,  and  if  that  tree. 
Whose  fnrit  threw  death  on  (else  immortal)  us. 
If  lecherous  goats,  if  serpents  envious',' 
Caonot  be  damn'd,  alas !  why  should  I  be  ? 
Why  should  intent  or  reason,  bom  in  me. 
Make  sins,  else  equal,  in  me  more  heinous  ? 
Aod  mercy  being  easy  and  glorious 
To  Ood,  in  his  stem  wrath  why  threatens  he  ? 
But  who  am  I,  that  dare  dispute  with  thee ! 

0  God,  oh'f  of  thine  only  worthy  blood. 

And  my  tears,  make  a  heav'nly  Lethean  flood. 
And  drown  in  it  my  sin's  black  memory : 
That  thou  remember  them,  some  claim  as  debt ; 

1  think  it  mercy,  if  thou  wilt  forget 


l>iAtB,be  not  proud,  though  some  hare  called  thee 
Mighty  and  dreadful,  for  thon  art  not  so; 
For  those,  whom  thou  think*8t  thoa  dost  overthrow. 
Die  too^  poor  death;  nor  yet  canst  thon  kill  me. 
From  rest  and  sleep,  which  but  thy  picture  be. 
Much  pleasure;  thenfrom  thee  much  more  mustflow: 
And  soonest  our  best  men  with  thee  do  go» 
Rest  of  their  bones,  and  soul's  delivery.        [men, 
Thou  'rt  slave  to  fote,  chance,  kings,  and  desperate 
And  dost  with  poison,  war,  and  sickjiess  dwdl. 
And  poppy  or  charms  can  make  us  sleep  as  well. 
And  better  than  thy  stroke.  Why  swell'st  thou  then^ 
Ona  shovt  sleep  past,  we  wake  eternally ; 
Aad  death  shsdl  be  no  more,  death,  thoo  shalt  die. 


XL 

Srrr  is  my  face,  you  Jews,  and  pierce  my  side^ 
Bulfet  and  scofi^  scourge  and  crucify  me : 
For  I  hare  sinn'd,  aad  sinn'd  ;  and  only  he. 
Who  could  do  no  iniquity,  hath  dy'd : 
But  by  my  death  cannot  be  satiBfi*d 
My  sinR,  which  pass  the  Jews'  impiety : 
They  kill'd  once  an  ioglorious  man,  but  I 
Cmcify  him  daily,  being  now  gbrifiU 
O  let  me  then  his  strange  love  ptiU  admire : 
Sings  pardon,  but  he  bore  our  puoisbment; 
And  Jacob  came,  doth'd  in  vile  harsh  atthra^ 
But  to  supplant,  and  with  gaiofol  intent : 
Ood  cloth'd  himself  in  vile  man's  flesh,  that  lo 
He  might  be  weak  enough  to  sufler  wot. 


XIL 


War  are  m  by  skll  eiaalnna  waited  ofti  ? 

Why  do  tha  progidal  eleasents  anpply 

Life  and  food  to  me,  being  more  pure  than  I, 

Simpler,  and  luither  fifom  comptkn  } 

Why  brook'st  thou,  ignorsBit  faovae,  subfcctaosi  ? 

Why  do  you,  bull  and  boar,  so  sillily 

Dissemble  weakness,  and  by  one  man%  stroke  die. 

Whose  wholekind  yon  might  swallow  and  feed  upoQ^ 

Weaker  I  am,  woe's  me !  and  worse  thaa  yotf; 

You  have  not  sina'd,  nor  need  be  timorous. 

But  wonder  at  a  greater,  for  to  us 

Created  nature  doth  these  thrngs  subdue; 

But  their  Cr^tor,  whom  sin,  nor  nature  ty'd. 

For  us,'  his  freatures,  and  his  foes,  hath  dy'dL 


XUL 

WHirr  if  this  present  were  the  woild^  last  nigfat  f 
Mark  in  my  heart,  O  soul,  where  thoa  dost  dwell. 
The  picture  of  Christ  cmcifl'd,  and  tell 
Whether  his  coontenaace  can  thee  aflfright ; 
Tears  in  his  eyes  qneueh  the  amazing  fight,   [fell' 
Blood  fills  bis  frowns,  which  from  his  pierc'd  head 
And  can  that  tongue  adjudge  thee  nnta  Hell, 
Which  pray'd  foigiveness  for  his  foe's  fieree  spight  ? 
No,  no ;  but  as  in  my  idolatry 
I  said  to  all  my  profeoe  mistresses. 
Beauty  of  pity,  foulness  only  is 
A  sign  of  rigour:  so  I  say  to  thee; 
To  wicked  spirits  are  horrid  shapes  assign^ 
This  beaqteows  form  assumes  a  piteous  mind* 


XIV. 


BAitia  my  heart,  three-person'd  God ;  for  yoa 
As  yet  but  knock,  breathe,  shine,  and  seek  to  mend  ; 
That  I  may  rise  and  stand,  o'ei^row  m',  aad  bend 
Yonr  foroa,  to  break,  blow,  bum,  and  make  I0e  nav, 
I,  like  an  usurp'd  town  to  another  due. 
Labour  t*  admit  you,  but  oh,  to  no  end  ; 
Reason,  your  vicerc^  in  me,  we  should  defend* 
But  is  captiv'd,  and  proves  weak  or  untrue ; 
Yet  dearly!  love  you,  and  would  be  lov'd  feia. 
But  am  betroth'd  unto  yofu*  enemy : 
Divorce  me,  untie,  or  break  that  koot  again, 
Tbke  me  to  you,  imprison  me ;  for  I, 
J^Hsept  you  enthrall  me,  never  shall  be  free  | 
Nor  erer  chaste,  eaoept  yon  rarish  mc 


XV. 

Wilt  thou  kyre  God,  aa  he  thee?  tfaea  digest^ 
My  soul,  this  wholesome  meditation. 
How  God  tke  spirit,  by  angels  wifitedoD 
In  Heav^  doth  make  his  temple  in  thy  breast ; 
The  Father  having  begot  a  Son  most  bless'd. 
And  still  begettii^  (for  ha  ne'er  bi«no) 
Hath  dcSgn'd  todKoose  thaeby  adejptioB, 
Coheir  to  his  glory,  and  sabbath's  endless  rsat 
And  as  a  robb'd  mau,'which  by  seaich  doth  find 
His  stol'n  stuff  sold,  must  kiae  or  buy  't  again : 
The  Sun  of  gkiry  came  down,  and  yrm  slam, 
Us,  whom  h'  had  madc^  and  Satan  aloJa,  t'  uihiad. 
T  was  much,  that  man  was  made  like  God  before; 
But,  that  God  sbonld  be  made  lika  ma 
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XVL 


F«Tm,  part  aiiim  dtmUe  interaft 

Vnto  thy  kingdOBi  thy  Sod  ghres  to  me; 

Ub  joiotne  in  tbe  knotty  IVinity 

He  keqps,  and  givei  to  me  b»  death's  coaqnatt 

lliisLamli,  whoaa  death  with  life  the  world  hath 

Men'd* 
Was  from  the  world's  begimiiDg  slain;  and  he 
Hath  made  two  wills,  whicby  with  tbe  legacy 
Of  bis  and  thy  kingdom,  thy  sons  invest: 
Yet  such  are  these  laws,  that  men  argne  yet» 
Wbether  a  man  those  statutes  can  f dfll ; 
None  doth ;  hot  thy  all-Aiealii|g  grace  and  spirit 
Rerive  again,  what  law  and  letter  kill : 
Thy  law*^  abridgment  and  thy  last  cenmiand 
Is  aU  but  lore  }  O  let  this  last  will  stand ! 


ON  THE  BLESSED  VIROIN  MARY, 

h  that,  O  qaeen  of  qneens,  thy  birth  was  free 
From  that,  iirhich  others  doth  of  grace  bereave^ 
When  in  their  nkftber's  womb  they  life  recdve, 

God,  Bs  his  sole-bom  daughter,  loved  theew 

To  match  thee  like  thy  birth's  nobility. 
He  thee  his  Spirit  fbr  his  spouse  did  leave, 
By  whom  thon  didst  his  only  Son  conceive. 

And  so  wast  UnkM  to  all  the  Trinity. 

Cesse  then,  O  queens,  that  earthly  crowns  do  wear. 
To  gkxy  in  the  pomp  of  Earthly  things ; 

If  men  such  hi^  respects  unto  you  bear. 
Which  dao^ters,  wives,  and  mothers  are  of  king^ 

What  honour  can  unto  that  queen  be  done. 

Who  had  yonr  God  for  father,  spouse,  and  son  ? 


THE  CROSS. 

Snci  Christ  embrac'd  the  erom  itself,  dare  I^ 

His  image,  th' image  of  his  cross  deny  ? 

Would  I  have  profit  by  the  sacrifice. 

And  dare  the  choaen  altar  to  despise  ? 

It  bore  aU  other  sins,  bat  is  it  fit 

That  it  should  bear  tbe  sin  of  nomlng  it  I 

Who  from  the  picture  would  avert  his  eye. 

How  would  ha  fly  his  pains,  who  there  did  die? 

Tnm  me  no  pulpit,  nor  misgrounded  law,  > 

Nor  scandal  Uken  rimll  this  cross  withdraw  | 

It  ihsll  not,  for  it  cannot;  |br  the  loss 

Of  this  crass  were  to  me  another  cross ; 

Better  were  wone,  for  po  affliction, 

Ko  croii  n  so  extrame,  as  to  have  nene^ 

Wbo  cm  blot  outjthe  obobs,  which  th>  instroment 

Of  God  dew'd  on  me  in  tha  sacrament  ?  i 

^Vbo  can  deny  me  power  and  liberty 

To  itretch  mine  arras,  and  miny  wn  cross  to  be  ? 

Swim,  and  at  every  stroke  thouvrt  thy  orsm: 

ThemsA  and  yard  make  one,  where  seaa  do  toss* 

Y^  down,  thou  spy'st  our  crosses  in  small  things; 

^  ap>  thou  seestbi«d»  rais*d  on  crossed  wings. 

All  the  globe's  frame,  and  qpbares^  b  nothing  else 

Bot  the  meridian's  oroanng  parallels. 

Material  croases  then  good  ^hysi^  be  ; 

Bat  yet  spiritual  have  chief  dignity. 


These  for  extracted  chymic  medicine  lerte, 

And  cure  much  better,  and  as  well  preserve; 

Then  are  you  your  own  phvsic,  or  need  nqsii^ 

When  stills  or  purg'd  by  bribalatioo : 

For,  when  that  cross  nngrudg'd  unto  you  sticky 

tlien  are  you  to  yourself  a  crucifix. 

As  perchance  carvers  do  not  faces  matte^ 

But  that  away,  which  hid  them  there,  do  take  t 

Let  cromes  so  take  what  hid  Christ  in  thaei 

And  be  his  image,  or  not  bn,  but  he. 

But  as  oft  alchymists  do  coiners  prov^ 

So  may  a  self-despising  get  self-lovev 

And  then  as  worst  surfeits  of  best  meats  be^ 

So  is  pride,  issued  from  humility; 

For  *t  is  no  child,  but  monster :  therefore  cross 

Your  joy  in  crosses,  the 't  is  double  loss ; 

And  crass  thy  senses,  else  both  they  and  tboo 

Must  perish  soon,  and  to  destruction  bow. 

For  if  th'  eye  see  good  6bjeot%  and  will  take 

No  cron  from  bad,  we  cannot  *scape  a  snake. 

So  with  hanb»  haid,  sour,  stinking  crass  the  resl» 

Make  them  indifierent  all;  nothing  beat. 

But  most  the  eye  needs  croming,  that  oan  roam 

And  move:  to  tb'  otben  dejects  must  come  hwnsb 

And  cross  thy  heart :  for  that  in  man  afone 

PantB  downwards,  and  hath  palpitation. 

Cross  those  detorsions,  when  it  downward  tends^ 

And  when  it  tb  forbidden  heights  pretends. 

And  as  the  brain  though  bony  walls  doth  vent 

By  sutures,  which  a  crom's  form  present: 

So  when  thy  brain  works,  e'er  tboo  utter  i^ 

Cross  and  correct  concupiscence  of  wit 

Be  covetous  of  crosses,  let  none^foll  i 

Cross  no  man  else,  but  cross  thyself  in  alL 

Then  doth  the  crosa  of  Christ  work  faithfully 

Within  our  hearts,  when  we  love  harmlessly 

The  cross's  pictures  much,  and  with  mora  oai« 

That  cross's  ehildreo,  which  omr  nromm  are. 


PSALM  CXXXFIL 

Br  Euphrates'  flowVy  side 

Wedidbide> 
Vnm  dear  Juda  far  absented. 
Tearing  the  air  with  our  pries» 

And  our  eyes 
With  their  streams  his  stream  augmented. 

When  poor  Sion's  doleful  stfte, 

Desolate^ 
Sacked,  burned,  and  iuthraU'd ; 
And  tbe  temple  spoifd,  which  we 

Ne'er  should  see, 
To  our  mirthless  minds  we  cali'd  t 

Oar  mnte  harps,  untnn'd,  nostrung. 

Up  we  hung 
On  green  willows  nearbekide'us; 
Where  we  Aitting  all  forlorn, 

Thus  in  scorn 
Our  proud  spoilers  'gan  deride  us. 

"  Come,  sad  captives,  leave  your  moans, 

And  your  groans 
Under  Sion's  ruins  bory; 
Tune  your  harps,  and  sing  us  lays 

IntheptAise 
Of  your  Ood,  and  let 's  be  merry." 
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Ckn,  ab !  can  we  leave  our  moans  ? 

And  our  groans 
Under  Sion'i  ruins  bury  ? 
Can  we  in  this  land  sfng  lays 

In  the  praise 
Of^Mir  God,  and  here  be  merry? 

No;  dear  Sion,  if  lyet 

Do  forget 
Thine  allilction  misemble. 
Let  my  nimble  joints  become 

Stiff  and  numb, 
To  toach  warbling  harp  unablA 

Let  my  tongue  lose  singing  skill. 

Let  it  still 
To  my  parched  roof  be  glew'd  j 
If  in  eit&er  harp  ait  roice 

I  rejoice. 
Till  thy  joys  shall  be  renew'd. 

Lord,  cnne  Edom^  trait'rous  kind^ 

Bear  in  mind. 
In  our  ruins  how  they  revellM : 
Sack,  kill,  bum,  they  cry'd  out  still. 

Sack,  bum,  kill, 
Down  with  all,  let  all  be  levelPd. 

And,  thou  Babel,  when  the  tide 

Oftby  pride, 
Kow  a  (lowing,  grows  to  turning ; 
Victor  now,  shall  then  be  thrall. 

Aw)  shall  fall 
To  as  low  an  ebb  of  mourning* 

Happy  be,  who  shall  thee  wastes 

'  Ab  thou  hast 
Us  witboBt  all  mercy  wasted, 
And.  shall  make  thee  taste  and  se^ 

What  poor  we 
By  thy  means  have  seen  and  tasted. 


Happy,  who  thy  tender  barna 

From  the  arms 
Of  their  wailing  mothers  tearing, 
*Gainst  the  walls  shall  dash  thehr  bones, 

Ruthless  stobes 
With  their  brahis  and  blood  besmearing. 
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RESURRECTIOK 


SiEBp,  sleep,  old  Sia,  thou  canst  not  have  r»«pasl 
As  yet  the  wound,  thou  took*8t  on-  Friday  last  $ 
Sleep  then,  and  rest:  th^  world  may  bear  thy  slay, 
A  better  Sun  rbse  before  thee  to  day ; 
Who,  not  content  t'  enlightep  all  that  dwell 
On  the  Earth's fiice,  as  thou  enlightned  Hell} 
And  made  the  dark  fires  languish  in  that  vale, 
As  at  thy  preseoce  here  our  fires  grow  pale: 
Whose  body  having  walk'd  on  Earth,  and  now 
Hast*ning  to  Heav'i^  would  that  he  might  alkMT 
Himself  unto  alTsutions,  and  fill  all. 
For  these  three  days  become  a  mineral. 
He  was  all  gold,~when  he  lay  down,  but  rose 
All  tincture  }  and  doth  not  alone  cUspope 


Leaden  and  iron  wills  to  good,  but  is 
Of  pow'r  to  make  ev'n  sinful  flesh  like  his. 
Had  one  of  those,  wfaoae  crednkms  piely 
Thought,  that  a  sonl  one  might  discern  and  aee 
Go  from  a  body,  at  thia  sepolchie  been. 
And  issuing  from  the  sheet  this  body  seen. 
He  would  have  justly  thought  this  body  a  eDvi, 
If  not  of  any  man,  yet  of  the  wbele. 


JOTMN  TO  THE  SAINTS, 

AMD  TO    MARQUIS    BAMlLTOA. 

TO  SIR  KOBBBT  CABR. 
SIR, 

I FRBSUHB  yon  rather  try  what  yoq  c^  do  io  ute^ 
than  what  I  can  do  in  f  erse;  yon  know  my  atter- 
most  when  it  was  best,  and  even  tbeo  I  did  beat, 
when  I  had  least  truth  for  my  sul^cts.  In  tbia 
present  case  there  is  so  mnch  tmth>  as  it  defeaU 
all  poetry.  Call  therefore  this  paper  by  what 
name  you  will,  and  if  it  be  not  worthy  of  him,  notr 
of  you»  nor  of  me,  smother  it,  and  be  that  tbe  a»> 
crifice.  If  you  bad  eooMnaoded  me  to  have 
waited  on  his  body  to  Soetbmd  and  preached 
there,  I  would  have  embraced  the  obligation 
with  mere  alacrity  -,  bat  I  thank  yon,  that  yon 
woald  command  me  that,  which  I  was  loath  to 
do,  foremen  that  hati^  gifen  atinctore  of  merit  to 
the  obedience  of 

yoor  pooriirlend 

ami  servant  in  Christ  Jesos, 

♦ 

J.  DOR  HE* 


WariBta  that  sonl,  which  now  comes  up  to  yon, 
nil  any  former  rank,  or  make  a  new, 
Whkher  it  take  a  name  namM  there  before. 
Or  be  a  name  itself,  and  order  more 
Than  Was  in  Hear*n  till  now ;  (for  may  not  he 
Be  so,  if  erery  several  angel  he 
A  kind  alone)  whatever  order  grow 
Greater  by  him  in  HeavYi,  we  do  not  so. 
One  of  your  orders  grows  by  his  access; 
But  by  his  loss  grow  all  our  orders  less : 
The  name  of  father,  master,  friend,  the  name 
Of  sulject  and  of  prince,  in  one  is  lame ; 
FUr  mirth  is  dang'd,  and  eenrersation  Uaok, 
The  household  wiK>w*d,  and  the  gaiter  slack ; 
The  chapel  wants  an  ear,  cooncil  a  tongue; 
Story  a  theme^  and  musie  lacks  a  song. 
Bless'd  order,  that  hath  him  I  the  kiss  of  him 
Gangrened  all  orders  here;  all  lost  a  limb ! 
Never  made  body  such  haste  to  confess 
What  a  soul  was;  all  former  ooneliness 
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Fled  io  m  minuie^  when  the  soul  wis  gooe^ 

And,  baling  lost  that  beauty,  would  have  none :  * 

So  fell  our  iDOiiast*f  ies,  in  an  instant  grown. 

Not  to  less  bouses,  but  to  heaps  of  stone; 

So  sent  his  body,  that  fair  form  it  wore, 

UDto  the  sphere  of  forms,  and  doth  (belbre 

His  soul  shall  fill  op  his  sepulchral  stone) 

Anticipate  a  revarretftion ; 

For  as  it  is  his  fame,  now  hi^  soul 's  here. 

So  in  the  fnm  thereof  his  body's  there. 

And  if,  fair  soul,  not  with  first  innocents 

Tby  station  be,  but  with  the  penitents ; 

(And  who  shall  dare  to  ask  then,  when  T  am 

Dy'd  scarlet  in  the  blood  of  that  pure  Lamb, 

Whether  that  colour,  which  is  scarlet  then. 

Were  black  or  white  befbre  in  ey^s  of  men  ?) 

When  thou  remembrest  what  sins  thou  didst  find. 

Amongst  thoae  many  friends  now  left  behind, 

And  seest  such  sinners,  as  they  are,  with  thee 

Got  ttither  by  Tepentance*  let  it  be 

Thy  wish  to  wish  ail  there,  to  wish  them  dean ; 

Wish  him  a  DftTid,  her  a  Magdalen. 


ANNUNCIATION  AND  Pj^ION. 

Tawely«  frail  flesh,  abstain  to  day;  to  day 

My  soul  eats  twice,  Christ  hither  and  away; 

She  sees  him  man»  so  like  God  made  in  this. 

That  of  them  both  a  circle  emblem  is, 

Whose  first  and  last  Concur  ;  this  dobbtful  day 

Wfe«t  or  fast  Clfrist  came,  and  went  away. 

She  sees  him  nothing  twice  at  once,  who  *s  all ; 

She  sees  i  cedar  plant  itself,  and  fellr 

Her  maker  put  to  makhig,  and  the  head 

W  life,  at  once,  not  yet  alife,  and  ^ead  j 

She  sees  at  once  the  virgin  mother  stay    ' 

Rficiu8»d  at  home,  public  at  Golgotha. 

Sad  and  rejoic'd  she  's  seen  at  onee,  and  seen 

At  almost  fifty  and  at  scarce  fifteen  s 

n  2**  *  *»  is  promis'd  her,  and  gone  j 

Gtbnel  gives  Christ  to  her,  he  her  to  John: 

«ot  fully  a  ro^er,  she  's  in  orbity. 

At  once  receiver  and  the  legacy. 

^,TJ?°^  *"  between,  this  day  b^th  s^own, 

'"  fhn^tment  of  Chri8t*s  story,  which  makes  one 

IV  *S  ^***°  ™*P"  ^®  furthest  west  is  east) 

uf  th  angel's  me  and  amstmmatum  ett. 

{tow  well  the  church,  God's  court  of  faculties, 

"^  in  sometimes  and  seldom  jdnmg  these  I 

^the  self-fiaed  pole  we  never  do 

™ct  our  course,  hot  the  next  star  thereto. 

Which  shows  where  th'  other  is,  and  which  we  say 

J^^oiwe  It  strays  not  far)  doth  never  stray : 

f«w  by  his  chnieh,  nearest  to  him,  we  know 

AW  stand  finn,  if  we  by  her  motion  go; 

^mt  as  his  fiery  piUar  doth 

ifM,  end  his  church  as  cloud;  to  one  end  both. 

}J»  choieh,  by  letting  thosefcasts  join,  hath  shown 

tJ»Jo  sod  conception  in  mankind  are  one ; 

tt«!  rf  ""  ^*"  ^^  "°**  humify, 
«at  be  woQid  be  a  man,  and  leave  to  be 

Wi^  ?r^^  ^^  ^^  ™*^«»  M  Ck)d, 
wiih  tte  last  judgment  but  one  period; 
SSiw!?"^  spouse  would  join  in  one 

Or  J?Sl?*'*"^  *  ^*  •'***"  ^™^»  ^®  «  ««»«• 
4rJL!S*  on«  blood  drop,  which  thence  did  fall, 
^wepied,  would  hare  scrv'd,  he  yet  shed  all; 
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So  though  the  least  of  his  pains,  deeds,  or  words, 
Would  busy  a  life,  she  all  this  day  affords. 
This  treasure  then  in  gross,  my  soul,  up-lay^ 
And  in  my  life  retail  it  every  day. 


GOOD  FRIDAY. 

1613. 
ammo  waarwAaob 
Lit  man*B  soul  be  a  sphere,  and  then  » this 
Th'  intelligence,  that  moves,  devotioii  is; 
And  as  the  other  spheres,  by  being  grown 
Subject  to  foreign  motion,  lose  their  own: 
And  being  by  others  hurried  every  day. 
Scarce  in  a  year  their  natural  form  obey: 
Pleasure  or  buaincsB  so  our  souls  admit 
For  their  first  mover,  and  are  whirled  by  it 
Hence  is  %  that  I  am  carried  t'wards  the  west 
This  day,  when  my  soul's  form  bends  to  the  east  s 
There  I  should  see  a  Sun  by  rising  set. 
And  by  that  setting  endless  day  beget 
But  that  Christ  on  his  cross  did  rise  and  fat]. 
Sin  had  eternally  benighted  all. 
Yet  dare  I  almost  be  glad,  (  do  not  see 
That  spectacle  of  too  much  weight  for  me. 
Who  sees  Ood'k  lace,  that  b  self.life,  must  die ; 
What  a  death  were  it  then  to  see  God  die? 
It  made  hiii  own  lieatenant.  Nature,  shrink; 
It  made  his  footstool  crack,  and  the  Sun  wink. 
Could  I  behold  those  hands,  which  span  the  poles. 
And  tunealispheres  at  once,  pierc'dwith  thoae  holes? 
Could  I  behold  that  endless  height,  which  is 
Zenitb  to  us  and  oor  antipodes. 
Humbled  below  us  ?  or  that  blood,  which  is 
The  seat  of  all  our  souls,  if  not  of  his, 
Made  dirt  of  dust  ?  or  that  flesh,  which  was  worn 
By  God  for  hii  apparel,  ragg'd  and  torn  ? 
If  on  these  things  I  durst  not  look,  durst  I 
On  his  distressed  mother  cast  mine  eye, 
Who  was  God's  partner  here,  and  furnish 'd  thus  ' 
Half  of  that  sacrifice,  which  ransom'd  us  ? 
Though  these  things,  as  I  ride,  be  from  mine  eyc^ 
They  *re  present  yet  unto  my  memory. 
For  that  kwks  towards  them ;  and  thou  look'st  to- 
wards me, 

0  Saviour,  ar  thou  hang*st  upon  the  tree. 

1  turn  my  back  to  thee,  but  to  receive 
Corrections ;  till  thy  mercies  bid  tbee  leave. 
O  think  me  worth  thine  anger,  punish  me^ 
Bum  off  my  rust,  and  my  deformity; 
Restore  thine  image  so  much  by  thy  gi«ee, 
That  thou  may'st  know  me,  and  I  »il  torn  my  ftce. 


THE  LITANY. 


TUX  PATBBR. 

FAimn  of  Heav'n,  and  him,  by  whom  ' 
It,  and  us  for  it,  and  all  else  for  us 

Tbdu  mad*st  and  govem'st  ever,  come. 
And  re-create  me,  now  grown  ruinous : 
My  heart  is  by  dejection  clay. 
And  by  self-murder  red. 
From  this  red  earth,  O  Father,  purge  away 
All  VICIOUS  tinctures,  that  new  fashioned 
1  may  rise  up  from  death,  before  I  »m  dead. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


S02 


DONNE'S  POEMS. 


THBSONf 


O  Son  of  God,  who  leeing  two  thjngs, 
Sin,  and  Death,  crept  m,  which  were  never  made, 

By  bearing  one,  tryMst  with  what  ttingi 
The  other  could  thine  heritage  invade  j 
O  be  thou  nail'd  unto  my  heart. 
And  crucified  again  | 
Part  not  firom  it,  though  it  from  thee  would  part, 
But  let  it  be,  by  applying  bo  thy  pain, 
Drown'd  in  thy  blood,  and  in  thy  panioD  ilain. 

TBI  HOLY  GHorr. 

O  Holy  Ghost,  whose  temple  I 
Am,  but  of  mud  walls  and  condensed  dust. 

And  being  sacnlegiouMy 
Half  wasted  with  youth's  fires,  of  pride,  and  lost. 
Must  with  new  storms  be  weather-beat ; 
Double  in  my  heart  thy  flame. 
Which  let  devout  sad  tears  intend ;  and  let 
(Though  this  glass  lantern,  flesh,  do  suffer  maim) 
Fire^  sacrifice,  priest,  altar  be  the  same. 

THE  TaiNITf . 

O  blessed  glorions  Trinity, 
Bones  to  philoiophy,  but  milk  to  faith, ' 

Which  as  wise  serpents  diveraly 
Most  slipperiness,  yet  most  entangimgs  hath. 
As  you  distingoish'd  (indistinct) 
By  powV,  love,  knowledge  be; 
Give  me  such  self  diffVent  instinct, 
^  these  let  all  me  elemented  be^ 
Of  powY  to  love,  to  know  yon  nmramber'd  thfee. 

TRB  VIKGIN  MAKT* 

For  that  fair  blessed  mother-maid, 
Whose  flesh  redeemed  us  (that  ahe-cherubin. 
Which  unlocked  Paradise,  and  made 
'  One  claim  for  innocence,  and  diteeiz'd  sin  i 

Whose  womb  was  a  strange  Heav'n,  for  there 
God  cloth'd  himself  and  grew) 
Onr  zealous  thanks  we  pour.    As  her  deeds  were 
Onr.belps,  so  are  her  prayers ;  nor  can  she  fue 
In  vain,  who  hath  such  titles  unto  yoo. 

TBB  AlfOBU. 

And  sinee  this  lifb  our  nonage  is. 
And  w«  in  wardship  to  thine  angels  be. 

Native  in  Heav^^s  fahr  palaces, 
Where  we  shall  be  bot  denizon'd  by  thee ; 
As  th'  Eaith,  ooncdvmg  by  the/ Sun, 
Yields  fair  diversity. 
Yet  never  knows  what  coucse  that  light  doth  run : 
So  let  me  study,  that  mine  actions  be 
Worthy  their  sight,  though  blind  in  how  they  see. 

1«B  PATRIABCB9. 

And  let  thy  patriarch's  desire 
'      (Those  great  grandiathen  of  thy  church,  which  saw 
More  in  the  cloud,  than  we  in  fire. 
Whom  nature  clear'd  more,  than  us  grace  and  law. 
And  now  in  Heav'n  still  pray,  that  we 
'  May  use  our  new  helps  right) 

Be  satisfy'd,  and  frnctify  in  me :     - 
Let  ifot  my  mind  be  blinder  by  more  light. 
Nor  faith,  by  reason  added,  lose  her  sight. 


THK  raoPHBts* 


Thy  eagle^ighted  prophets  too, 
(Which  were  tiy  church's  organs,  and  did  aoand 

That  harmony,  which  made  of  two  ^ 
One  lew,  and  did  unite,  but  not  confound  ; 
Those^  heav'nly  poets,  which  did  see 
Thy  will,  and  it  express 
In  rythmic  feet)  in  common  pray  for  me; 
That  I  by  them  eacose  not  my  excess 
In  seeking  secrets  or  poeticness. 

THE  APOnXES. 

And  thy  iUustridus  zodiac 
Of  twelve  Apostles,  which  ingirt  this  all, 

(From  whom  whosoe'er  do  not  take 
Tlieir  light,  to  dark  deep  pits  thrown  down  do  fell) 
M  through  their  pmyeis  thou  hast  let  me  know. 
That  their  books  are  divine; 
May  they  pray  still,  and  be  heard,  that  I  go 
til'  okl  broad  way  in  applying;  O  decline 
Me,  when  my  comment  would  make  thy  woid  mine. 

THE  MAETVas. 

And  since  thon  so  desirously 
Didst  long  to  die,  that  kmg  before  thou  coiild'st. 

And  long  since  thou  no  more  cuuld'st  die. 
Thou  in  thy  scattered  mystic  body  woukl*st 
In  Abel  die,  and  ever  since 
In  thine;  let  their  blood  come 
T6  beg  for  us  a  discreet  patience 
Of  death,  or  of  worse  life;  for,  oh!  to  tome 
Not  to  be  martyrs  is  a  martyrdom* 

TVB  OOMFBSSOIS. 

Therefore  with  thee  triumpheth  there 
A  virgin  squadron  of  white  confessors, , 

Whose  bloods  betroth'd,  not  married  were  ; 
Tender'd,  not  taken  by  those  ravishen : 

They  know,  and  pray,  that  we  may  know ; 
In  every  Christian 
Hburiy  tempestuous  persecutions  grow. 
Temptations  martyr  ns  alive ;  a  man 
Is  to  himself  a  Dioclesian. 

THE  vnusms. 
The  cold  white-anowy  nunnery, 
(Which,  as  thy  mother,  their  high  abbess,  sent 

Their  bodies  back  again  tothee^  - 
As  thou  hadst  lent  them,  dean  and  innooeot) 
Though  they  have  not  obtained  of  thee^ 
That  or  thy  chnich  or  I 
Should  keep,  as  they,  our  first  integrity; 
Divorce  thon  sin  in  ns,  or  bid  it  die. 
And  call  ohaste  widowhood  virftnity. 

THEfiocroas. 
The  sacred  ac^em  above 
Of  doctors,  whos^ains  have  unclasp'd  and  taught 

Both  books  of  life  to  us  (for  love 
To  know  the  scripture  tells  u«,  we  are  wrote 
In  thy  other  book)  pray  for  us  there, 
That  what  they  have  misdone. 
Or  mi&-said,  we  to  that  may.  not  adhem; 
Their  a^l  may  be  oqr  sin.    lord*  let  us  nm 
,Mean  ways,  and  call  them  stars,  but  not  the  Sua, 
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And  wiil'st  this  onittenal  cheUt, 
(That  church  in  triomph,  this  in  ««rfore  herCy 

Wann*d  with  one  all-|>artaking  fire 
Of  love,  that  none  be  lost,  which  cost  thee  dear) 
Prays  ceaselessly,  and  thou  hearken  too^ 
(Since  to  be  gracioos 
Oar  task  is  treble,  to  pray,  bear,  and  do) 
Hear  this  prayer,  Lotd ;  O  Lord,  deliver  as  [thus. 
From  trusting  in  those  prayers,  thou^  ponr^d  out 

From  beiag  anitions,  or  secure,  ^ 

Dead  douds  ofsadneas,  or  Hgfat  sqnibs  of  nMk  ;  • 

From  thinking  that  great  courts  immure 
A]lornoha|i|Hiims;  or  that  this  Earth 
Is  only  lor  our  prison  fram'd. 
Or  that  thon  *rt  covetous 
To  them  thou  lov'st,  or  that  they  are  maim*d, 
Fiom  reaching  thisworid'ssweets ;  who  seek  thee  thus 
With  all  thnr  might.  Good  Lord,  deliver  us. 

From  needing  danger  to  be  good. 
From  owing  thee  yesterday's  tears  to  day. 

From  trusting  so  mock  to  thy  blood. 
That  in  that  hope  we  wound  our  souls  away; 
From  bribing  thee  with  alms,  t'  excuse 
Some  sin  mon  Doraenoua ; 
from  light  afiJBcting  in  religion  nmm, 
From  thinking  ns  all  soul,  negleotiog  thus 
Our  mutual  duties,  Lord,  deliver  us. 

From  tempting  Satan  to  tempt  as. 
By  our  oomiivaBce^  or  slack  company  { 

From  measuring  ill  by  vf  cioos, 
Neglecting  to  choke  Shi's  qwvn,  vanity ; 
From  indiscreet  humility. 
Which  might  be  scandalous. 
And  cast  reproacli  on  Christianity ; 
From  being  spies,  or  to  spies  pervious  ; 
From  thint  or  scorn  of  fime,  deliver  us. 

Deliver  us  through  thy  descent 
Into  the  Virgin^  whose  womb  was  a  place 

Of  middle  kind,  and  thou  being  sent 
T*  angracious  us,  stay'd^st  at  her  full  grace ; 
And  through  thy  poor  birth,  where  first  thou 
GWrifled'at  poverty. 
And  yet  soon  after  riches  didst  allow. 
By  accepting  kio^'  g^fts  in  th'  Bpiphany, 
OeliTer,  and  make  us  to  bath  ways  free. 

And  through  that  bitter  agQiqr» 
Which  (till  is  th'  agony  of  pious  witi^ 

Disputing  what  distorted  thM, 
And  interrupted  evennem  with  fits; 
And  through  thy  free  oonfisssion^ 
Though  thereby  they  were  then 
Made  blind,  so  that  thou  might'st  from  them  have 

<3ood  Ion,  deliver  us,  and  teach  us  when 
We  may  not,  and  we  may  blind  unjust  men. 

Through  thy  submitting  all,  ^^^s 
Thy  hcty  thy  robes  to  spoil,.ihyVme  to  scoro  } 

^  vayi,  which  lage  or  justice  knows^ 
Aiidbywhichthoucou]d'stshow,thattbou  wait  bom; 
And  through  thy  gallant  humbleness, 
Which  thou  in  death  didst  show, 
^ikg  before  thy  soul  they  could  cqiKH, 
Dehver  us  fiom  death,  by  dying  so 
To  this  worid,  eie  this  world  dobid  us  go. 
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When  senses,  which  thy  soldiers  are, 
We  arm  against  thee,  and  they  fight  fbr  sin  ; 

When  want,  sent  but  to  tame,  doth  war^ 
And  work  despair  a  breach  to  enter  in; 
When  plenty,  God's  image  and  seal. 
Makes  us  idolatrous, 
And  love  it,  not  him,  whom  it  should  reveal; 
When  we  are  mov'd  to  seem  religious 
Only  to  vent  wit,  Lord,  deliver  us. 

In  churches  when  th'  faiflnnity 
Of  him,  which  speaks,  diminishes  the  word ; 

When  magistrates  do  misapply 
To  us,  as  we  judge^  lay  or  ghostly  sword ; 

When  plague,  which  is  thine  angel,  reigns. 
Or  wan,  thy  champions  sway ; 
When  heresy,  thy  second  deluge,  gains ; 
In  th*  hour  of  death,  th'  eve  of  last  judgmeotrday. 
Deliver  us  from  the  sinister  way. 

Hear  us»  O  hear  us.  Lord :  to  thee 
A  sinner  is  more  music,  when  he  prays. 

Than  sfAeres  or  angels*  praises<be 
In  panegyric  hallelujahs; 

Hear  us ;  for  till  thou  hear  us.  Lord, 
We  know  not  what  to  say : 
Thnie  ear  t'  our  sighs,  tears,  thoughts^  gives  voice 

and  word. 
O  thon,  who  Satan  heard'st  in  Job's  sick  day. 
Hear  thyself  now,  for  thou,  in  us,  dost  pray. 

That  we  may  change  to  evenness 
This  intermitting  aguish  piety; 

That  snatching  cramps  of  wickedness. 
And  apoplexies  of  fiut  sin  ma^  die; 
Ihat  muttc  of  thy  promises^ 
Not  threats  in  thunder,  may 
Awaken  us  to  our  just  offices; 
What  in  thy  book  thou  dost  or  creatures  say. 
That  we  may  hear,  lord,  hear  us,  when  we  pray* 

That  our  ear*s  sickness  we  may  cure^ 
And  rectify  those  labyrinths  aright  | 

That  we  by  heark*ning  not  procure 
Dor  praise,  nor  others*  dispraise  so  invite  ; 
That  we  get  not  a  slipperinessi 
And  senselessly  decline,. 
From  hearing  bold  wits  jest  at  kings*  egsceas, 
T  admit  the  like  of  majesty  divine  ; 
That  we  vrnj  kx:k  our  eani.  Lord,  open  thine. 

That  living  law,  the  magistrate^ 
Which,  to  give  us  and  make  us  physic^  doth 

Our  vices  often  aggravate ; 
That  preachers,  taxing  sin  bdbre  her  growth. 
That  Satan,  and  envenom'd  men. 
Which  will,  if  we  starve,  dine. 
When  they  do  most  accuse  us,  may  see  then 
Us  to  amendment  hear  them ;.  thee  decline  ; 
That  we  may  open  our  ean.  Lord,  lock  thine. 

That  learning,  thine  ambassador, 
Ftom  thine  allegiance  we  never  tempt; 

That  beauty,  Paradise's  flow'r. 
For  physic  made,  fiom  poison  be  exempt; 
That  wit,  bora  apt  high  good  to  do^ 
By  dwelling  lazily 
On  nature's  nothing,  be  not  nothing  too ; 
That  our  affections  kill  us  not,  nor  die  ; 
Hear  us^  weak  echoes,  O  thoo  ear,  and  clry. 
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Son  of  Gody  heu  ug ;  and  uoce  tlioii« 
By  taking  our  blood»  ow'st  it  iis  again. 

Gain  to  thyself  and  us  allow ; 
And  let  not  both  us  and  thyself  be  slaia. 
O  Lamb  of  God,  which  took'i>t  our  sin. 
Which  could  not  sticjc  to  thee, 
O  let  it  not  return  to  us  again  ; 
But  patient  and  physician  being  free. 
As  sin  is  noUiing,  let  it  no  where  be. 


•  VFON  mt 

nUNSLATJON  OF  THE  PSALMS, 

BY  sn  rauip  wpwr,  and  tbb  coumtbss  of  mfSROKs 
Hii  iirm. 

EntNAL  God,  (foy  whom  whoever  dare 

Seek  new  expressions,  do  the  circle  square. 

And  thrust  into  strait  comers  of  pooV  wit 

Thee,  who  art  comerlesb  and  infinite) 

I  would  but  bless  thy  name,  not  name  thee  now ; 

(And  thy  gifts  are  as  infinite  as  thou :) 

Fix  we  oar  praises,  therefore  on  this  one, 

That  as  thy  blessed  Spirit  fell  upon 

These  psalms'  first  author  in  a  cloven  tongue, 

(For  *t  was  a  double  power  by  which  he  sung, 

The  highest  matter  in  the  noblest  form ;) 

So  thou  hast  cleft  that  spirit,  to  perform 

That  work  again,  and  shed  it  here  upon 

Two  by  their  bloods,  and  by  thy  spirit  one ; 

A  brother  and  a  sister,  made  by  thee 

The  organ,  where  thou  art  the  harmony ; 

Two,  that  make  one  John  Baptist's  holy  voice; 

And  who  that  psalm,  **  Now  \ft  the  isles  rejoice^" 

Have  both  translated,  and  apply*d  it  too; 

Both  told  us  what,^iid  taught  us  how  to  do. 

They  show  us  islandrrs  our  joy,  our  king,  ' 

TheY  tell  oi  why,  and  teach  us  how  to  sing. 

Make  all  this  all,  three  choirs,  Heav'n,  Earth,  and 

spheres ; 
The  first,  Ueav'n,  hath  a  song,  but  no  man  hean ; 
The  spheres  have  music,  but  they  have  no  tongue, 
Their  harmony  is  rathtr  danc'd  than  sung; 
But  our  third  choii)  to  which  the  first  gives  ear, 
(For  angels  learn  by  what  the  church  does  here} 
This  choir  hath  all.    The  organist  is  he, 
Who  hath  tun^d  God  and  man ;  the  organ  we : 
lie  songs  are  these,  which  Heaven's  high  holy  Muse 
Whisper'd  to  David,  David  to  the  Jews, 
And  David's  successors  in  holy  zeal, 

>  In  forms  of  joy  and  art  do  te-reveal 
To  us  so  sweetly  6nd  sincerely  too, 
Hiat  I  must  not  rejoice  as  I  would  do, 
When  I  behold,  that  these  psalms  are  become 
So  well  attir'd  abroad,  so  ill  at  home ; 
So  well  in  efaamben,  in  thy  church  so  ill, 
As  I  can  scarce  call  that  reform*d,  until 
This  be  refbrm'd.    Would  a  whole  state  present 
A  lesser  gift  than  some  one  man  hath  sent  ? 
And  shall  our  church  unto  our  spouse  and  king 
More  hoarse,  more  hanh  than  any  other,  sing  r 

^  For  that  we  pray,  we  praise  thy  lume  for  this, 
Which  by  ttus  Moses  and  this  Miriam  is 
Already  done ;  and  as  thoee  psalms  we  call 
(Though  some  have  other  authors)  David's  all: 
So  though  some  have,  some  may  some  psalms  traos- 
We  thy  Sydnean  psalms  shall  celebrate ;       [late^ 


And  till  we  oom«  th'  extemporal  song  to  abg , 
(Leam'd  the  first  hour,  that  we  see  the  king. 
Who  hath  translated  those  translators)  may 
These,  their  sweet  learned  labours,  aH  the  way 
Be  as  our  tuning;  th&t,  when  hence  we  part* 
We  may  fall  in  with  them,  and  sing  our  parL 


ODE. 

VaiiosAiics  will  sit  above  our  foolU;  but  tUl 

She  there  do  sit. 
We  see  her  not,  nor  them.    Tlius  bUnd,  yai  still 
We  lead  her  way;  and  thos^Jirhilst  we  do  Ul» 

We  sufier  iU 

Unhappy  he,  whom  youth  makes  not  beware 

.    Of  doing  ill: 
Enough  we  labour  under  age  and  care; 
In  number  th*  errours  of  the  laat  place  are 
The  greatest  still. 

Yet  we,  that  should  the  ill,  we  now  begin, 

M  soon  repent,  {teeu^ 

(Strange  thing ! )  pcnrceive  not;  cor  fonlts  are  not 

But  past  us;  neither  felt,  bat  only  in 
The  ponishmenti 

But  we  know  ourselves  least ;  mere  outward  shows 

Our  rahids  so  store. 
That  our  souls,  no  more  than  our  eyes,  disckMe 
But  form  and  colour.    Only  be,  who  known 

^imsel^  knows  more. 


7X>  MR.  TILMAN, 
Ansa  aa  had  taksn  oasBas. 

Thou,  whose  diviner  soul  hath  caus'd  the^  now 

To  put  thy  hand  unto  the  holy  plow. 

Making  lay-soomings  of  the  ministry. 

Not  an  impediment,  but  victory ; 

What  bring'st  thou  home  with  thee  ?  how  is  thy  mind 

Afiecied  since  the  vintage  ?  Dost  thou  find 

New  thoughts  and  stirrings  ha  thee  ?  and,  as  steel 

Touched  with  a  load-stone,  doat  new  motlone  feel  ? 

Or  as  a  ship,  after  much  pain  and  care. 

For  iron  and  cloth  brings  home  rich  Indian  ware» 

Hast  thou  thus  trafflck'd,  but  with  far  more  gain 

Of  noble  goods,  and  with  less  time  and  pain  ? 

Thou  art  tbe  same  materials  as  before, 

Only  the  stamp  is  changed,  "b^it  no  more. 

And  as  new  crowned  kings  alte^  the  &ce. 

But  not  the  money's  substance ;  y>  hath  grace 

Chang'd  only  God's  old  image  by  creation, 

To  Christ's  new  stamp,  at  this  thy  ooronation  ; 

Or  as  we  paint  angels  with  winger,  because 

They  bear  God's  message,  and  proclaim  his  laws  ; 

Since  thou  must||o  the  like,  and  so  must  move. 

Art' thou  new-feather'd  with  celestial  love? 

Dear,  tell  me  where  thy  purohase  lies,  and  show 

What  thy  advanUge  is  above,  below ; 

But  if  thy  gainings  do  surmount  expresson, 

Why  doth  the  foolish  world  scorn  that  profoasioD. 

Whose  joys  pass  speiech  ?  Why  do  they  think  mifit 

That  gentry  should  jom  fiunilies  with  it  ? 
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As  if  their  day  were  only  to  be  spent 

la  dressing,  mistreniDg,  and  compliment. 

Alaa !  poor  joys*  bat  poorer  men,  whose  tnut 

Seems  richly  placed  in  sublimed  dust ! 

( For  such  are  (dothes  and  beauty,  which,  thongh  g^y, 

Are,  at  the  best,  but  of  sublimed  clay) 

Let  then  the  world  thy  calling  disrespect ; 

Bat  go  tbon  on,  and  pity  their  neglect. 

Wha^  function  is  so  nobl^  as  to  be 

Ambassador  to  God  and  Destmy } 

To  open  life,  to  give  kingdoms  to  more 

Thaniiugs  give  dignities;  to  keep  Hear'n's  door  ? 

«Mary*s  prenigatiTe  was  to  bear  Christ,  so 

T  is  preacher's  to  convey  him ;  for  they  do. 

As  angels  out  of  clouds,  from  pulpits  speak ; 

And  bless  the  poor  beneath,  the  lame,  the  weak. 

If  then  th'  aatrooomen,  whereas  they  spy 

A  oew-fonnd  star,  their  optics  magnify  $ 

How  brave  are  those,  who  with  their  engine  can 

Bring  man  to  Heav'n,  and  Heav'D  again  to  man  ?  - 

These  are  thy  titles  and  pre-eminences, 

In  whom  must  meet  God's  graces,  men's  offences; 

And  so  the  Heav'ns,  which  beget  all  things  here. 

And  th*  Earth,  our  mother,  which  these  things  doth 

Both  these  in  thee  are  in  thy  calling  knit,      [bear^ 

And  make  thee  now  a  bless'd  hermaphrodite. 


A  JIYMN  TO  CHRIST, 
AT  Tu  iurraoa's  tAn  oomo  nrro  odmamv. 

In  what  torn  ship  soever  I  embark. 
That  ship  shall  be  my  emblem  of  thy  ark  ; 
What  sea  soever  swalbw  me,  that  flood 
Shall  be  to  me  an  emblem  of  th  j^  blood. 
Though  thou  with  clouds  of  anger  do  disguise 
Thy  hce,  yet  through  that  mask  I  know  those  eyes. 
Which,  though  they  turn  away  sometimes, 
They  never  will  despise. 

I  ucriflce  this  island  unto  thee. 
And  all,  whom  I  love  here,  and  who  love  me; 
When  I  have  put  this  flood  Hwi^Et  them  and  me, 
Pat  thou  thy  blood  betwixt  my  sins  and  thee. 
As  the  tree's  sap  doth  seek  the  root  below 
In  winter^  in  my  i^dntef  now  I  go. 
Where  none  hot  thee,  th*  eternal  root 
Of  true  love,  I  may  know. 

Not  thou,  nor  thy  religion,  dost  control 
The  amoronsness  of  an  hannomons  soul ; 
Bnt  thou  wou1d*8t  have  that  love  thyself:  as  tl^p 
^  jealous,  Lord,  so  T  am  jealous  now. 
Tlwu  lov'st  not,  till  from  loving  more  thou  firee 
My  ton] :  who  ever  gives,  takes  liberty : 
Oh,  if  thou  car'st  not  whom  I  love, 
Alss,  thou  lor'st  not  me. 

&al  then  this  bill  of  my  divorce  to  all, 
2^  *hoDi  those  fhinter  beams  of  love  did  fhll ; 
JJ«n7  those  loves,  which  in  youth  scattered  be 
Ott  Cm»,  wit,  hopes  (Wse  mistresses)  to  thee. 
Qiarches  are  best  for  prayer,  that  have  least  light; 
To  see  God  only,  I  go  out  of  sight: 
^»  iok 'scape  stormy  days,  I  choose 
An  everlasting  night.  ' 


ON  THE  SACRAMENT. 

Hb  was  the  word  that  spake  it. 
He  took  the  bread  and  brake  it; 
And  what  that  word  did  make  it, 
I  do  believe  and  take  it*. 


LAMENTATIONS  OF  JEREMY, 

lOa  TBB  MOST  PART  ACCOBniVO  TO  TaiMULIUS. 
CHAFTBR  I. 

1.  How  sits  this  city,  late  most  popnlooa, 
Thus  solitary,  and  like  a  widow  thus  ? 
Amplest  of  nations,  queen  of  provinces 
She  was,  who  now  thus  tributary  is. 

2.  Still  ID  the  night  she  weeps,  and  her  tears  fall 
Domn  by  her  cheeks  along,  and  none  of  all 

Her  lovers  comfort  her;  perfidiously 

Her  friends  have  dealt,  aod  now  are  enemy. 

3.  Unto  great  bondage  and  afflictions 
Juda  is  captive  led ;  those  nations. 

With  whom  she  dwells,  no  place  of  rest  afford  ; 
In  straits  she  meets  her  pertecutor's  sword. 

4.  Empty  are  th'  gates  of  Son,  and  her  ways 
Motim,  because  none  come  to  her  solemn  days ; 
Her  priests  do  groan,  her  maids  are  oomfortlesa; 
And  she  's  onto  herself  a  bitterness.  ^ 

5.  Her  foes  are  grown  her  head,  and  live  at  peaoa ; 
Because,  when  her  transgressions  did  increase. 
The  Lord  struck  her  with  sadness:  th'  enemy 
0oth  drive  ber  children  to  captivity. 

6.  From  Slon's  daughter  is  all  beanty  gone; 
Like  harts,  which  seek  for  pasture,  and  find  none^ 
Her  princes  are:  and  now  betore  the  foe. 
Which  still  pursues  them,  without  strength  they  go. 

7.  Now  in  their  days  of  tears,  Jeroialem 

(Her  men  liain  by  the  foe,  none  succouring  them) 
Remembess  what  of  old  sh'  esteemed  most, 
Whilst  her  foes  langh  at  her,  for  which  she  hath  lost. 

8.  Jemsalem  hath  sinnM,  therefore  is  she 
Remov'd,  as  women  in  undeanness  be : 

Who  honoor'd,  scorn  her ;  for  her  foulness  they 
Have  seen ;  herself  doth  groan,  and  torn  away. 

9.  Her  foulness  in  her  skirts  was  seen,  yet  she 
Remember'd  not  her  end;  miraculously       ^ 
Therefore  she  fell,  none  comforting:  behold, 
O  Lord,  my  affliction,  for  the  foe  grows  bold. 

10.  Upon  all  things,  where  her  delight  hath  been. 
The  foe  hath  stretoh'd  his  hand ;  for  she  hath  seen 
Heathen,  whom  thou  command^st  should  not  do  so» 
Into  her  holy  sanctuary  gOb 

'  These  lines  are  in  all  the  editions  of  Donne's 
works,  but  have  been  nsually  attributed  to  queen 
Elizabeth.    C. 
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1 1.  And  all  her  people  gfMn  aad  seek  Ck  bread ; 
And  they  hare  giren,  ooly  to  he  fed, 
AU  preeioa*  things,  wherein  their  pleasure  lay: 
How  ehcap  I*m  grown,  O  Lord* behold  and  weigh. 

19.  All  this  ooQcenis  not  yon,  who  pam  by  me; 

0  see,  and  mark  if  any  sorrow  be 
like  to  oiy  sorrow,  which  Jehovah  bath 
Done  to  me  in  the  day  of  his  fierce  wrath^ 

13.  That  fire,  which  by  himsdf  is  governed. 

He  hath  cast  from  Heaven  on  my  bones,  and  spread 
A  net  befere  my  feet,  and  me  o'erthrown  } 
And  made  me  hmgoish  ail  the  day  alone. 

14.  His  hands  hath  of  my  sins  framed  a  yoke, 

I.  Which  wreath'd,  and  cast  upon  my  neck,  hath  broke 
My  strength:  the  Lord  unto  those  enemfee 
Hath  i^ven  me,  from  whom  I  cannot  rise* 

15.  He  under  fi^ot  hath  trodden  in  my  sight 
My  strong  men,  he  did  company  accite 
Tobreakmy  young  men;  he  the  wiue-prem  hath 
Trod  upon  Jttda*e  daughter  m  his  wrath. 

16.  For  these  things  do  I  weep,  mine  eye^  mine  eye 
Casts  water  out ;  for  he,  which  should  be  nigh 

To  comfort  me,  is  now  departed  far; 
The  fbe  prevails,  fbriorn  my  children  are. 

17.  There 's  none^  though  Sion  do  itreteh  out  her 

hand, 
To  comfbrt  her;  it  is  the  Lord's  command. 
That  Jacob's  foes  girt  him:  Jerusalem 
Is  as  an  unclean  woman  amongst  them. 

18.  But  yet  the  Lord  is  just,  and  righteous  still, 

1  have  rdiell*d  against  bis  holy  will ; 
O  hear,  all  people,  and  my  sorrow  see^ 
My  maids^  my  young  men  in  captivity. 

19.  I  called  for  my  loven  then,  but  they 
Deceiv'd  me,  and  my  priests  and  elders  lay 
Dead  in  tlte  city ;  fbr  they  sought  for  meat. 
Which  should  reliresh  their  souli,  and  none  could  get. 

20.  Because  I  am  in  straits,  Jehovah,  see 
My  heart  o'ertnm'd,  my  bowels  muddy  be; 
Because  I  have  rebelled  so  muoh,  as  fisst 

The  swofd  without,  as  death  withuidoth  watte. 

91.  Of  ally  which  here  I  mown,  none  comforts  me; 
My  foes  have  heard  my  grief,  and  glad  they  be. 
That  thou  hast  done  it ;  but  thy  pnMiis'd  day 
Will  teme,  when,  as  I  suffer,  so  shall  they. 

22.  liet  all  their  wickedness  appear  to  thee. 
Do  unto  them,  as  thou  hast  done  to  me 
For  all  my  sms:  the  sighs,  which  I  have  had. 
Are  very  many,  and  my  heart  is  sad. 


CHAPTER  U. 

1.  How  over  Sion's  dau^ter  hath  God  hung 
His  wmth's  thick  cloud !  andfrom  Heaven  hath  flang 
Xo  £arth  the  beauty  of  Israel,  and  bath 
Forgot  his  foot-stool  in  the  day  of  wrath ! 


2.  The  Lord  unsparingly  hath  swallowed 
All  Jacob's  dwdlmgs  aod  demolisbed 

To  ground  the  strength  of  Joda,  and  profea'd 
The  princes  of  the  kingdom  aod  the  Ismd. 

3.  In  heat  of  wrath  the  horn  of  Israel  he 
Hath  clean  cut  off,  and,  lest  the  enemy 
Be  hinder'd,  his  right  hand  he  doth  retire;' 
But  is  t'wards  Jacob  all-devouring  fire. 

4.  Like  to  an  enemy  he  bent  his  bow. 
His  right  hand  was  in  posture  of  a  foe  ; 
To  kill  what  Sion's  daughter  did  desire, 

'Gainst  whom  bis  wrath  he  poured  forth  likn  lire^ 

5.  For  like  an  enemy  Jehovah  is. 
Devouring  Israel,  and  his  palaces; 
Destroying  holds,  giving  additions 
To  Juda's  daughter's  lamentations. 

6.  Like  to  a  garden  hedge  he  hath  cast  down 
The  places  where  was  his  congregation. 

And  Sion's  feasts  and  sabbaths  are  fbrgot; 
Her  king,  her  priest,  his  wrath  regarded  not, 

7.  The  Lord  fmakes  his  altar,  and  detests 
His  sanctuary ;  and  in  the  foe's  hands  rests 
His  palace,  and  the  walls,  in  which  their  cries 
Are  heard,  as  in  the  true  solemmtie^ 

8.  The  Lord  hath  oast  a  line,  so  to  confound 
And  level  Sien's  walls  unto  the  ground; 

He  draws  not  back  his  hand,  which  doth  o'ertum 
The  wall  and  rampai^  which  together  monin. 

9.  The  gates  are  sunk  Into  the  ground,  and  be    * 
Hath  broke  the  bar ;  their  kings  and  princes  be 
Amongst  the  heathen,  without  law«  nor  there 
Unto  the  prophets  doth  the  Lord  appear. 

10.  There  Sion's  elders  on  the  ground  are  plac'd,  • 
And  silence  keep;  dust  on  their  heads  they  cast. 
In  sackcloth  Jiave  they  girt  themselves,  and  low 
The  Tirgins  towards  ground  their  heads  do  throw. 


eyes 


1 1.  My  bowels  are  grown  muddy,  and 
Are  faint  with  weeping :  and  my  liver  lies 
Pour'd  out  upon  the  gipund,  for  misery. 
That  sucking  children  in  the  streets  do  die. 


12.  When  they  had  cry'd  unto  their  motheis, 

«*  Where 
Shall  we  have  bread  and  drink  ?*  they  feinted  there  ; 
And  in  the  street  like  wounded  persons  lay. 
Till  'twiat  their  mothers'  brevrts  they  went  away. 

13.  Daughter  Jerusalem,  oh !  what  may  be 
A  witness,  or  comparison  for  thee? 

Son,  to  ease  thee,  what  shall  I  name  like  thee  ) 
Thy  breach  is  like  the  sea;  what  help  can  be? 

1 4.  For  thee  vain  fi»lish  things  thy  prophets  sought. 
Thee  thine  imquities  they  have  not  taught^ 
Which  might  distura  thy  bondage:  but  for  thee 
False  burthens  sind  felse  causes  they  would  see. 

15.  The  passengers  do  clap  their  hands,  and  hiss. 
And  wag  their  head  at  thecb  and  say,  <<  Is  this 
That  city,  which  so  meny  men  did  call 

Joy  of  the  Earth,  and  perfectcft  of  aU  ?" 
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16.  Thy  foat  do  gape  upon  thae^  and  they  bits, 
And  gnash  their  teeth,  and  say,  "  Devour  we  this; 
For  thia  is  certainly  the  day,  which  we 
Expected,  and  which  now  #e  find  and  see." 

17.  Tke  Lord  hath  done  that,  which  he  purpoaed, 
FulfilPd  his  word,  of  old  determined ; 

He  bath  thrown  down,  and  not  qiar'd,  and  thy  foe 
Made  glad  above  thee,  and  advancM  him  so. 

18.  But  now  their  hearts  onto  the  Loid  do  eall, 
Therefore,  O  walls  of  Sion,  let  tears  fiill 
Down  like  a  river  day  and  night ;  take  thee 
No  rest,  but  let  thine  eye  incessant  be. 

19.  Arise,  cry  in  the  night,  poor  out  thy  sins. 
Thy  heart,  like  water,  when  the  watch  begins ; 
Lift  up  thy  hands  to  God,  lest  children  die. 
Which,  fiaint  for  hunger,  m  the  streets  do  lie. 

90.  Behold,  O  Lord,  oonader  unto  whom 
Thou  hast  done  this  $  what  shall  the  women  come 
To  eat  their  children  of  a  span  ?  shall  thy 
Prophet  and  priest  be  slain  in  sanctuary } 

31.  On  giound  in  streets,  the  young  and  old  do  lie. 
My  viigins  and  young  men  by  sword  do  die ; 
Them  m  the  day  of  thy  wrath  thou  hast  slain. 
Nothing  did  thee  from  killiug  them  contain* 

39.  Aa  to  a  solemn  feast,  all,  whom  I  fear'd. 
Thou  cali'st  about  me :  when  thy  wrath  appearM, 
None  did  remain  •r'teape  I  for  those,  which  I 
Biooght  np,  did  perish  by  mine  enemy. 


CHAPTER  IIL 

1.  J  AM  the  man  which  have  affliction  seen. 
Under  the  rod  of  God's  wrath  having  been. 

2.  Hehathledmetodarfcnas,nottolight: 

3.  And  agahistme  all  day  his  hand  doth  fight. 

4.  He  hath  broke  my  bones,  worn  outmy  flesh  and 

5.  BuiH  up  against  me  i  and  hath  girt  me  in  [skin; 
With  hemloc,  and  with  labour;  6.  and  set  me 

In  dark,  aa  they  who  dead  for  ever  be. 

7.  He  hath  hedged  me,  lest  I  *scape,  and  addedmore 
To  my  steel  fetters,  heavier  than  before.  [hath 
S.  When  I  cry  out,  he  outshuts  my  prayer;  9.  and 
Stopp'd  with  hewn  stone  my  way,aiid  tum'd  my  path. 

10.  And  like  a  lion  hid  in  secresy. 

Or  bear,  which  lies  in  wait,  he  waa  to  me. 

11.  He  stops  my  way,  tears  me,  made  desolate ; 

12.  And  he  makes  me  the  mark  he  abooteth  at 

13.  He  made  the  children  of  his  quiver  pass 
hitomyreios.    14.  I  with  my  |Mopte  was 
All  the  day  long,  a  song  and  mockery. 

15.  He  hath  fili'd  me  with  bitterness,  and  he 

Hath  made  me  drunk  with  wormwood.    16.  He 

hath  burst 
My  teeth  with  stones,  and  covered  me  with  dust 
17.  And  thus  mT  aoul  for  off  from  peace  was  aat. 
And  my  prospenty  I  did  forget.      • 


18.  My  strength,  my  hope,  (onto  myself  I  said) 
Which  from  the  Lord  shoold  come,  is  perished. 

19.  Bot  when  my  mournings  I  do  think  opon^ 
My  wonnwood,  hemfoc,  and  afflictwn  i 

30.  My  soul  is  humbled  in  rememb'ring  this ; 

31.  My  heart  considers ;  therefore  hope  there  i^ 
38.  T  is  Qod*s  great  mercy  we  're  not  utteriy 
Gonsum'd,  for  his  compassions  do  not  die  j 

35.  For  every  morning  they  renewed  be  ; 
For  great,  O  Lord,  is  thy  fidelity. 
34.  The  Lor^  is,  saith  my  soul,  my  portion^ 
And  therefore  in  him  will  I  hope  alone. 

85.  The  Lord  is  good  to  them,  who  on  him  rdy^ 
And  to  the  soul,  that  seeks  him  earnestly. 

86.  It  is  both  good  to  trust,  and  to  attend 
The  Lofd%  salvation  unto  the  end. 

37.  n*  is  good  for  one  his  yoke  in  yonth  to  bear. 

38.  He  siu  akwie,  and  doth  all  speech  foihear. 
Because  he  hath  borne  it:  89.  and  his  mouth  he  lays 
Deep  in  the  dust^  yet  then  in  hope  he  stays. 

30.  He  gives  his  cheeks  to  whosoever  will 
Strike  hUn,  and  so  he  is  reproached  still. 

31.  For  not  for  ever  doth  the  Lnrd  forsake; 

38.  But  when  he  hath  struck  with  sadness,  he  doth 
take 

Compassion,  as  his  mercy  's  infioite. 

33.  Nor  is  to  with  his  heart,  that  he  doth  smite, 

34.  That  under  foot  the  prisoners  stamped  be  i 

35.  That  a  man's  right  the  judge  himself  doth  see 

To  be  wrung  finom  him.    36.  That  he  subverted  b 
In  his  just  cause,  the  Lord  allows  not  this. 

37.  Who  then  will  say,  that  aught  doth  comeio  pa% 
But  that,  which  by  the  Lord  commanded  was  r 

38.  Both  good  and  evil  fi^m  his  mouth  proceeds; 

39.  Why  then  grieves  any  man  for  his  misdeeds  ? 

40.  IHirn  we  to  God,  by  trying  out  onr  ways  ; 

4 1 .  To  him  iu  HeaVn  our  hands  with  hearts  upraise. 

43.  We  have  rebell*d,  and  foU'n  away  from  thee; 
Thou  pardon'st  not;  43.  usest  no  clemency  ; 
Pursu'st  us,  kill'tt  us,  cover*st  us  with  wrath ; 

44.  Cover'stthyselfwith  clouds,  that  oorprayer  hath 

No  pow'r  to  pass:  45.  and  thou  hast  made  us  fall. 
As  refuse,  and  off-ecouring  to  them  all 
46.  All  our  foes  gape  at  us.    47.  Fear  and  a  snare^ 
With  ruin  and  with  waste,  upon  us  are. 

48.  With  watry  rivers  doth  mine  eye  o'erflow. 
For  ruiO'Of  my  people's  daughten  se } 

49.  Mine  eye  doth  drop  down  tears  incessantly; 

50.  Until  the  Lord  look  down  finmHeav'n  to  see. 

51.  And  for  my  city,  dant^iter's  sake,  J 
Doth  break  mine  heart*    53.  Gauselc 
Like  a  bird  chas'd  me.    53.  In  a  dungeon 
The^  *ve  shut  my  life^  and  oast  me  on  a  stone. 

54.  Watenfoiw'do'eraiyhead;  then  thought  I,  I'm 
Destroy'd:  S5, 1  oalled.  Lord,  upon  thy  name 
Out  of  the  pit;  56.  and  thou  my  voice  didst  hear  t 
Oh!  from  nqr  sight  and  ciy  stop  not  thane  ear.  , 
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5*7.  Th^  whea  t  caSI'd  upon  thee, thou  drew*st  near 
Unto  me,  aad  saidst  unto  me,  Do  not,  fear,  [thou 
58.  Thou,  lord,  my  soul's  cause  handW  hast,  and 
Reacu'st  pay  life.    59.  O  Lord,  do  thou  judge  now. 

Thou  hcard'ftmy  wrong.    60.  Their  vengeance  all 
they  've  wrought ;  [they  thought ; 

61.  How  they  reproachM,  thou  *st  heard,  and  what 

62.  What  their  Itpe  utter'd,  which  against  me  rose, 
And  what  was  ever  whis^d  hy  my  foei. 

63.  I  am  their  song,  whether  they  rise  or  Bit 

64.  Give  them  rewards.  Lord,  for  thek  working  6t, 

65.  Sorrow  of  heart,  thy  curse:    66.  andjrith  thy 

•      mif  ht 
Follow,  and  from  under  Heav*n  destroy  them  quite. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

I.  How  IS  the  gold  become  so  dim  ?  How  is 
Purest  and  finest  gold  thus  changed  to  this  ? 
The  stones,  which  were  stdbes  of  the  sanctu'ry, 
Scattered  in  comers  of  each  street  do  lie. 

«.  The  preciotos  sons  of  Sion,  which  should  be 
Valu'd  as  purelsf  gold,  how  do  we  see 
Low-rated  now,  as  earthen  pitchers,  stand, 
Which  are  the  work  of  a  poor  potter's  hand ! 

3.  Even  the'sea-calfr  draw  their  breasts,  and  eivc 
Suck  to  tljfir  young:  my  people's  d'aughterslive, 
By  reason  of  the  foe's  great  cruelnesi^ 

As  do  the  owls  hi  the  vast  wilderness. 

4.  And  when  the  sucking  child  doth  strive  todraw, 
Hb  tongue  tor  thirst  cleave^  to  the  upper  jaw : 
And  when  for  bread  the  little  children  cry, 
There  b  no  man  that  doth  them  satisfy. 

5.  They,  which  before  were  delicately  fed. 
Now  in  the  streets  forlom  have  perished: 
And  they,  wWch  ever  were  in  scarlet  cfoth'd. 

Sit  and  embrace  the  dunghills,  which  they  loath'd. 

6.  The  daughters  of  my  people  have  sinnM  more. 
Than  did  the  town  of  Sodom  sin  before ; 
Which  being  at  once  destroy'd,  there  did  remain 
No  hands  amongst  them  to  vex  them  again. 

7.  But  heretofore  purer  her  Nazarite 

Was  than  the  snow,  and  milk  was  not  so  white : 
As  carbuncles,  did  their  pure  bodies  shine; 
And  all  their  polish'dness  was  saphirine. 

8.  They  »re  darker  now  than  blackness  j  none  can 

know 
Them  by  the-face,  as  through  the  street  they  go : 
For  now  their  skin  doth  cleave  unto  their  bone. 
And  wither'd  is  like  to  dry  wood  grown. 

9.  Better  hy  sword  than  famine 't  is  to  die ; 
And  better  through-pierc'd  than  through  penury. 

10.  Women,  by  nature  ptttfhl,  have  eat       [meat 
Their  children  (dressed  with  thar  own  hand)  for 

I I,  Jehovah  here  fully  accompHsh'd  hath 
His  indignation,  and  pour'd  foriH  his  wrath; 
Khidled  a  fire  m  Sion,  which  hath  pow»r 

To  eat,  and  her  foundations  to  devour. 


12.  Nor  would  the  kings  of  the  Earth,  nor  all,  which 
In  the  inhabitable  world,  believe,  pive 
That  ai^  adversary,  any  foe. 

Into  Jerusalem  should  enter  so. 

13.  For  the  priests'  sins,  and  prophets',  which  have 
Blood  in  the  streets,  and  the  just  murthered :  [shed 

1 4.  Which,  when  those  men,  whom  they  madeblhid. 
Thorough  the  streets,  defiled  by  the  way  [did  stray 

With  blood,  the  which  impossible  it  was 

Their  garment  should  *Scape  touching,  as  they  patf  ; 

15.  Would  cry  ak>ud,  '*  I)epart,  defiled  men. 
Depart,  depart,  and  touch  us  not  ;**  and  then 

They  fled,  and  stray'd,  and  with  the  Gentiles  were. 
Yet  told  their  friends,  they  should  not  long  dwell 
there. 

16.  Fbr  this  they  're  scatterM  by  Jehovah's  foce. 
Who  never  will  regard  them  more ;  no  grace 

Unto  the  old  men  shall  their  foe  afford ; 
Nor,  that  they  're  priests,  redeem  them  fipm  the 
swd'd  { 

17.  And  we  as  ^et,  for  all  these  natserief 
Desiring  our  vam  help,  consume  our  eyes  t 

And  such  a  nation,  as  canpot  save,  ' 
We  in  desire  and  speculation  have. 

1 8.  Tt\ey  hpiyt  our  steps,  that  in  the  streets  we  fear 
To  go;  our  end  is  now  approached  near^ 

Our  days  accomplished  are,  this  the  last  day; 
Eagles  of  Heav'n  are  not  so  swiff  as  they, 

19.  Which  folbw  us ;  o'er  mountains*  tcps  they  fl^ 
At  us,  and  for  us  in  the  desert  lie. 

^.  The  Lord's  anointed,  breath  of  onr  nostrils,  be^ 
Of  wboita  we  said,  '*  Under  his  shadow  we 
Shall  with  more  ea^e  under  the  heathen  dwell," 
Into  the  pit,  which  th^  men  digged,  foil." 

21.  Rejoice,  O  Eden's  daughter;  ^yfiJ  be. 
Thou  that  inhabit'st  Ua  ;  tor  unto  thee 
This  cup  shall  pass,  and  tboa  with  drupkenneas 
Shalt  fill  tbjrself,  and  show  thy  nakedness. 

2ft.  And  then  thy  sins,  O  Sion,  shall  be  spent ; 
The  Lord  will  not  leave  thee  hi  banishment: 
Thy  sins,  O  Edom's  daughter,  he  will  see, 
And  for  them  pay  thee  with  captivity. 


pHAPTKK  V, 

1.  RsiiBMBBa,  O  Lord,  what  is  foll'n  on  us ; 
See  and  mark,  how  we  are  reproached  thus, 
ft.  For  unto  strangers  our  possession 
Is  tum'd,  our  bouses  unto  aliens  gone. 

3.  Our  mothSrs  srre  become  as  widows,  we 
As  orphans  all,  and  without  fathers  be. 

4.  Waiters,  which  are  our  own,  we  drink,  and  pay; 
And  ppon  our  own  wood  a  price  they  lay. 

5.  Our  persecntqrs  on  ouf  necks  do  sit^ 
They  make  us  travuf,  iand  not  intermit. 

6.  We  stretch  our  hands  unto  th'  Egyptians 
To  get  us  bread ;  and  to  th' Attyrians. 
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Bat  we  do  bear  tiie  siiif  they  did  beforei 

8.  They  ave  but  tervantt,  wbich  do  rule  as  thid  ; 

Tft  fiom  their  bonds  none  would  ddiver  us. 


20p 


9.  Wkk  doafcr  of  oar  life  oar  bread  we  got ; 
Tbr  ia  the  wiidemess  the  flwoid  did  wait 
1<1  The  tempests  of  this  ftmiBe  we  fiv'd  in 
Btocfc  as  an  oven  coionr'd  had  oor  skin. 

11.  fa  Joda'sdtiei  they  the  maids  abo^d 

I^fiRve,  and  so  women  in  Sion  Qs^. 

11  Ihe  princes  with  their  hands  they  bimg;  no 


Ktr  honour  gave  they  to  the  elder's  fiu^e. 

13.  Mgrtho  miH  oiu'j^oang  menoanry'd  are^ 
Aad  children  fell  under  the  wood  they  bear : 
14  EMcfs  the  fates,  yooth  did  t^eir  songs  fovbear; 
teewiaourjoy;  onr dancings monmings  were. 

15.  Kbwb  the  erownfell'n  from  oar  head;  and  wo 
Be  aolo  os,  beeaose  wo  've  sinned  sou 
1&  For  this  oor  heaits  do  langaifb,  and  for  tins 
Over  oor  eyes  a  eloiiiy  dimness  b : 

17.  Beeaose  Moont  Sion  desolate  doth  Me, 
Aad  iiies  there  do  go  at  libefty. 
U.  Sotthoo,  O  Lord,  aiterer;  andthy  throna 
Aim  geneiation  to  generation. 

19.  Why  ihonldlit  thon  forget  os  eternally  ; 
Or  leave  us  thoslong  In  this  misery  ? 
SO.  Restoreos,  Lend,  td  thee;  that  so  we  may 
BctorBy  and,  as  of  old,  renew  oar  day. 

91.  For  oagfatcst  thoo,  O  Lord,  despise  us  thus, 
A  Aid  to  be  utterly  enrag'd  at  as  ? 


BYMNTOGOD, 

MT  OODy  IM  mr  SICXJIBf  §• 

Soa  t  am  oooihig  to  that  holy  room, 
Wbort  wUb  the  cboir  of  saints  for  evermoie 

1  Asll  be  Bsade  thy  music,  as  I  come, 
I  tone  the  iastrament  hers  at  the  door ; 
Asd,  wiiat  I  most  do  tiieo,  think  here  before. 

^Vbt  my  physiciaas  by  their  lore  are  grown 
Obmwgraphers,  and  I  their  map,  who  lie 

Hit  00  dMi  bed*  that  by  them  may  iie  Shown 
Itethiris  mreouth-west  discovery 
P)er  finetom  febiis,  by  these  straits  to  dio. 


I  joy,  thnt  hi  these  fltnits  1  see  my  West ; 
I^  though  those  currants  yield  retom  to  none. 

What  shall  my  west  hurt  me  ?  As  west  and  east 
la  all  flat  maps  (and  I  am  one)  are  one. 
So  death  doth  touch  the  resarvectkm. 


Is  the  Pacific  Sat  my  homo  f  Oram 
The  eastern  ^hes  ?  Is  Jerusalem, 

Anvan,  and  Magdlan,  and  Gibraltar  I 
All  straits,  and  none  but  straits  are  wa3rs  tothenli 
Whether  where  Japhet  dwelt,  or  Chain,  or  Sem. 

We  tUhk  thai  Paradise  mid  Calvary, 

ChristPs  crom  and  Adam's  tree,  stood  in  one  place| 
Look,  Lord,  and  find  both  Adams  met  in  me ; 
.    As  the  first  Adam's  sweat  surrounds  my  fece. 

May  the  last  Adam's  blood  my  soul  embrace* 

So  in  his  purple  wra|^'d  receive  me.  Lord, 
By  these  his  thorns  give  me  his  other  crown ; 

And  as  to  others'  soub  I  preach'd  thy  word/ 
Be  thb  my  text,  my  sermon  to  inUe  own ; 
71bir</tnr,  tJkai  hemajfrake,  tke  Lord  tknm ikncn. 


BYMH  TO  001}  TffB  l^ATbMlL 

WfiT  thou  forgive  tl^t  sin,  where  I  begun. 
Which  was  my  sin,  though  it  were  done  before  ? 

Wilt  thou  forgive  that  sin,  through  which  I  run. 
And  do  run  still,  though  still  I  do  deplore } 
When  thou  hast  done,  thou  hast  not  dona ; 
fSor  I  have  more. 

Wilt  thou  fot^ve  thfit  sin,  whleh  I  have  won 
Others  to  sin,  and  made  my  sins  their  doer  ^ 

WiH  thou  forgive  thai  sin,  whidi  I  did  shun 
A  yearor  two,  but  waliow'd  in  a  score  ? 
When  thou  bast  done,  thou  hast  not  done; 
For  I  have  i 


I  have  a  sin  of  fecr,  that  when  I  've  8|lmi 
My  last  thread,  f  shall  perish  ob  the  shore; 

But  swear  by  thyseU;  that  at  my  death  thy  fkm 
Shall  shine,  as  he  shines  now  and  heretofof^; 
And,  hating  done  th^  thoa  hist  done; 
Ifearnomorsi 
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TO  TUX  MKKOIY  OP  MT  BVBft  DBSIBSD  reiCVD 

DH  DONNE. 

'TX)  have  liy'd  eminent,  in  a  degree 
1   Beyond  our  lofty'stflighu,  that  it,  like  thee. 
Or  t'  haTe  had  too  mnch  merit,  is  not  safe  i 
For  such  excesses  find  no  epitaph. 
At  common  graves  we  have  poetic  eyes. 
Can  melt  themselves  in  easy  elegies ; 
Each  quill  can  drop  its  tributary  verse, 
And  pin  it,  like  the  hatchments,  to  the  heane: 
But  at  thine,  poem  or  inscription 
(Rich  soul  of  wit  and  language)  we  have  none. 
Inde^  a  silence  does  that  tomb  befit, 
l^ere  is  no  herald  left  to  blazon  it. 
Widow'd  Invention  justly  doth  forbear 
To  come  abioad,  knowing  thou  art  not  here. 
Late  her  great  patron ;  whose  prerogative 
Maintain'd  and  cloth'd  her  so,  as  none  alive 
Must  now  presume  to  keep  her  at  thy  rate. 
Though  he  the  Indies  for  her  dowry  estate. 
Or  else  that  awful  fire,  which  once  did  bum 
In  thy  dear  brain,  now  fall'n  into  thy  om. 
Lives  there  to  fright  rode  empyrics  from  thence^ 
Which  might  profime  thee  by  their  ignorance. 
Whoever  writes  of  thee,  and  in  a  style 
Unworthy  such  a  theme,  does  but  revile 
Thy  precious  dust^  and  wake  a  learned  spirit, 
Which  may  revenge  his  rapes  upon  thy  merit. 
For  allt  a  low-pitcb'd  laooy  can  devise. 
Will  prove  at  best  \>ni  hallow'd  ix^uries; 

Thou,  like  the  dying  swan,  didst  lately  sing  * 
Thy  mournful  dirge  in  audience  of  the  king ; 
When  pale  looks  and  faint  accents  of  thy  breath 
Presented  so  to  life  that  piece  of  death. 
That  it  was  fearM  and  prophesy'd  by  all. 
Thou  thither  cam'st  to  preach  thy  fttneral. 
O !  hadst  thou  in  an  eleipac  knell 
Rung  out  unto  the  world  thine  own  fkrewell, 
And  in  thy  high  victorious  numbers  beat 
The  solemn  measure  of  thy  griev'd  retreat; 
Thou  might'st  the  poet's  service  now  have  miss'd. 
As  well  as  then  thou  didst  prevent  the  priest; 
And  never  to  the  world  beholden  be. 
So  much  as  for  an  epitaph  for  thee. 

I  do  not  like  the  office.    Nor  is  t  fit 
Thou,  who  didst  lend  our  age  such  sums  of  wit, 
Should'st  not  re-borrow  from  her  bankrupt  mine 
That  ore  to  bury  thee,  which  once  was  thine : 

*  His  last  Mrmon  at  ooart. 


Rather  still  leave  ns  in  thy  dcM ;  and  knoir 
(Exalted  soul)  more  glory  *t  is  to  owe 
Unto  thy  hearse,  what  we  can  never  pay, 
Than  with  embased  coin  those  rites  defray. 

Conunit  me  then  thee  to  thyself:  nor  blame- 
Our  drooping  kves,  which  thus  to  thy  own  feme 
Leave  thee  executor:  since,  but  thy  own, 
No  pen  could  do  thee  justice,  nor  base  crown 
Thy  vast  desert :  save  that  we  nothing  can 
Depute,  to  be  thy  ashes  guardian. 

So  jewellers  no  art  or  metal  trust 

To  form  the  diamond,  but  the  diamond's  dnst 

H.  K. 


IK  OSnVM  VBKBIABILI&  Tiai 

JOHANNIS  DONNE, 

SACRA  THfeOLOOUl    QOCTOXIS,   SCCLISIJB  GATOIoaaLIt 
n.  PAULI  MUPXa  D8CAMI  ;  ILLI  BOROaiS,   TIBI   (wcir- 

TOM  Ural  ooLums  via)  OBssavAims  saoo  nmc  soob 

CoWQUESAa  ?  ignavoqne  seqnar  tua  fonera  planetn  ? 
Sed,  lacrymsB,  claiisistis  iter ;  nee  muta  querelas 
Lingua  potest  proferre  pias :  ignoscite,  ihanes 
Defiincti,  et  tacito  sinlte  indulgere  dolori. 

Sed  scelus  est  tacuisse:  eadanfin  mcesta  litorc 
VeriM.    IHiis  (docta  ombra)  tnii  hmc  acdpe  jossis 
Coepta,  MC  offieii  oontemnens  pignora  nostri 
Aversare  tu4  non  dignum  laude  poetam. 

O  si  Pythagons  non  vanum  dogma  fuisset, 
Inque  meum  4  vestro  migraret  pectoce  pectus 
Musa;  repentinos  tua  nosceret  uma  furores. 
Sedfr«itra,hea!  frnstfrnhBCVotiBpnerilibuaopto: 
Tecum  abiit,  sammoqoe  sedens  jam  monte  Thalia 
Kidet  anhelantes,  Famaaei  et  culmina  vates 
Desperate  jnbeL    Veriim  hac  nolcnle  ooaetos 
Scribimus  audaces  numeros,  et  flebile  carmen 
Scribimus  (O  roli  qui  te  dilexit)  habendum. 
Siocine  peipetuus  liventia  lumfaia  somnns 
Clausit?  etimmeritomergnntorfunerevirtos 
Et  pietas,  et,  quas  poterant  fecisse  beatnm. 
Cetera?  sed  nee  te  poterant  servare  beatnm.  [tis 

Quo  mihi  doctrinam  ?  quorsum  impallescere  char- 
Noctornis  juvat,  et  totidem  olfeciase  lucenas  ? 
Decolor  et  longos  studiis  deperdere  soles, 
Ut  priiis,  aggradior,  longamqne  acoessere  famam. 
Omnia  sed  frustra:  mihi  dum  cunetiaque  minatur 
Entium  cmdele  et  mexorabile  fhtnm. 

Nam  post  te  sperare  nihil  decet :  hoc  mihi  restat, 
m  moriar,  tenues  fugiatque  dbacams  in  auras 
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Spiritos:  O dodis MltMD a cognitnt ombrit 
lllic  te^venerude)  iternm  (veneiaiide)  videbo; 
£t  dolces  audire  ionO0.-«t  verba  diastti 
Ons»  et  cternas  dabiter  nibi'earpart  toceic 
Qoeis  ferns  hdeam  ftacBiMt  jankor  aake 
Aaditis^NiloMiafiauiitestninitHCts  Arioo 
Cederet,  ci»  ayhfis  qui  poA  le  tia»rat»  Orpheot. 
Eloquaoaic  Ula  vinM»  tic  ilte  arareis 
Voeefien»iiotiiit$  qiuseBiiiitambarfaan»?lMittani 
FacDodis  oinyb  infeiUas,  nan  metot  at  iHo 
Boitaate,  tt  blando  victat  tertoooa  rileivt  ? 
Sic  ocolos,  lie  iUe  mamn,  aic  ora  finabal; 
SiQgala«cdecii^ieBeni,iic  omnia.    Tidi, 
Andiri,  et  atn|Mii,  qnotiea  orator  ia  Xdb 
PaalioAilcUt^etmniiliaTitatakvaatet      • 
Onda  octtkaqac  ▼iiM  ^aaoit :  dom  JBrestoiii  ille 
Fudit  veita  (oami  qoaato  mags  dalcia  meUe  ?) 
None  babet  at^toi,  pandii  myttcria  fiMri 
Nod coaccmapriH madam inteUeeta:  latolvant 
Mirante^  tacitiqae  arraotit  auBbm  aslant 

Mutatis  OMiK  ille  modo  fiMmAqoe  loqaendi 
Tiistia  peitraetat:  fittumqaa  et  liebils  mortis 
Tempos,  et  inciaeresrodauatquMoorporaprimos. 
Tunc  gemitom  cqpdos  dare,  tunc  lagers  videres ; 
Forsitan  k  lachiymiB  aliqots  noo  temperat*  atqne 
ExocolisUmumBtiliatrorem:  otberisilio 
Sic  pater  aoiSto  volnit  sucenmbeia  tutbam, 
Affectoiqae  ciers  saos,  et  ponere  not» 
Vocis  ad  aibitriam;  divina  oracoia  mentis 
Dum  naRat,.nMtarisqne  poteos  domiostnr  in  altis. 
Qaoferor,?  aodaci  et  formn  pietate  noeenti  ^ 
10  nimJA  tgnosoas  vsti,  qui  vatibos  olim 
Egr^om  decoi^  at  tanto  ezodlentior  anus, 
Omnibos  inferior  qoaoto  est  et  pesnmw,  ioipar 
LandibuS  hisae,  tibi  qoi  auac  fiuat  ista,  poets. 
EtqoonascaiiimQs?  cor  bsBc  tibi  saem  ?  Ptoets, 
Desiniie:  en  fttti  certos  sibi  voce  caooiA 
Inferias  pimausit  dar,  cum  Oualus  AlbA 
(Ultima  ndrentam  et  cygncA  voce  loqoentsm) 
Nupsf  trnm*  tafba  et  magvatom  andiret  bi  AolA. 
Tunc  rea,  tone  psoceres,  deros,  tme  astittt  ilU 
Aula  finsqoeos^    SolA  none  in  teUore  recombit, 
yeanibos.esca,  pio  malint  nisi  parcere:  qaidai 
bcipiantetalnaBe^Bmem?  MetuArs  leones 
»c  Qlim  $  aaem^qae  aitns  violare  prapfaeu» 
»«Uus  noQ  ansa  est,  qaanqnam  j^oaa,  sitimqaa 
viptaretniiius  bnmaao  satiare  cmore. 

Atacai^biecfetesperabimos;  omnia  caipit 
^n^ator  Teams:  nee  talis  oontigit  illi 
Pr«dadia;  fonan  mabaeo  pede  serpot  abinda. 
>«cere,  et  exbausto aatia  tesaagaine.    Jam  nos 
Adsnmus;  et  post  te  eupiet  quis  Tivere  ?  n)St  te 
QiWYoMyaatpotentraamposttoviTefe  mors  est 

Et  tsmen  ingiatss  ignan<dudmus  avms; 
Sttsbnctetybi  lingua  vale,  vale  dicere:  paice 
NOQ  festinaata  fstem iUa  leqoietcere  turbe. 
Ipsa  saUs  properat,  qnsB  nefcit  parca  morari, 
>w  oigBia  colam,  tralMre  atque  occare  videmus, 
Qttin  ronas  (venemde)  vale,  vale :  ordine  nos  te, 
viuo  Deos  et  quo  dnsa  volet  natova,  sequemar. 

A^paaitqm  inler^  Jiqiides,  serrate  fidelefi. 
roHices!  illA  qoeis  «dis  paste  locari, 
Q«4  jscet.iste,  datnr«  .  Fossan  lapis  inde  loqoetur, 
J^rtatMstqoe  viio  pleaus  4estantia  lootns     ' 
Veiba ;  ^t  carminibus,  qosB  Donai  suggeret  tlii 
^ipMli»  jnsolitos  teitari  vooe  caloies 
if'?*  ^'**»  *<^  Bjorrhi  jaotante  oalc^iat^      [est 
Mole  sob.bac.tsgitar,q«ioqttid  jnoHaleirettcUHD 
«e  tanto  mortale  viro.    Qui  praefuit  «di  huic, 
^onnoM  pecoris  pasior  ftwmosior  ipse. 
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Ite  igitor,  dignisqoa  iHnrn  odebmtb  loqiielis, 
£t  qoss  demuntor  vita,  date  temponi  famib. 

Indigmis  tantorom  meritomm  pnsoo^  virtotdlil 
tuaram  coitor  rsUgiosisiimus» 

DANIEL  OARNBLLY. 


ONiaa 
VSATH  OF  JXR.  DONIfS. 

I  CAXHort  blame  tbose  men,  tbat  knew  thee  wdllj 
Yet  dare  not  help  the  world  to  ring  thy  knell 
In  tunefbl  elegies ;  there  's  not  language  known 
Fit  for  thy  mention,  but 't  was  first  thy  own. 
The  epitaphs,  thou  wrif  st,  have  so  bereft 
Our  tongue  of  «rit,  there  is  no  &ncy  left 
Enough  to  weep  thee ;  what  henceforth  we  ste 
Of  art  and  nature,  most  result  fiom  thee. 
There  may  perehsnce  some  busy  gathering  Mend 
Steal  from  thy  own  works,  and  that  vAriad  lend. 
Which  thou  beslow*dst  on  others,  to  thy  haars^ ; 
And  so  thou  shalt  live  still  in  thine  own  verse : 
He,  that  shall  venture  farther,  may  commit 
A  pitied  arronr  $  show  his  seal,  not  Ivtt 
Fate  hath,  dcaa  mankind  wrong  $  virtne  mAy  aim 
Reward  of  canseienoe,  netrer  oan  of  fome : 
dince  her  great  trumpet 's  broken  could  only  give 
Faith  to  the  woM,  comnaad  it  to  bdieve. 
He  then  must  write,  that  would  define  thy  parts, 
"  ttere  lies  the  best  dinnity,  aU  the  arts.** 

SPW.  BTDH. 


ON  DR.  DOlfKBi 

S¥  DK.  b.  B.  OF  O. 

Ha,  that  would  write  an  epitaph  fat  thfie. 
And  do  it  well,  must  first  begin  to  be 
Such  as  thou  wert ;  for  none  can  truly  kno^ 
Thy  worth,  thy  life,  but  he  that  hath  Itv'd  so: 
He  must  hare  wit  to  sj^are  and  to  huri  down. 
Enough,  to  keep  the  gatlantB  of  the  to^m. 
He  must  have  learaiiiif  plenty ;  both  the  laws, 
Civil  and  common,  to  judge  any  cause; 
Divinity  great  store  above  the  rest  i 
Not  of  the  last  editioD,  but  the  best 
He  must  have  llinguage,  tratail,  all  the  arU ; 
Judgment  to  use ;  or  else  be  wants  thy  parts. 
He  most  have  frieikls  the  highest,  able  to  do ; 
Such  as  Meoenas,  and  Augustus  tooV 
He  most  haye  shc})  a  sickoessi  such  a  deaths 
Or  ebe  his  vain  descriptions  come  beneath. 
Who  then  shall  write  an  epitaph  for  thee. 
He  must  be  dead  first;  let  it  alonft  for  ma» 


ANELEOr 

turn  INOOMPARABLB  Dft.  DOlTlVB. 

Alt  is  not  well,  when  stich  a  ode  as  I 
Dare  peep  abroad,  and  write  kn  ele^y ; 
When  smaller  stars  appear,  and  give  their  light, 
Phebos'lsgone  tobcd:  i^efe  H'not  nij^t, 
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And  tbe ivoHd  witW BOWibAi IkiMe it^ead, 

Yuu  foooer  ifaoiikl  have  brolit  th«o  aeflo  aiy  head. 

Dead,  did  1  say  ?  torpre  thii  iDJary 

I  do  bim«  and  hit  worth*!  faifinity. 

To  say  h«  if  but  dead ;  I  dare  aver, 

It  better  may  be  tenn'd  a  manacre, 

Thao  sleep  or  death.    See  how  the  Muies  BKmm 

Upoo  their  oaten  reeds,  and  from  bis  nra 
Threaten  the  world  with  thb  calamity. 
They  shall  have  JbaUads,  hot  do  poetry. 

Language  lies  speechless ;  and  Divinity 

Lost  such  a  trump,  as  ev*a  to  ecstasy 

Could  charm  the  soul,  and  had  an  inioeaoe 

To  teach  best  judgments,  and  please  dullest  sense. 

£e  court,  the  church,  the  University, 
It  chspkin,  dean,  and  doctor,  all  these  three. 
It  was  6is  merit,  that  his  funeral 
Could  cause  a  loss  so  great  and  generaL 


If  there  be  any  spirit  ean  answer  give 
Of  such  as  beace  depart  to  such  as  live  | 
Speak,  doth  his  body  tb«re  vemUculate, 
Cmmble  to  dust,  awl  feel  the  laws  of  fiUe  ? 
Metbinbs  corruption,  worms,  what  else  is  foul, 
Should  spare  the  teinple  of  so  ftiir  a  soul. 
I  could  Mieve  they  do,  but  that  I  know, 
What  inconvenience  might  hereafter  grow : 
StMoeeding  ages  would  idolatrize. 
And  as  his  numbers,  so  his  relics  prize. 

If  that  philosopher,  which  dkl  avow 
The  world  to  be  bi^  motes,  were  living  now. 
He  would  affirm  that  th>  atoms  of  his  mould. 
Were  they  in  several  bodies  Mended*  would 
Produce  new  worlds  of  travellers,  divines, 
Of  lingQists,poi|tos  sith  these  several  Imes 
In  him  com^ntred  were,  and  flowing  thenoe 
Might  fill  again  the  wortd*s  circumference. 
I  could  believevthis  too  i  and  yet  my  faith 
Not  want  a  preoedent:  tl|e  pbeniz  hath 
(AndsMoh  was  she)  a  power  to  animate 
Her  afhes,  and  henelf  pepetonte. 
But,  busy  soul,  ^kw  dost  not  well  to  pry 
Into  tScwsecretef  grief  and  jealouqr«  . 
The  more  they  know,  the  further  still  a^Tance  s 
And 'find  no  way  so  safe  i^ignormnoe. 
Let  this  suffice  thee,  that  his  soul  which  flew 
A  pitch,  of  all  admir'd,  know  but  of  few, 
(Save  those  of  purer  mould)  is  now  translated 
From'Earth  to  Heaven*  and  there  oonsteUaied. 
For  if  each,  priest  of  God  shine  as  a  star, 
His  f!lory  's  as  his  gifts,  'bove  others  fiur. 

BSW.' TALmnts. 


ELEGY  trmr  dr.  donne. 

Ods  Doane  is  dead;  Bhgtahd  should  mounv  nay 

sajr  ' 
We  had  k'  Mn,  where  language  chose  to  s^y. 
And  show  a  graoeful  pow'r.    I  wguM  not  pnnse 
That  and  his  tast  wit  (which  hi  theiM  vain  days    [ 
Make  mahy  proud)  but  as  they  serv'd  f  unlock 
1MK  OibiQety  his  ttdnd }  where  sMh  a  itook 


Of  knowledge  was.  rspo^  «s  «n  bmtot 
(Or  should)  this  general  cause  of  disoonteat^ 

And  I  rgoice  I  am  not  so  aevere. 
But  (as  I  write  a  line)  to  weep  a  tear 
For  his  decease;  such  sad  extremities 
May  ^Mke  such  men  as  I  write  elegies 

And  wonder  not ;  fer  when  a  gcoeral  Imt 
Falls  on  a  natkm,  and  they  slight  the  cross, 
God  hali'rais^  prqphets  to  awaken  them 
From  stupefectkm ;  witness  my  mild  pen. 
Not  ns^f  upbraid  the  worhl}  though  now  it  bmA 
Frady  and  boldly,  fbr  the  cause  is  just 

DuU  age!  oh,  I  wMild  eparethee,  but th' art 
Thou  art  not  only  dull,  but  hast  a  cune     [worse. 
Of  black  mgratitnde;  if  no^coukl^thou 
Part  with  miraculous  Donne,  and  make  no  vow. 
For  thee  and  thine  sueoessively  to  pay 
A  sad  remembrance  to  hisdyi^day? 

Did  his  youth  scatter  poetry,  wherein 
Was  all  philosophy  ?  was  every  sin, 
Character'd  in  his  Satires,  made  to  fbul 
That  soose  have  fear'd  their  shapes,  and  kept  tbek 
Safer  by  reading  verse?  did  be  give  days       [soul 
P)Mt  marble  monuments  to  those,  whose  praise 
He  would  perpetuate?  DidheXIfenr 
The  dull  will  doubt)  these  at  his  teentiwtb-year? 

But,  more  matorM,  did  bis  full  seal  conceive. 
And  in  harmonkras  holy  numbers  weave 
A  Crown  of  sacred  Sonnets ',  fit  to  adem 
A  dyn^  martyr's  tm>w ;  or  to  be  wetn 
On  that  blcss*d  head  of  BC^ry  ifogdaleo. 
After  she  wipMChrist'afeet,  but  net  tUI  tbew? 
Did  he  (fit  fiir  such  penitents  as  she 
And  he  to  nse)  leave  us  a  LHaiiy, 
Which  all  devout  nsen  love?  and  sore  it  shall/ 
As  times  grow  better,  grow  more  dsssical 
Did  he  write  hymns;  for  piety,  fer  wit,  -     - 
Equal  to  thOK^  great  grave  Piudentiuswrit? 
Sbakehealllhn^ges?  knew  he  all  laws? 
liie  grounds  and  use  of  physic?  (butbecaosa 
*T  was  mercenary,  wav^  It)  went  to  see 
The  blessed  plaoe  of  Christ's  natiWt]^? 
Did  he  return  and  preach  him  ?  preaofa  him  so^ 
As  since  8t  Paulnonedid,nooeconld  ?  Thoseknow 
(Such  as  were  blessed  to  hear  hhn)  this  is  truth. 
Did  he  ooofim  th*  aged  ?  coaveit  the  yootti  ^ 
Did  he  these  wondeia?  And  is  this  dear  kM 
Moaned  by  so  few  ?  (few,lbrsogreat:aotfosB.> 

But  sure  the  silent  are  ambitkHis  all 
To  be  dose  mourners  at  his  limerab 
If  not,  m  common  pity  they  Ibrbear 
By  repetitkms  to  ren^  our  oare ; 
Or  knowing,  grief  ooneeivid,  ooooeal*d,  eonsmues 
Man  irrepmbly,  (as  poison*d  femes 
Do  waste  the  brab)  make  silence  a  safe  way 
P  enlarge  the  soul  from  those  walls,  mud  and  clay, 
(Materials  of  this  body)  to  remam 
With  Doonein  Heav'n;'  where  no  promiscoon^pain 
Lessens^the  joy  we  haves  for  with  him  all 
Are  satisfyd  witk  joys  essentiat 
Dwellon  tins  joy,  my  thoughts;  oh!  do  not  call 
Grief  back,  by  tbhikkig  of  his  foneral. 
Forget  he  k)v*d  me;  waste  not  my  sad  yean, 
(Which  haste  to  Davkl*vseveaty)  fill'd  with  fears 
Andsonowferhisdeatlr;  forget  hirpaitB, 
IVhich  find  a  living  grave  in  good  men's  hcaitis.' 
And  (fbr  my  first  is  daily  paid  for  sin) 
Fiffsl  to  pay  mgr  seoood  sigh  fiir  hfan  i 

>  LaCoroaa. 
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For^  bb  i^c^vttfbt  preaebing ;  and  forget 

I  am  hit  ooewfi    Oh,  my  ftmjlty !  l«fc 

Hy  tferii  be'oo  mora<«heard;  it  vilVobtrade 

Thnlatfaargy:  ao  sho«ld  ny  gratitiide^ 

My  4<HMiif  gntitode  shovkl  m  be  hrake: 

Which  can  BO  more  be,  than  Dome'tvirtiiei  spoke 

By  any  bat  hioiaolf  $  lbr>whieh  came  1 

Write  no  eDoominm«  bat  this  elegy  $ 

Which,  aM  k  free-will  cfftiag,  I  here  give 

Faoie  and  the  world,  and  partmg  with  it  grieve, 

I  want  abilitiea  fit  to  Ktlbrth 

A  menaaent,  great  ai  Donne's  natchlem  worth. 


EUSGY  ON  DJL  DONNE. 

Now,  by  one  year,  time  and  oo^  frailty  have 
iesaen'dour  first  confusion,  amcetbe  grave 
Ctos'd  thy  desr  ashes,  and  the  teat^  which  flow, 
lo  these  hnve  no  s|iringa,  but  of  solid  woe: 
Or  they  are  drops,  wbieh.cold  amaaement  lirace 
At  thy  deeeaae,  and  wiU  not  thaw  in  prases 
AUfltveaas  of  verse,  which  ah^Mameot  that  day, 
Bo  truly  to  thie  ooesn  tribate  i^iy  ; 
But  they  bava*lost  their  aakoess,  wbtoh  the  eye. 
Id  recompeoae  oC  wii,  sirires  4o  i«^y. 
PMotf t  eieoesii.fiMr.tbee  Fe  aeed  Aot  tar, 
Sioce  fkt^AfUm  onrfMarioDs  haNow*dwera; 
Thwi  padVtimr  aonows,  which  hefiiro  had^  baep. 
Only  for  the  svcoess,  sorrows  lor  sin$ 
We  owe  thee  all  those  tears,  now  then  art  dead. 
Which,  we  shed  not,  which  for  entaelvia  we  shed. 
)9or  didst  thou  only  consecrate  oar  t«n. 
Girt  a  religions  tincture  to^wr  fisars; 
But  ev^a  our  joya  had  leam'd  an  imocenoe, 
Thott  didst  fipooi  gladness  separate  ofibnce. 
All  minds  at  once  soek'd  grace  from  thee,aa  where 
(The  cone  revok'd)  the  nations  had  one  ear. . 
Pious  dissector,  they  one  hour  did  treat 
The  thousand  maxes  of  the.  heart's  deoeit; 
Thou  didst  ponae  our  lov'd  and  subtle  sin. 
Through  all  the  foldings  we  have  wfap^'d  it  in; 
And  in  thine  own  large  mind  findmg  the  way. 
By  which  ourselves  we  ftom  ourselves  convey, 
Dsdst  in  us,  narrow  models,'  know  the  same 
Aagels,  though  darker,  in  <Mr  meaner  limme.     ' 
HvvshostiOfpraise  is  this?  My  Muse,  alas.!   ' 
Oimbs  weakly  to  that  truth  which  none  can  pam. 
He  that  writes  best^  can  only  hope  to  leava 
A  eharscter  of  all  he  conid  conceive^     ' 
BntuRie^tbee;  and  with  me  mi«t  coafom, 
TT»t  fajKy  finds  some  chfCk.  Atmi  fn  eiwem 
Of  mentlBioit,  of  nothing,  it  bath  spuii ;  ' 
And  tn^  as  reason's  task  and  theme,  doth  shun. 
^  makes  a  foirer  flight  in  emptiness^ 
Tban  when  a  body'd  truth  doth  her  oppress. 
Kewon  Bgam  denies  her  scales,  because 
^  we  but  scales*  she  judges  by  the  laws 

bJS.J^P*'^*'"'  thy  virtue  sUghts 

Her  feflUe  beam;  and  her  unequal  weighta. 

W^  prodigy  of  wit  and  piety 

«*»»h«ctae  known,  by  which  to measuie  thee > 

J5^»ol!  vecannomeretheworthmem 

or  vb^t  yon  were,  than  what  yon  u%  coitwnsB. 

8IDNKT  GOWft^l^V. 


ON 


DR.  JOHN  DONNE, 
LAxi  SBAM  or  ST.  paol's,  u>iiaoii. 

Lono  once  this  task  of  tean  from  you  was  dqe^ 
I/mg  ttncer  O  poets,  he  did  die  to  yon ; 
Or  left  you  dead,  when  wit  and  he  took  flight 
On  divine  win^  and  soar*d  out  of  your  sight 
Preachers,  H  is  you  must  weep  $  the  wit  he  Uogfat, 
You  d9  eiyoy;  the  rebels,  which  he  brought 
Rrom  andeot  fiscord,  giant  focultles. 
And  now  no  more  religion's  enemies  ; 
^ionest  toknowing,  unto  virtaoos  sweety 
Witty  to  good,  and  learned  to  discreet 
He  recondlM,  and  bid  th'  usurper  go ; 
Dulnew  to  vice,  religion  ought  to  flow. 
He  kept  his  loves,  but  not  hasobjecti;  wit 
He  did  not  haiCh,  bnt  transplanted  it ; 
Taught  it  hb  phice.an4  use,  a^d  brought  it  home 
To  piety,  which  it  doth  best  become. 
He  show'd  us  how  for  sins  %e  ought  to  sigh, 
AodbcfTJto  sing  Christ's  epithaUmy. 
The  alUrs  had  bis  fires,  and  there  he  spoke 
InceiHe  of  loves,  and  fancy's  Holy  smoke. 
11^^^  thus  enrich'd,  the  people  trained. 
And  Ood  firom  dnll  vice  had  the  fashion  gain*d« 
The  first  efbets  ^rung  in  the  giddy  mind 
Of  flashy  youtii,  and  thirst  of  woman-kind, 
By  oolours  lead,  and  drawn  tq  a  pii'rsidli  *^ 
Now  once  again  by  beauty  of  the  fruit ; 
M  if  their  longings  top  u^ost  set  us  free. 
And  tempt  us  now  to  the  commstbded  tree. 
Tell  me,  had  ever  pleasure  sudh  a'^resaT 
Have  you  known  crimes  so  shaped  }  or  fovdiaeM^ 
Such  as  his  lips  did  clothe  religion  in'? 
Had  not  reproof  a  beauty  pasringsin  ^ 
Corrupted  nature  sorrow'd,  when  she  stood 
So  near  the  danger  of  beoooahtg  good  i 
And  wishM  our  so  inconstant  ears  exempt 
From  piety,  that  had  such  pow'r  to  tempt. 
Did  not  his  sacred  flattery  beguile 
Man  to  amendment?  The  hiw  taught  to  smilCy 
PensimiM  our  vanity;  and  man  grew  well 
Through  the  same  firaitty,  by  the  which  he  fMl. 

0  the  sick  state  of  man  I  health  d4h  not  please 
Our  tastes,  hot  in  the  shape  of  the  distilae. 
Thriftlem  is  charity,  coWanI  paGence,  " 
Justice  is  cruel,  m^y  want  of  seds^ 

What  m'lpafit  our  naturo  to  bar  virtue  plae& 
If  she  do^come'  in  her  own  clothes  and  foo^? 
b  good  a  pill,  we  djire  not  cbaar  to  know  ? 
Seue,  the  soul*B  selrvant,  doth  it  keep  us  si^ 
As  we  might  starve  for  good,  unleai  it  fint' 
Do  leave  a  paihi  of  relish  in  the  gust  ? 
Or  have  we  to  salvation  no  tie 
At  all,  but  that  of  our  infirmity  I 
Who  treats  with  ns,  must  otirhflbcticfis  move 
To  th'  good  we  fly,  by  those  s*e^  which  we  loveu 
Must  seek  our  palatte^  Und,  with  their  delight    ^ 
To  gam  odr  deeds,  nlU8tt>rlbe  our  appetite. 
These  trains  he  knew ;  and,  laying  neU  to  save,N 
Ten^kingly  tfbgar'd  all  the  health  he  gave. 
Bo».  where  iiiikw  that  dihne?  that  harmony 
Hath  left  tlie>aorld.    Now  the  loud  otgan  may 
Appear,  the  better  voice  is  fled  to  have 
A  thoasaad  dilies  the  sweetness  which  it  gave. 

1  cannot  say  bow  many  thousand  spirits 
The  angle  bappmaii,  this  i^  hihcrits, 
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DMnns  in  the  other  vorM ;  toolt,  whom  no  croas 
C  th'  sense  afflicts,  but  opij  of  the  other  loss; 
Whom  ignorance  woaM  half  save,  all  whose  pain  ^ 
Is  not  in  what  they  feel,  but  oth^s  gain  ; 
Self-executing  wretched  spirits,  who. 
Carrying  their  guilt,  tran^>ort  their  ei^vy  too. 
But  thoM  high  joys,  which  his  wit*s  youngest  flame 
Would  hurt  to  choose,  shall  not  we  hurt  to  name  } 
Vene-st»tues  are  all  robbers;  all  we  make 
Of  monument,  thus  doth  not  give,  but  take. 
As  sails,  which  seamen  to  a  forewind  fit, 
By  a  resistance  go  along  with  it; 
So  pens  grow  while  they  lessen  fame  so  left: 
A  weak  assistance  is  a  kind  of  theft. 
Who  hath  not  love  to  ground  his  tears  upon,        ^ 
Most  weep  here,  if  l^e  have  ambition. 

J.  CHUDLBIQH^ 


AN  ELEGY 

UPON 
THB  DBAM  OF  ST.  PAUL'S,  DE.  JOBlt  DOMNlSy  ' 

BT  MU  THOMAS  CAtlT. 

V 

.Cam  we  not  force  from  widow'd  Poetry* 

Now  thou  Ml  dead  (great  Donne)  an  elegy, 

To  crown  thy  hearse  ?  Why  yet  dare  we  not  trust. 

Though  with  nnkneaded  dough  bak*d  pro0e,thy  dust? 

Such  as  the  unsizar'd  churchman  from  the  flow*r  * 

Of  fading  rhetoric,  sbort-liv*d  as  his  hour. 

Dry  as  the  sand,  that  measures  it,  should  lay 

lh|KMi|.tby  ashes  on  the  funeral  day  ^ 

Have  we  no  voice,  no  tune  ?  Didst  thoii  dispei^ 

Through  all  our  language,  both  the  words  and  sense  i 

'T  is  a  ipd  troth;  Uie  pulpit  may  her  plain 

And  sober  Christian  precepts  stiU  retain ; 

Doctrines  it  may  and  wholesome  uses  frame. 

Grave  homilies  and  lectures ;  but  the  flame 

Of  thy  brave  soul  (that  shot  such  heat  and  light. 

As  boimt  our  earth,  and  made  our  darkness  bright. 

Committed  holy  rapes  upon  our  will. 

Did  through  the  eye  the  melting  heart  distill. 

And  the  deep  knowledge  of  dark  troths  so  teaoh. 

As  sense  might  judge,  what  fancy  could  not  neach) 

Must  be  desir'd  for  ever.    9o  the  fire. 

That  fills  witn  spirit  and  hei^t  the  Delphic  choir. 

Which,  kindled  fiist  by  the  Promethean  brei^ 

Glow'd  here  awhile,  liesquench'd  now  in  thy  death. 

The  Muse's  garden,  with  pedantic  weeds 

O^rspread,  was  purg*d  by  thee;  the  lazy  seeds 

Of  servile  imitation  thrown  away. 

And  fresh  invention  planted.    Thou  didst  pay 

The  debts  of  our  penurious  bankrupt  age, 

licentious  thefts^  that  make  poetic  rage 

A  ihioiic  fury,'  when  oor  souls  must  be 

Possessed,  or  with  Anacreoo's  ecstasy. 

Or  Pindar's,  not  their  own;  the  subtle  cheat 

Of  sbe-ezchanges,  and  the  juggling  feat 

Of  two-edg'd  words,  or  whatsoever  wrong 

By  ours  was  done  the  Greek  or  Latin  tongue. 

Thou  hadst  redeem'd,  and  op6n*d  us  a  mine 

Of  rich  and  pregnant  fancy,  drawn  a  line  . 

Of  masculine  expression ;  which  had  good 

Old  Orpheus  seen,  or  all  the  ancient  brood 

Our  superstitious  fools  admire,  and  hold 

Their  lead  more  precious  than  thy  bnmisb'd  goM, 


Tbon  hadflt  been  their  «ieeh«|n#r;  9ad,m 

They  in  each  other's  dust  had  rakfd  ftir  ove.'  r 

Thou  shiUt  yield  no  preoededoe^  botoftinie^ 

And  the  blind  fista  of  language,  whose  tim*d  ehime 

More  charms  the  outward  sense ;  yet  tboo  a^^t 

From  so  great  disadvantage  grsstler  f^m^    [elott 

Since  to  the  awe  of  thy  imperions  wit» 

Oiir  stubborn  language  bends;  made  only  #t 

With  her  tough  thick  ribb*d  hoops  to  gird  about  ' 

Thy  giant-fiukcy,  which  had  pniv*d  too  staut 

For  their  soft  melting  phrases.    At  in  time 

They  had  the  start,  so  did  they  cuU  the  prime 

Buds  of  invention  many  a  hundred  year; 

And  left  die  rifled  fields,  besides  the  fbar 

T6  touch  their  harvest :  yet  from  those  here  Unds 

Of  what  is  purely  thine,  thy  only  hands 

(And  that  thy  souiUest  work)  have  gleaned  more. 

Than  all  those  times  and  tongues  could  ntm  before. 

But  tbop  art  gone,  and  thy  strict  laws  will  be 

Too  hard  for  libertioes  in  poetry. 

They  wilt  repeal  the  goodly  enl'd  traiii 

Of  gods  awl  ^bddesses,  which  in  iky  jost  raigo  * 

WeiehattMh'd  nobler  poems;  now  witii  tbeae 

The  silenc*d  tales  to  th>  Metamorpfaoaes 

SbaU  stuff  their  lfaies>  and  sweU  the  wiody  page. 

Till  verse  refin'd  by  tbee^  in  this  btft  ege. 

Turn  balled-rfayme ;  or  those  oM  idob  be 

AdorM  again,  With  new  mpostasy. 

Oh,  pardon  me,  that  break  with  nntnu'd  veise 

The  teveielBd  silence^  that  attends  thy  bauee^  • 

Whose  awful  solemn  mnrmuti  were  to  thae^  • 

More  than  these  faint  Knes,  a  loud  elegf, 

ThAt  didproolalto  in  a  domb  etdquenee 

The  death  of  aU  the  arts;  whose mftuenoe. 

Grown  feeble,  in  these  panting  nnmben  lies 

Gaspmg  short-winded  accents,  and  so  dies. 

So  doth  the  swiftly  turtdng  wheel  not  Aaod 

In  th'  instant  we  withdraw  the  movhig  hnnd  ; 

But  some  small  tiine  matntatns  afhint  weak  oonrse. 

By  virtue  of  the  first  impiihive  VDToe; 

And  so  whilst  I  cast  on  thy  fiiinral  pile 

Thy  crown  of  bays,  oh,  let  It  ciack  awhile. 

And  spit  disdafai ;  till  the  devouring  flashes 

Suck  all  the  moisture  np»  then  turn  ConheK 

I  will  not  draw  the  envy  to  engrosk 

All  thy  perfectionB»  or  weep  all  our  loss  ; 

Those  are  too  numerbus  for  an  elegy, 

And  this  too  great  to  be  expressed  by  me,  • 

Though  every  pen  should  Mhare  a  distiact  port,- 

Yet  then  art  theme  enough  to  try  aU  wt. 

Let  othen  carve  the  rest,  it  shall  sufltee 

I  on  thy  tomb  this  epiUph  incise. 

HenlmaUHg,  thatfuPd,  m  he  iktm^fti 

Th9  taaoenal  monardtif  qfmt ; 

Here  lie  imo  FUmem^  and  boih  l*Of#,  thehttt;  * 

j^Mo'sfrtt,  tUk9t,tkeime  God^piest. 


AN 

ELEGY  ON  DR.  DONNE, 
IT  sm  vaenn  cAir. 

POBTS,  attend;  the  degy  I  sing 

Both  of  adoebie  named  prieatand  fcmgr 

Instead  of  coats  and  pendants  bring  yowr 

For  you  )nust  be  chief  mourners  at  his  hearse 
A  tomb  your  Muse  must  to  his  fame  supply. 
No  other  monnmeots  can  never  die. 
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And  am  he  was  •  tuofold  prieit;  io  youth, 
Apollo's;  aftenrards  the  Yoice  of  troth  $ 
Ood^  ooaduit^pe  for  |pDRoe»  who  chose  him  for     i 
His  €xttaoRlhMry  oinhMndor: 
So  let  his  lie^en  with  tl» poeti  joins 
Both  ha.Tiiig.ehMei»  both  moet  m  grief  oombme: 
Whilst  JoDMNi  foraeth  with  his  degy 
Tean  horn  a  grief-onknownig  Scythian's  eye, 
(Like  Mmea,  at  whose  stroke  the  waters  gosh'd 
From  fefth  the  rock,  and  like  a  torrent  nishU) 
Let  Land  his  fanersl  sermon  preach,  and  show 
Those  Tirtoea^  dull  eyes  were  not  apt  to  know; 
Nor  leave  that  pieacing  theme,  till  it  appears 
To  he  OomI  Rriday  hy  the  church's  tears: 
Yet  aMke  not  grief  too  kaqp  opprem  onr  poweis. 
Lest  that  hia  luneml  sennon  should  prove  onrs. 
Nor  yet  forget  that  heavenly  eloquence, 
With  which  he  did  the  hiead  of  life  dispense } 
Preacher  and  orator  discharged  hoCh  parts. 
With  pleasure  for  our  sense,  health  for  our  hearts: 
And  the  fitit  each  (though  along  stady'd  art 
Tell  us,  our  sUul  is  all  in  evevy  part) 
None  was  so  marble^  but,  whilst  him  he  hearty 
His  soul  an  longdwelt  only  in  his  ears; 
And  froB  thence  (with  the  fieicenesB  of  a  flood 
Bearing  down  ▼ice)  nctuall^d  with  thatblem'd  food 
Their  hearts :  his  seed  in  none  could  foil  to  grow, 
Fertile  he  fonnd  them  all,  or  made  t!hem  so: 
No  druggist  of  the  soul  bestow'd  on  all 
So  cathoGely  a  cuiiag  oocdial. 
Nor  only  in  the  pulpit  dwelt  hb  store. 
His  words  worh'd  much,  but  his  example  more ; 
That  preaeh'd  on  worky-days  his  poetry. 
Itself  was  oftentimes  dimity; 
Them  anthems  (almost  second  psalms)  he  writ» 
To  make  us  know  the  cross,  and  value  it, 
(Although  we  owe  that  reverence  to  that  name. 
We  should  not  need  warmth  from  an  ander-Qame.) 
Creates  a  fire  in  us  so  near  extreme. 
That  we  would  die  for,  and  upon  this  theme. 
Nest,  his  ao  pious  Litany,  which  none  can 
Bat  count  divine^  except  a  puriUn ; 
^  that,  but  for  the  name,  nor  this,  nor  those 
Waat  any  thing  of  sennons,  but  the  prose. 
^Rporience  nmfces  us  see  that  many  a  one 
Y*^  fo  his  country  his  religion ; 
And  in  another  would  as  strongly  grow, 
Had  but  his  nmae  and  mother  taught  him  so: 
Not  he  the  ballast  on  his  judgment  bung  ; 
Nor  did  his  |Me-eonoeit  do  either  wrong- 
He  laboor'd  to  eiolude  whatever  sin, 
^timeor  carelessneM  had  eoter'd  in; 
wmnow'd  the  chaff  from  wheat,  but  yet  was  loath 
A  too  hotaeal  should  force  him,  bum  them  both; 
I^r  would  allow  of  that  so  ignorant  gall, 
whi^  to  save  bkitling,  often  would  Mot  all; 
Nor  did  those  berbarous  opioions  osm. 
To  think  the  ocganssiq,  and  faction  none. 
jw^  thera  enpectation  to  gam  grace 
Jrom  forth  his  sermons  only,  but  his  foce; 
»  pnmittve  a  look,  such  gravity 
With  hamblneas,  and  both  with  piety. 
so  mild  was  Moses*  connt*nance,  when  he  pray*d 
J^or  thetn,  whose  Satanism  his  power  gainmy'd; 
And  such  his  gravitgr,  when  all  God'k  band 
^^^dhis  word  (through  him)  at  second  hand ; 
2*nch,  joiord,  did  flamm  of  more  devothmmove^ 
^  «ver  Argive  Helen's  could  of  love. 
^>  to  conclude,  I  most  my  reason  brings 
^^i>«itfoK  I  ealPd  him  in  his  title  king; 


That  kingdom,  the  philosophers  believ'd 
To  excell  Alexander's,  nor  were  griev'd 
By  fear  of  loss  (that  being  such  a  prey 
No  stronger  than  one's  self  can  force  away) 
The  kingdom  of  one*s  self,  this  he  enjofd^ 
And  his  authority  so  well  employed. 
That  never  say  could  before  become 
So  grsat  a  monarch  in  so  small  a  room. 
He  oonquer*d  rebel  passions,  rul'd  tiiem  so, 
As  nnder-spheres  by  the  first  mover  go ; 
Banlsb'd  so  for  their  working,  that  we  can 
But  know  he  had  some;  for  we  knew  him  man. 
Then  let  his  last  excuse  his  first  extremes: 
His  age  mw  visions,  though  his  youth  dream*d 
dreams. 


OH 

DIL  DONNE'S  DEATV; 

BT  MS*  MATIIS  OP  CRRUT-CHOIOH  IV  OXTOU. 

Wao  riiaH  presume  to  mourn  thec^  Donne,  nn 
He  could  his  tears  in  thy  expressions  dresi^ 
And  teach  his  grief  that  reverence  of  thy  hearse^ 
To  weep  lines  leaned,  as  thy  auniverse ; 
A  poem  of  that  worth,  whiose  every  tear 
Deserves  the  title  of  a  several  year? 
Indeed  so  far  above  its  reader  good. 
That  we  are  tfaooght  wits,  when  *t  is  undentoed. 
There  that  Uem'd  maid  to  die  who  now  shobld 
After  thy  sorrow,  't  were  her  kns  to  live ;  [grieve ! 
And  her  foir  virtues  in  another's  line 
Would  faintly  dawn,  which  are  made  saints  in  thine. 
Hadst  thou  been  shallower,  and  not  writ  so  high. 
Or  left  some  new  way  for  our  p^  or  eye 
To  shed  a'foneral  tear,  perchance  thy  tomb 
Had  not  been  speechless,  or  our  Muses  dumb ; 
But  now  we  dare  not  write,  but  must  conceal 
Thy  epitaph,  lest  wo  be  thought  to  steal. 
For  who  hath  reacl  thee,  and  discerns  thy  worth. 
That  will  not  say,  thy  careless  hours  brought  forth 
Fancies  beyond  our  studies,  and  thy  play 
Was  happier  than  our  serious  time  of  day  ? 
So  learned  was  thy  chance;  tfiy. haste  bad  wit. 
And  matter  ^oi^  thy  pen  flow'd  rashly  fit. 
What  was  thy  recreatfon,  turns  our  brain ; 
Our  rack  and  pale^ieBs  is  thy  weal^est  strain: 
And  when  we  most  come  near  thee,  't  is  our  bliss 
To  imitate  thee,  whemtbon  dost  amiss. 
Here  light  your  Muse,  yoa,  that  do  only  think. 
And  write,  and  are  jost  fottM,  as  you  drink; 
bi  whose  weak  foncies  wit  doth  eU>  and  flow. 
Just  as  your  reckonings  rise,  that  we  may  know 
In  your  whole  carriage  of  your  work,  that  here 
This  flash  you  wrote  m  wine,  an4  that  in  beer: 
This  is  to  tap  your  Muse,  which,  running  long. 
Writes  flat,  and  takes  our  ear  not  iialf  so  stFoo|( ; 
Poor  sabuih  wits,  who.  If  you  want  yo^  cup,     . 
Or  if  a  loid  recover,  are  blown  up.  [need 

Could  you  but  reach  this  height,  ypu  should  not 
To  make  each  m,eal  a  project,  ere  you  feed ; 
Ner  walk  m  relic's  cbthes,  so  old  and  bare,^ 
As  if  left  off  to  you  ftom  Ennius  were ; 
Nor  shonld  your  love  in  verse  call  mistrew  those. 
Who  are  mine  hostess,  or  your  whores^  in  prose. 
From  this  Muse  learn  to  court,  whose  power  could 
A  cloiiter'd  ooldneis,  or.  a  vestal  love  ;        [move 
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Aqd  utoM  CMTvy  smIi  •mtidt  to  Uwir  c«r, 
That  ladies  knew  no  odds  to  gnot  sod  bear. 
But  I  do  vroog  tbee,  Dome,  tod  this  low  pimoe 
Is  writtea  only  for  thy  yoanger  dayi. 
I  am  not  gnMm  up  for  thy  riper  parts,  [arts, 

Theo  should  I  pimise  tbee  throogh  the  tongues  and 
AaA  have  that  deep  divinity  to  knofw, 
Wl^t  mysteries  did  ftom  thy  preaehfaig  How ; 
Who  with  thy  words  could  cbarm  thy  audience^ 
That  at  thy  sennoiis  ear  was  all  onr  seniei 
Yet  I  have  seeo  thee  in  the  palpit  stand. 
Where  we  might  take  notes  from  thy  look  and  band; 
And  from  thy  ^leaking  action  bear  away 
.  More  sctmon,  than  some  teachers  use  to  say. 
Such  was  thy  carriage,  and  thy  gesture  snch, 
As  could  diride  the  heart,  and  conscience  touch. 
Thy  motion  did  conlute,  and  we  might  see 
An  erroor  vanquished  by  delivery : 
Not  like  our  sons  of  aceal,  who,  to  reform 
Their  hearen,  fiercely  at  the  pulpit  stonily 
And  best  the  co^hion  into  worse*  ertfte. 
Than  if  they  did  conclude  it  reprobate ; 
Who  can  out-pray  the  glass,  then  lay  aboot. 
Till  all  predestination  be  run  out  $ 
And  linm  the  point  such  tedious  nsea  draw. 
Their  rrpetitions  would  make  gospel  law. 
Ho,  in  such  temper  would  tiiy  sermons  flow. 
So  well  did  doctrine  and  thy  language  show; 
And  had  that  holy  fear,  as,  hearing  thee. 
The  court  would  mend,  and  a  good  Christian  be. 
And  ladies,  though  unhandsome,  out  of  grace,  ' 
Would  hear  thee  in  their  unbought  looks  and  face. 
More  I  eouhl  write,  but  let  this  erown  thine  um ; 
We  dumot  hope  the  like,  till  thou  retnrq. 


wjpoir 
MR.  J.  DONNE  AND  BIS  POBM& 

Wao  dares  say  thou  art  dead)  when  he  dotb  sep 
(Unbnried  yet)  thb  living  jMtrt  of  thee ; 
This  pari,  that  to  thy  beiog'gives  fresh  flame,- 
And,  though  thou  *r€  IXmne,  yet  will  preserve  thy 

*  name } 
Thyflesl)  (whoM  channels  left  their  crimton  hue. 
And  wb'ey-lQce  ran  at  last  in  a  pale  blue) 
May  show  thee  mortal,  a  dead  palsy  may 
Seize  on  %  and  quickly  turn  it  into  clay ; 
Which,  like  the  Indian  earth,  shall  rise  refln'di 
But  this  great  spirit  thou  hast  left  behind. 
This  soul  of  verse  in  its  first  pore  estate 
Shall  live,  for  all  the  world  to  imitate ; 
.  But  not  come  near ;  for  in  thy  fancy's  flight 
Thou  dost  not  sfbop  unto  the  vulgar  sight. 
But  hovering  highly  in  the  air  of  wit 
Hold'st  such  a  pitch,  that  few  can  folknr  it| 
Admire  they  may.    Bheh  object,  that  the  spring 
^r  a  more  piercing  influence)  doth  brmg 
T*  adorn  Barth*s  (ace,  thou  sweetly  didst  contrive 
To  beauty's  elements,  and  thence  derive 
Vnspkytted  lily's  whites  which  tho6  didnt  tfet 
Hand  in  hand  with  the  vein-like  violet. 
Making  them  soft  and  warm,  and  by  thy  power 
Could^st  give  both  lifo  and  sense  unto  a  flower. - 
The  cherries,  thou  hast  made  to  speak,  will  be 
Sweeter  imto  the  taste  than  from  the  t^ee ; 
And  (qMte  of  winter  storms)  amidst  the  snow 
Thou  oift  bast  made  the  blushing  rose  to  gro«r* 


The  seaHijrmphs,  thit  the  walry  eavenv  beep* 
Have  sent  tbeir  pearia  and  mbiea  from  the  daspr 
Todeekthyfove;  and  plac*d  by  tbee  tliey  &cw 
More  lystre  to  them,  than  where  first  they  grew. 
All  minerals  (that  Earth'*  ftill  womb  doth  bold 
ftemiscoously)  thou  couM*st  convert  to  gold  9 
And  with  thy  flaming  imptnrei  so  refine. 
That  it  was  much  more  pare  than  in  the  oune. 
The  ligh^,  that  gild  the  night,  if  thou  didst  my. 
They  look  like  eyes,,^bo8e  did  ont*shine  the  dmj  ; 
For  there'  wenid  be  more  virtue  in  eoeh  ^ells. 
Than  in  meridians  or  cross  parallels. 
Whatever  was  of  worth  in  this  great  ftnme. 
That  art  could  comprehend,  or  wit  could  naose^ 
Is  whs  thy  theme  for  beauty;  thon  didst  see 
Woman  was  this  fair  world's  epitome. 
Thy  nimble  Satires  too,  and  einery  strainy 
(With  nervy  sbcngth)  that  imed  from  thy  bniB» 
Will  lose  the  glory  of  their  own  clear  bays» 
If  they  admit  of  any  other's  praise. 
But  thy  diriner  poems  (whose  clear  fire 
Purges  all  drois  away)  shall  by  a  choir 
Of  cherubims  ^ith  heavenly  notes  be  M 
(Where  flesh  and  blood  C00I4  n^er  aftain  to  yet) 
Thhre  purest  spirits  sing  such  sacred  kys^ 
In  panegyrie  hallelujas. 

AECH.  wiLsom, 


EPITAPH  UPON  DR.  DONIW^ 
BY  SHOY.  roam. 

This  decent  ura  a  sad  inscription  wean. 

Of  Donne's  departure  from  us  to  the  spheres  ; 

And  the  dumb  stone  with  silence  seems  to  tell 

The  changes  of  this  life,  wherem  is  well 

Expressed  a  cause  to  make  all  joy  to  cease. 

And  never  let  our  sorrows  more  take  ease : 

For  now  it  is  hnpossiUe  to  find 

One  f^aoght  with  virtues  to  enrich  a  mind. 

But  why  should  Death  with  a  promiscaous  hand 

At  one  rede  stroke  impoverish  a  land  }  *' 

Thou  strict  attorney  unto  stricter  Fate, 

Didst  thou  confiscate  his  life  odt  of  hats 

To  his  rete  parts?  Or  didst  thou  thww  thy  dart 

With  envious  hand  at  some  plebeian' heart;   ^ 

And  he  with  pious  virtue  stcpt  between  • 

To  save  that  sttoke,  and  so  waslEillM  unseen 

By  thee  ?  O  t  wtt  liit  goodhess^Wto  do,   '* 

Which  human  fcMduess  nev«r  reach*d  untcK 

Thus  the  hard  laws  dMeath  were  tfhtiflfi^d; 

And  he  left'  ns  like  orphan  friends  and  &f6. 

Now  fttjm  the  pulpit  to  the  people's  ears 

Whose  speech  shall  send  repentant  sighs  and  tean  ? 

Or  tell  me,  if  a  -purer  virgin  die. 

Who  shall  hercafterNrrite  her  elegy  ? 

Poets,  be  silent,  let  your  numbers  sleep  ; 

For  he  is  gone,  that  did  all  fancy  keep; 

Time  hath  no  soul,  but  his  exalted  verse ; . 

Which  with  amasements  we  may  now  reheane. 


.     IN  MEMORY  OF  DR^DONNE^ 
■r  m*  a.  a. 

JXtttmdead!  't  is  here  reported  trve,  thongh  I 
Ne'er  yet  so  much  desir*d  to  hear  a  lie ; 
'T  is  too  true,  for  so  we  find  it  stilU 
Good  news  are  often  false,  but  seldom  iU« 
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r  hit  death  the  oonmon  way?  ' 
i  bright  sbpald  haw  fiorstold 
TtedeathofaochamaDi  forfhooghofold 
T  a  heM,  that  oafMla  pc^Kef' d«aths  fbretell, 
Whf  iboald  aoi  hit  hi^re  seeded  ooe  as  well ; 
Who  ^!B  the  prinee  of  wit«,  'mongtt  whom  he 

.raigp*d 
QgMt  a  priaoe,  and  aa  gcaat  ttate  maintaia'd  ? 
Yet  aaafet  he  ttothif  «||p,  for  we  have  teen 
Adeaith,  the  like  to  which  hath  never  been 
Tnal^f  QO^harreit  heeb ;  which  doth  |H^etage 
The  deuth  of  wit  and'  leaniing,  which  thit  age 
Sktl  iad,  now  be  it  gone  i  ibr  though  there  be 
Vseh  grain  in  ahow,  none  brooght  it  ftrth  at  he. 
Or  mm  are  nuaetB,  or»  if  tme  want  raitea 
The  dearth,  then  more  that  dearth  I>onne*t  plenty 


or  leniiiog,  tangoageiy  of  eioqneDce, 

Aai  poeiy,  (past  ravithing  of  tense) 

Be  kad  a  magazine,  whereth  toch  ttore 

Wat  hid  op,  aa  might  hundreds  serve  of  poor. 

Bat  he  it  gone !  O  how  will  his  detire 
Tntve  all  tbote,  that  wnnn'd  them  by  hit  fire  ? 
Withhti  I  tea  him  in  the  polpit  ttandiog, 
Nor  mn  or  eyes,  but  all  men's  beartt  commanding, 
Wimc  we,  that  beard  him,  to  oorselvet  did  feign, 
GoUm  Chryaottome  was  yet  alive  again ; 
Asd  aever  were  we  wearial,  till  we  saw 
Bt  boor  (and  bot  an  honr)  to  end  did  dmw. 
Btm  £d  he  shame  the  doctrine-men,  and  use. 
With  bdpt  to  boot,  for  men  to  bear  tb'  abuse 
Or^eir  tti'd  patienoe,  and  endure  th'  expense 
Of  tiaM,  O  ^pent  in  hearkening  to  nonsense; 
With  marks  ^bo  enoi^h,  whereby  to  know, 
Ihe  speaker  is  a  sealant  dunce,  or  m ! 
T  btnie,  they  quitted  him  to  their  poor  pow*r, 
Tkej  hoomi^d  agmintthim  ;  and  with  face  mott  sow*r 
Odl'd  him  a  stroBg-lin'd  man,  a  macaroon, 
I  Atdaovay  fitto  speak  toclootedsboon. 
Afim  motit,  inJm^  as  wm  would  detire, 
Iktf,  verily  y  imi  a  had  e^fier. 
Thus  did  these  beetles  slight  in  bmi  that  good 
'tWy  ooold  not  tee,  and  much  lest  underwood. 
Bat  ve  may  my,  when  we  compare  the  stuff 
Both  vniQ^it,  be  was  a  candle,  they  the  mufil 
Wdl,  aisdom't  of  her  children  justified, 
l^thereiore  these  poor  fellowt  ttand  aside; 
Kar,  though  of  learning  he  deserv'd  to  highly. 
Wold  1  his  book  should  save  him ;  rather  dily 
I-*hoaldadvitt  hit  clergy  not  to  pray  ; 
'HmilKiC  the  lannntftt  tort,  methinkt  that  they 
Of  the  Mune  trade  are  judges  not  to  fit  j 
l^oe  *»  Bo  such  rmnlation  as  of  wit. 
Of  SKh  the  envy  mi^  at  much  perchance 
Wnig  him,  and  more,  than  th'  other's  ignorance, 
h  vai  hb  fae,  I  know  %  to  be  envy'd 
^mich  by  derkt,  as  laymen  magnifi'd. 
^  vfay  }  bot  'cante  be  came  late  in  the  day, 
^  jet  hb  penny  eam'd,  and  had  as  they, 
^■ore  of  this,  lest  tome  should  say  that  I 
^  itray'd  to  satire,  meaning  elegy. 
^■^  had  Doam  need  to  be  judged  or  try'd, 
jjjvy  IwouM  tommon  on  hb  tide, 
Tot  htd  BO  sides,  nor  fectaont,  past  the  touch 
^<I1  eseepiiDnH  freed  from  passion,  such 
^■01  tD fear,  nor  flatter,  e*er  were  bred; 
>««OBld  Ihring,  though  called  from  the  dead : 
^^^Maipton,  HamiHon,  Pembroke,  Dorset's  earb, 
» fiedfofd's  coaotemet  (the  pearls 


Ooceofeachsex.)    If  thetetoflleenot,  I 
Ten  Deron  toief  have  of  Btander^  by  $ 
All  which  for  Donne  would  such-  a  verdict  give. 
As  can  bekmg  to  none,  that  now  doth  live. 

But  what  do  HA  diminutioo  H  b 
To  speak  of  him  in  verse,  so  short  of  bis. 
Whereof  he  was  the  matter ;  ell  indeed. 
Compared  with  him,  ptp'd  on  an  oaten  reed. 

0  that  yott  had  but  one,  ^mongyt  aH  your  brothers. 
Could  write  for  him;  as  be  hath  done  for  others ! 
(Poets  I  speak  to : )  When  I  tee  't,  I  'M  tay, 

My  eye-sight  ^t^,  at  fliy  y^rs  decay, . 
Mdan  time  a  quarrel  I  shkll  ever  have 
Against  these  doughty  keepers  from  the  grave. 
Who  nse,  it  seems,  their  eld  authority, 
**  When  verses  men  inunortal  makei"  they  ciy : 
Which  had  it  been  a  recipe  true  try'd, 
Probatum  esset,  Donne  had  never  dy'd. 

For  me,  if  e'er  I  had  least  spark  at  all 
Of  that,  which  they  poetic  fire  do  call. 
Here  I  coofese  it  fetched  from  hb  hearth ; 
Which  is  gone  out,  now  he  is  gone  to  earUi« 
This  only  a  poor  flash,  a  lightning  b     • 
Before  my  Muse's  death,  aa  after  his. 
Farewell  (fahr  soul)  and  deign  receive  from  me 
Thb  type  of  tba^  devotion  I  owe  thee. 
From  whom  (wljile  Ikying)  as  by  voipe  and  pen 

1  learned  more,  than  from  a  thonsand  men  ; 
So  by  thy  death  fm  of  one  donbt  ireleat'd. 
And  now  believe  that  miraclef^re  ceas'd* 


EPITAPH. 

Hms  liet  dean  Donne:  enough;  those wordtakme 
Show  him  as  folly,  as  if  all  the  stone, 
Hbchurch  of  Paui'scuntains, were  through  inscrib^; 
Or  all  the  walkers  there,  to  speak  him,  bribed. 
None  can  mistake  him,  for  ooe  such  as  he, 
Doon^  dean,  or  man,  more  none  shall  ever  see. 
Not  man?  No,  though  unto  a  Sun  each  eye 
Were  tum*d,  the  whole  Earth  so  to  over-spy. 
A  boU  brave  word ;  yet  such  bmve  spirits  as  knew 
Hb  spirit,  will  my,  it  b  lest  bold  than  true. 


LUCY  COUNTESS  OF  BEDFORD, 
wrra  MB.  DOMMv's  satubs. 

Lvcr,  you  brigfatn^  of  our  sphere,  who  are 

Life  of  the  Muse's  day,  their  morning  star. 

If  works  (not  th*  author's)  their  own  grace  should 

look, 
WhoMs  poems  would  not  wbh  to  be  tonr  book? 
But  uese,  desir'd  by  you,  the  maker's  ends 
Crown  with   their   own.  -Rare  poemi  ask  rare 

friends.  ^ 

Yet  satires,  since  the  most  of  mankind  be 
Their  unavoided  subject,  fewest  see : 
For  none  e'er  took  that  pleasure  in  siu's  sense  ; 
Butj  when  they  heard  it  tax'd,  took  more  ofience. 
They  then,  that  living  where  the  matter 's  bred. 
Dare  for  these  poems  yet  both  ask  and  read. 
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And  like  them  ioo^  nraii  needfallf ,  thoagh  few. 
Be  of  the  best;  and  'mongst  those  best  ere  you, 
Lne3f^  yw  brightness  of  lOur  sphere,  who  are 
The  Muse's  erening,  as  their  uorning  star. 

BBN  joirioir. 


TO  JOBN  DONNS. 

Wbo  shall  doubt,  IXinne,  where  I  a  poet  he. 
When  I  dare  send  my  epigrams  to  thee  ? 


That  so  ahme  oanst  jndge,  so  alone  mAez 
And  in  fhy  ccnsares  evenly  dost  take 
As  free  simplieity  to  disavow. 
As  thon'hast  best  authority  t'  allow. 
Readaillsend:  and,  if  I  find  hot  one 
Mark'd  by  thy  hand,  and  with  the  better  s«dm. 
My  title's  seal'd.    Those,  that  for  daps  do  wiiu. 
Let  pony's,  porter's,  player's  praise  delight. 
And,  till. they  bant,  their  backs  fifce  aasea  Kwd: 
A  man  sboald  seek  great  glory,  and  not  brand. 

BBN  JOKSOS. 
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Life  op  Joseph  hall,  d.  d. 

BISHOP  OF  EXETER  AND  NORWICH* 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


\)r  this  author  Mr.  Warton  has  remarked,  that  **  so  variable  ate  our  studies,  and  so 
fickle  is  opnuon.  that  the  poet  is'  better  known  than  the  prelate  or  the  polemic.'*  But 
80  fiu*  b  thb  from  bemg  the  case,  that  of  many  thousands  who  have  read  bishop  Hall's 
Meditatiaiis  and  Sermons  with  pleasure  and  advantag;e,  few  have  ever  beard  that  he  wair 
a  poet,  and  ftill  fewer  that  his  poems  were  once  proscribed  by  authority  as  unfit  to  be 
drcdbled  or  read ;  and  although  the  history  of  bb  poetry  forms  a  ^ry  small  part  of 
his  iije,  the  btter  surely  deserves  more  attention  than  has  been  paid  to  it  by  the  editors 
of  tile  Biographia  Britannica.  It  would  be  difficult  to  mention  a  prelate  of  more  ex- 
ceOent  and  distinguished  dHuacter,-or  one,  of  his  time,  whose  talents  and  misfortunes, 
whose /eai  in  prosperity  and  courage  m  adversity  deserved  more  honourable  mention. 
Still  as  he  appears  m  die  present  collection  as  a  poet  only,  it  will  probably  not  be  ex- 
peclad  that  the  following  sketch  should  equal  the  more  ample  detail  whidi  his  theoio* 
gical  labours  would  necessarily  demand. 

He  was  bom  July  1, 1574»  in  Bristow  Park,  witUo  the  parish  of  Ashby  de  la  Zouch,  in 
Laeesterdure.  His  fiohcr  was  an  officer  to  Henry  earl  of  Huntmgdon,  then  president 
of  the  no^  and  under  him  had  the  government  of  that  town,  which  was  the  chief  seat 
of  the  earidonu  His  mother  was  of  the  ftmity  of  the  Bembridges,  and,  according  to 
ka  own  aoeountf  a  woman  of  g^eat  piety.  His  parents  had  twelve  children ;  and  al- 
though dispoaed  to  bring  up  Joseph  far  the  cfaurdi,  were  indined  from  motives  of  eco- 
WNBy  to  confine  his  educatkm  to  the  care  of  a  private  tutor.  But  Mr.  Gilby,  Mlow  of 
EmmanoeL  College,  hearing  of  this  design,  represented  its  disadvantages  in  sudi  amannet. 
to  Mr.  Han's  eUest  son,  that  the  latter  unpcvtuned  his  Ikther  that  Joseph  m^t  be  sent 
to  the  university,  and  genertmsly  offiaed  to  sacrifice  part  of  his  mheritance,  rather  than 
piefent  his  brother  from  eiQoying  the  advantages  of  academical  education.  -  His  fiidier, 
struck  with  thb  marie  of  brotherly  alfection,  declared  tha^  whatever  it  might  cost  hun, 
lowph  should  be  sent  to  the  university. 

He  was  accordingly  removed  to  Cambridge  at  the  age  of  fifteen,  and  admitted  of 
Emmanuel  College,  of  whkh  he  was  choaen  scfaohr,  and  took  the  ^b^rae  of  hadidor  of 
Mil.  Hb  rcsUence,  however,  was  not  without  its  diffieuities.  In  1S9J^  as  hb  expensna 
t^egn  to  be  felt  in  so  huge  a  femilyy  he  was  recalled  to  fill  the  office  of  schoobnasler  at 
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Ashby  de  la  Zouch,  and  would  have  been  prevent^  from  ever  retarning  to  coUege, 
not  Mr.  Edmund  Sleigh  of  Derby,  an  unde  by  mamage,  ofiered  to  defray  half  the 
of  hb  residence  at  Cambridge^  until  be  should  attam  the  degree  of  master  of  arts ; 
this  he  liberally  performed.  Another  difficulty,  however,  pffesented  itself.  In  1595 
scholarship  expired,  and  the  statutes  of  tjie  college  peimittmg  only  one  person  of 
county  to  become  fellow,  he  was  about  to  leave  the  univernty  a  second  time,  wImo 
earl  of  Huntingdon  prevailed  on  hb  countryman  and  tutor,  Mr.  Gilby,  to  resign  his 
lowship,  on  promise  of  being  made  his  lordship's  chaplain,  and  receiving  higher 
motion.  Mr.  Gilby  consented,  and  the  days  of  examination  for  the  f^wsb^  ^ 
appointed ;  but  before  two  of  the  tiiree  days  of  trial  had  expired,  news  was  Imugfat  oi 
the  sudden  death  of  the  earl,  by  which  event  Mr.  Gilby  vras  likely  to  be  deprived  of 
conditibns  on  which  he  rengned.  AhmiJed  at  this,  our  author  with*  very  honoui 
feeling  went  to  the  master  of  tfie  college,  Dr.  Chaderton,  and  stated  the  case, 
at  the  same  time  to  leave  college,  and  hoping  that  Mr.  Gilby  could  be  re-admittrd. 
The  latter,  however,  he  was  told,  could  not  t^  plpce»  as  the  fellowship  had  been  de- 
clared void,  and  the  election  must  proceed  whether  be  continued  to  be  a  candidate  or 
not    Mr.  Hall  accordingly  went  to  the  third  examination,  and  was  unanimously  cho^fen. 

In  1596  he  took  bis  d^ee  of  roaster  of  arts,  and  acquitted  hiip^f  on  eveiy  pddic 
trial  with  great  reputation.  He  read  also  the  Rhetoric  Lecture  m  the  schools,  but  re- 
signed it,  when  he  found  that  it  interfered  wifh  an  object  nuae  dear  to  bim,  the-stwly 
of  divinity ;  and  soon  after  entered  m^o  holy  orders.  A^  we  have  no  account  of  •Irai 
when  at  college,  except  the  few  particulars  m  his  SpeiciaUtic^  written  by  Umsel^  we 
cannot  trace  the  progress  of  his  Muse.  It  19  not  improbable  that,  like  other  jm^enile 
poets,  he  had  written  some  pieces  at  a  very  eariy  period  of  life.  All  that  is  c«rtaii>» 
however,  is^  that  his  Satires  were  pubUshed  in  1597  and  1598,  in  the  fbUowing  older : 
Virgidemiamra ',  Sixe  Bookes.  First  Three  Bookes  of  TootlMess  Satyn :  1.  FwAatk ; 
2.  Academicall;  3.Moial;  printed  by  T.  Creede  for  R.  Dexter.  The  Three  last  B«okts 
of  Byting  Satyrs,  by  R.  Bradock  for  Dexto,  J598 ;  both  parts,  1599- 

Soon  after  his  entering  into  the  chunch,  be  was  recoinveoded  by  Dr.  Chadertov  lo 
the  lord  chief  justice  Popham,  to  be  master  of  Tiverton  school  in  Devonshire^  then  newly 
founded  by  Mr.  Blundel,  but' he  had  scarcely  accepted 'the  appointment  when  lady 
Drury  of  Suffeld  o^red  him  the  rectory  of  Halsted  near  St  JBdmundsbiny,  winch  in- 
^  duced  him  to  relinquish  the  schopl.  Two  years  after  his  settfeantnt  at  this  pinee^*  lie 
married  a  daughter  of  sir  George  Winnift'  of  Bretenbam. 

In  1605  he  accompanied  sir  Edmund  BacQo  to  the  ^pa,  where  he  compoaad  hit-fie- 
cond  Century  of  Meditations,  the  first  having  been  puWisbed  before  ha  aet  out.  *  At 
Brussels  he  entered  into  a  coaference  with  Cosier  t^  Jesuit,  and  confirmed  fab  mn 
religious  persuasion  by  what  he  had  ocf^sioa  to  see  of  the  pradkes  and  adoal  aMe 
of  tbe  Komish  church,  wtach  he  states  as  the  principal  olgect  that  indnoed  hun  ito  lake 
this  journey.  About  a  year  and  a  half  afteiv  happening  to  be  in  Lopdon,  he  waain- 
▼ilted  to  preach  before  prince  Henry  at  Bichmond  Pahi^  which  he  perfbnned  ao^Miflk 
to  his  highnesses  satisfiiction  that  he  made  him  one  of  hb  chaplainsn 

Hb  errand  to  London  vras  a  diqmte  with  hb  patron  jir  Robert  Drury,  whom  wa  |pam 

'  V  «.  A  galbsaiig  or  barte*  of  rods.    €. 

'  Wtedoayt  titot  00  Oot  30, 1611,  be  was  collatod  to  tiie  archdeocoiny  of  Mottmgliim  upoo  the 
pnMaotbapfik.lohpJBiafftotbtsflBofltfaAoa    Wosdli  Ath.  viO.  i.  F^ati.  16 J.    & 
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i6oed  as  tbe  pi^roa  ct  Doone  also,  but  who  in  Mt.  Hall's  case  doas  net  appadr  to  lum 
eked  wilk  Gbenriity  or  juatice.  He  had  detained  about  ten  pounds  per  anonn 
rloBgiqg  to  tbe  lifiBg  of  Habted,  notwithstancfing  the  remonstranoes  of  the  incumbcot 
ibD«HD«d  fain  that  with  sudi  a  dedpction  it  was  an  incompetent  maintenance,  and  that 
tMbem  obliged  to  write  books  in  order  to  be  able  to  bnjsonia.  But  these  argn- 
nls  <fid  not  prevail,  and  he  was  aboi^  to  resign  Habted,  when  Edward,  lord  Denny, 
Aeiwirds  earl  of  Norwich,  gave  him  the  donative  of  Waltham  Holy  Cross  in  Essex. 
yxMtthe  same  time  (l6l2)  he  took  the  degree  of  doctor  in  divinity. 
Heaow  retnnied  home,  and  resumed  his  proftssional  duties,  happy  in  having  overcome 
kapcrpleiities,  and  in  tbe  acquisition  of  a  new  patron,  whom  he  valued  so  h%^y  as  to 
nfiae  the  prince's  mvitation  to  reside  near  his  person,  and  in  the  road  to  higher  pieiN^ 
aciL  He  was  ainwards  made  a  prebendary  of  the  ooUegiate  chureh  of  W^^vii* 
baplon,  a  very  small  endowment,  but  acceptable  to  our  author  from  the  prospect  it 
iixdel  of  puhSc  nsefiilneas ;  and  after  many  law-«uits  he  was  the  means  of  recovering 
tone  Rvcsues  bdooging  to  the  church  which  had  been  unjustly  wittheld.  He  is  said 
lij  att  Ub  biographeiB  to/  have  retained  the  livmg  of  Waltham  foa  twqitywtwro  yeais,  and 
liisttBertionb  founded  on  his  own  words  in  his  Spedidties;  but  as  he  expressed  the  tkne 
is  wmends  there  may  be  a  mistake  m  the  printing,  for  if  he  r^maiiied  at  Hfdtham 
tsmfy^vo  years^  be  must  have  kept  that  living  after  he  was  bishop  of  Exeter,  wUch  is 
Botwiy  probaMe,  eqpedally  as  we  find  there  were  three  incambflnu  on  the  liviag  of 
WittiBi  before  the  year  l6d7. 

In  1(16  he  attended  the  embassy  of  James  Kay,  viscount  Dcmcaster,  faito  France,  and 

MigUi  absence  king  James  performed  a  promise  he  had  made  before  his  setting  out, 

ofeoal^triDgupoiiliim  the  deanery  of  Worcester.   In  the  following  year  he  accompanied 

las  Bi^Jesty  into  Scodand  as  one  of  his  chaplains,  but  on  his  return  it  was  msinuated  to 

tkUsgtfaat  Dr.  Hall  leaned  too  much  to  tbe  preAyterian  interpretation  of  the  five- 

poisti^  the  discusamn  of  whieh  at  that  time  ocmtpied  the  attention  of  tbe  pratestaat 

vorid;  on  this  he  wasrequived  to  give  his  opinion  in  writing,  and  the  king  was  so  well 

litiAd,  aw|  so  nmch  cf  his  way  of  thinking,  as  to  command  it  to  be  read  in  the 

vnvcni^  of  Edinbur^     In  1618  he  was  sent  to  the  synod  of  Dort,  which  was  spm- 

anei  Iqr  the  States  General,  and  consbted  of  the  most  emment  dirines  deputied  fi^m  the 

UMRwrinees,  smd  churches  of  Engbnd,  Scotland,  Switxeriand^  &c.  Us  object  wax 

^  deob  the  euntiofcisy  between  the  Cabinisti  and  Arminbns  respecting  tbe  five  points 

Dr.lbirsconipaniDnson  tins  mission  were  Dr.  Caileton,  bbhop<tf  Landaff  aodaiWmarda 

of  Oiebesler ;  I^.  Davenant,  nmster  of  Queen's  College,  Cambridge;  and  Dr.  Waad, 

■Miersf  Sidney;  but  the  state  of  hb  health  requirii^hbieliimafWnboiit  two  months^ 

bpinxwas  soppliedby  Dr.  Goad.    During  hb short  reskienoe,  howevei;be  pceadiedn 

^  leni^  before  the  qfnod,  and  on  hb  departuie,  aasoiig  other  hoiiDarabk  testimonko 

^AdrcHeem,  received  ftom  them  a  rich  gold  medaUwUchb  painted  su^iendod  on  Us 

l"<nilb  tbe  fine  jpoitrait  BOW  m  Emmanuel  CcJlege.    Itappeaabyhb  treatim,  entilled 

^Blfaib,tiathelmnotextfemelyi^withie8pecttaatttiiefivepoin      butUswna 

"otm  ^  for  moderation,  and  no  pasty  aonght  a  mkhUe  way. 

I     lilfiSiheiefosedtiiebbfaopricof  Gkucester,  butinl£t7aGcqitfidtiwt  of  fiiotpr, 

jVkPredesGMtioii;  the  extent  of  Christ's  death ;  man's  free^riU  and  comiftioii;  the 
I  to  God;  and,  pcneveraace.    C 
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to  wUdh  he  was  ootisMatod  Dec  35,  boMing  with  it  ia  eommeiidaiB  the  rectory  of  St 
Breocfe ia  ComwiJI.    At  this  time  he  appeanagain  to  have  lain  under  the  suapkaon  o^ 
being  a  fiivoorer  of  tiie  puritans.    What  he  says  m  his  defence  is  worthy  of  notice.     **  I 
entered  upon  Ihat  place  (the  bishopric)  not  without  much  prejodiee  and  suspidob  cm  «m 
hands;  for  some  who  sat  at  the  stem  of  the  church,  had  me  in  great  jealousy  for  too 
'  much  favour  of  puritanism.    I  soon  had  inteUigeBoe,  who  were  set  over  me  for  spies;  rav 
ways  were  coaoiisly  observed  and  scanned.-— Sodte  persons  of  note  in  the  clei|^,  findms 
me  ever  ready  to  encourage  those  whom  I  found  conScionaMy  forward  and  painful  ilhtiieir| 
l^acca^  and  wiMidj^y  givii^  way  to  orthodo7(»and  peaceable  lectures,  in  sevend  parts  of  my 
diooese^  opened  their  mouths  against  me»  both  obliquely  m  the  pid|Hts,  and  dii«ctiy  at  tlK 
eouit,  compl^ini^g^  of  my  too  much  indulgence  to  persons  disaffected  and  my  too  much 
liberty  of  .frequent  *  lecturings  within  my  charge,    llie  billows  wen A>  Iqgh,  that  I  wa» 
three  several  times*  iqmn  my  kneeS  to  his  majesty,  to  ans#er  these  great  crkniaatioBs; 
aftdwhat  contest  I  had  with  soaw  great  lords  concerning  these  partictthurs,  it  wcHiid  be  too 
Igdg  toreport:  only  this,  under  how  dark  a  cloud  I  was  hereupon;  I  was  so  seosMe,  that 
I pbialy  told  the lordarchbBhop  of  Canterbury,  (Laud)  that  rather  than  I  would  be 
obnoxious  to  these  slanderous  tongues  of  las  misinfbrmers,  1  would  cast  off  my  rocbet :  I 
knewl  went  right  ways,  and  would  not  indnre  to  live  under  undeserved  su^Hcien." 
>  It  must  be  allowed  that  the  religious  principles  which  he  inculcated  f^rom  the  pulpit  and 
the  press  were  much  more  consonant  to  what  the  puntans  maintained,  than  the  lax  Arraini- 
aaism  for  which  Laud  contended ;  but  at  the  same  time  bishop  Halfs  seal  for  episcopacy 
wan  not  inferior  to  that  of  any  supporter  of  the  church.   Few  men  indeed  wrote  more,  or 
suffered  more,  in  the  eause.    He  published,  even  when  pubhidiing  beeame  hazardous, 
several  aUe  treatises  in  defence  of  the  liturgy  and  church  discqriioe,  and  was  the  power- 
ful antagonist  of  Marshall,  Cafauny,  Young,  Newcomen,  and  Spttslow,  wlm  wrote 
a  odebreted  book  called  Smectjfmnuua,  (a  title  made  up  of  their  iailials,  christian 
and  surmmie)  and  all  this  he  boldly  ventured,  when  the  republican  party  had  possessed 
tfaeaittnlves  of  the  fortresses  of  civil  and  ecclesiastical  government,  and  were  about  to  sub- 
stitute petsectttion  for  argument;  nor  was  it  loQg  before  they  made  him  experience  the 
dangers  of  a  Idgh  station  in  the  church. 

On  the  15th  of  November  l641,  he  was  tnmslated,  by  die  litde  power  now  left  to  the 
lung,  to  be  bishop  of  Norwich,  but  on  the  50th  of  December  following,  havii^  joined 
with  the  archbishop  of  York,  and  eleven  other  prehites,in  a  protest  against  the  validity  of 
such  hws  as  should  be  made  daring  their  compelled  absence  from  pailiament,  he  was' 
ordered  to  be  sent  to  the  Tower  with  his  brethren,  on  the  30tii  of  Jammiy  1641-2. 
Slior^»aftenthey  were  impeached  by  the  commons  of  bi§^  treason,  and  on tikor. appear- 
ance in  pariiament  were  treated  with  the  utmost  rudeness  and  contempt.    The  eosuaons, 
however,  did  not  think  fit  to  prosecute  the  charge  of  Ingh  treason,  having  gained  their 
purpose  by  driving  them  from  thediouse  of  lords,  and  heand  his  brethren  weraoidered 
tobedisnrissed;  butuponanotherpretext  they  were  again  sent  to  the  Tower,  and  it  ivas 
not  until  June  following  that  he  was  finafly  released  on  giving  hafl  for  live  thouaaad 
pounds.    He  immediately  returned  to  Norwich,  and  being  received'  with  rather  more 
respect  tten^soilld  be  hoped  for  in  the  then  state  of  pqiohur  opfaaon^  he  resomed  his 
fonctKNis,  frequently  preaching,  aa  was  ins  custom,  to  crowded  audiences,  and  eojoyii^ 
the  foibotance  of  the  predominant  party  t91  the  bcgipimig  of  April  l643,  wheatlie 
destnictioii  of  the  church  conkl  no  longer  be  debyed.    About  this  lime^tfaeordiDSBoe  for 
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Kqutttetiiig  notorimis  ddiiiqiientB  faaviog  passed,  and  our  prelate  being  indoded  l»y 
Bane,  a  dirtmctkm  which  his  writings  and  his  popolarity  had  merited,  all  his  rents  were 
stopped,  eren  the  hatfyear  then  due ;  and  a  few  days  after  the  sequestrators  entered 
fail  pabce,  and  began  the  work  of  deputation  with  unfedhig  bmtality,  seising,  at  tiie, 
strne  time,  all  his  |m>perty,  real  and  penonal.  Some  notion  of  their  proceedings  nmy 
be  formed  from  h^  own  brief  nocovinC. 

"  The  seqoestiaton  sent  oertan  men  appointed  by  than  (whereof  one  had  been  homed 
b  the  band)  to  appraise  all  the  goods  tlmt  were  in  my  honse ;  which  they  accordingly 
aecnted  with  all  diligent  severity,  qot  leaving  so  much  as  a  dosen  of  trenchers,  or  my 
cfaJUreneT  pictures,  out  of  their  curious*  inT<aitory.  Yea,  they  would  have  apprized  our 
very  wearing  apparel,  had  not  some  of  them  declared  their  opinion  to  the  contrary.  These 
gofxts,  both  library  and  househ^  stuff  of  all  kinds,  were  appointed  to  be  cfxposed  to 
public  sale ;  but  in  the  mean  time,  Mrs.  Goodwin,  a  religious  good  gentlewoman,  whom 
jti  we  had  never  known  or  seen^  being  moved  with  compassioo,  very  kindly  ofiered  to 
ky  down  to  the  sequestrators  the  whole  sum  at  which  the  goods  were  valued ;  and  waa 
pleased  to  leave  them  in  our  hands,  for  our  use,  tBI  we  might  be  able  to  re-purchase  them^ 
As  for  the  books,  several  stationers  ^oktd  on  them^  but  were  not  forward  to  buy. 
At  hst,  Mr.  Cook,  a  worthy  divine  of  this  diocese,  gave  bond  to  the  sequestrators  to 
pay  them  the  whole  sum  whereat  they  were  set :  which  was  afterwards  satisOed  out  of 
tbat  poor  pittance  which  was  allowed  me  for  my  mamtenance." 

This  ^  poor  pittance"  had  at  first  the  appearance  of  liberality,  for  when  he  applied  to 
the  committee  of  sequestrators  at  Norwich,  they  were  either  so  ashamed  of  what  they 
U  been  compelled  to  do,  or  entertained  so  much  respect  for  his  character,  as  to  agree 
tfaait  be  should  have  cf'iOO  a  year  out  of  the  revenues  of  the  bishopric.  But  their  em- 
pkyyers  at  the  seat  of  government  disdained  to  vary  thdr  proceedings  by  such  an  act  of 
SnKTOsity,  and  the  Norwich  committee  were  told  that  tliey  had  no  power  to  allow  any 
mch  thing ;  but  if  hb  wife  needed  a  maintenance,  upon  her  application  to  the  lords  and 
commons  she  ni%ht  receive  afifth  part  After  long  dday^  this  was  granted ;  but  the 
sequestrators  produced  such  confused  accounts,  that  the  bishop  could  never  ascertain 
what  a  fifUi  put  meant,  and  was  obKged  to  take  what  they  ofiered.  And  that  even  this 
pittance  might  wear  the  appearance  of  insult  and  persecution,  after  they  had  cut  off  all 
^  KMHirces,  they  demainled  assessments  and  monddy  payments  for  die  very  estates  diey 
had  seiied,  and  levied  distresses  upon  him,  ip  spite  of  every  assurance  that  he  had  given 
ipall.  They  even  commanded  bun  to  find  the  arms  usually  furnished  by  his  prede- 
cctton,  although  they  had  deprived  him  of  all  power  over  his  dioeeae. 

While  be  remained  in  his  palace,  he  was  contmually  exposed  to  the  insolence  of  the 
^^lUkrj  and  mob^  who  were  plundering  and  demolishing  the  windows-  and  monuments 
^  the  cathedral.  At  length  he  was  ordered  to  leave  hia  house,  and  would  have  been  ex* 
poied  to  the  utmost  extremity^  had  not  a  neighbour  offered  Inm  the  shelter  of  his 
^"■Ue  roof.  Some  thne  after,  but  by  what  mtwest  we  are  not  toM,  the  sequestration 
^takcn  off  a  small  estate  which  1^  rented  at  Higfaam,  near  Norwich,  to  which  he 
^^^  His  sttfferiiigs  had  not  damped  his  courage^  aa^  m  16M,  we  find  him  preach- 
^  ia  Norwich,  whenever  he  could  obtain  the  use  of  a  pidpit ;  and,  with  yet  inore 
^^^^Uam^  JQ  the  same  year  be  sent  A  modest  Offer  of  some  meet  Considerations,  in 
^ourof  quacopacy,  addressed  to  the  assembly  of  divmes.  During  the  rest  of  his  life 
^^ppean  to  have lemained  at  Higham,  unmolested,  perfprming  the  duties  of  a  fiiith- 
^pastor,  and  exercising  such  hospitali^  and  charity  la  his  scanty  means  permitted. 
^OL  V.  Q 
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H^disd  September  8>  l656,  in  the  caghty-seeoiid  year  of  his  age,  and  was  Imried  m  &e 
ebmcb-yanl  i^  HigiittB,  witiiOQt  any  OMMorial.  la  his  will  he  says,  ^<  I  leave  my  hmdy 
to  be  bnried  without  any  fiuknd  pomp,  at  the  diicretioB  of  my  executors^  wfth  this 
ooJ^monkioB^  that  I  do  not  hold  God's  house  a  aieetrcposilory  for  tlie  dead  boties  of  the 
greatest  saints.''  Hii  wife  died  m  l6i7.  lie  left  a  Amily  behind,  aeooidmg  to  Lloyd, 
df  whom  Robert,  the  eldest  son,  was  afterwards  a dergyauui  and  D.D. 

His  pfose  works  wore  published  at  varfons  pttiods,  in'felio,  quarto,  and  daodeciMo. 
Thqr  bi?e  lately  been  collected  in  a  very  hambome  eifition,  by  line  rev.  Ibsiah  Pratt,  in 
ten  volumes,  octevo.  The  Meditatioos  have  been  often  reprhited.  As  a  moralist,  he 
has  beenWitled  the  Christian  Seneca;  his  knowledge  of  the  work!,  dqith  of  thouj^t, 
and  eloquence  of  expression,  place  him  nearer  our  own  timM  than  many  of  hiscoDtiem* 
poraries,  while  he  adorned  his  age  by  learning,  piety,  and  the  unifiurm  exercise  of  aD  die 
Chrirtian  graces. 

Mr.  Warton  has  bestowed  more  elegant  ihscussion  on  the  merits  of  bUh^  Hall,  as  a 
poetythanonany  of  theEGxabethanage;  and  as  this  part  of  his  History  of  Poetiyhas 
not  been  pubUsfaed,  it  may  be  considered  as  possessing  the  value  of  amanuscrqyt  No 
apology  can,  therefore,  be  necessaiy  for  adopting  it  in  thb  place. 
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Er9m  tie  ftw  $heet$  of  Voh  IF.  of  hu  HUtory  of  Poetry ^  whieh  were  pri$ttedf 

but  not  publUhed. 

Thssb  Satires  aie  nmrked  with  a  ckssical  precision,  to  whidi  En^ish  poetry  had  yet  rare- 
ly attained.  They  are  replete  with  animation  ofstyle  and  sentiment.  The  indignation  of 
the  satirist  is  always  the  result  of  goodsense.  Norare  the  thorns  of  severe  invective  un- 
mised  with  the  flowers  of  pure  poetry.  The  charactenf  are  deUneated  in  strong  and 
lively  coknirmg,  and  their  discriminations  are  touched  with  the  masterly  traces  of  graome 
huflsour.  The  versification  is  equally  energetic  and  elegant,  and  the  iiaibric  of  the  coupieb 
aplMroachcs  to  the  modem  standard.  It  is  no  inconskferaUe  proof  of  a  genius  predomi- 
mUing  over  the  general  taste  of  an  age  when  every  preacher  was  a  pimster,  to  have 
vnritten  verses,  where  laughter  was  to  be  raised,  and  the  reader  to  be  entertained  with 
sallies  of  pleasantly,  without  quibbles  and  conceits.  His  chief  iault  n  obscurity,  arismg 
from  a  reipote  phraseobgy,  constramed  comUnations,  un&miUar  allusions,  ellqitical 
apostrophes,  and  abru|^ness  of  expression.  Perhaps  some  will  thfaik,  that  hb  manner 
betrays  too  much  of  the  laborious  exactness  and  pedantic  anxiety  of  the  scholar  and  the 
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tndent.  Aiiotto  m  Italian,  and  Rtgoaet  in  FVenGh,  were  now  almost  the  only  modem 
fiilera  of  satire:  and!  beliefe  there  had  been  an  Eii|^h  translation  of  Ariosto'sSathfes. 
)at  Halt's  admowladged  pattems  are  Jufcnal  and  Ferns,  not  without  some  touches  of 
he  uriMntty  of  Hoiaoe,  His  parodies  of  these  poeli»  orrather  his  adaptations  of  ancient 
o  modem  mamierB,  a  mode  of  imitation  not  unhappily  practised  by  Oldham,  Rochester, 
mdPope,  discover  great  fiMality  and  dexterity  of  invention.  Hie  moral  granty  and  the 
Densorial  declamation  of  Juvenal,  he^frequently  enlivens  with  attain  of  more  refined  re- 
BectioD,  or  adorns  vrith  a  novelty  and  variety  of  inmges. 

In  the  dpeaiog  of  his  general  Prologue,  he  expresses  a  decent  consciousness  of  the 
difficulty  and  danger  of  hb  new  undertaking.  The  laurel  which  he  sought  had  been  un- 
worn, and  it  was  not  to  be  won  without  hasard. 

I  first  adventnrey  with  fooI-Jiardy  might, 
Tb  tread  the  itept  of  periloue  deipight : 
I  lint  adTentore^  folloir  me  who  lift. 
And  be  the  seoood  English  satirist. 

His  first  book,  containing  nme  Satires,  is  aimed  at  the  numerous  impotent  yet  fiishion- 
able  scribblers  with  which  his  age  was  infested.  It  must  be  esteemed  a  curious  and 
vaioable  picture,  drawn  from  real  life,  of  the  abuses  of  poetical  composition  which 
then  prevailed ;  and  which  our  author  has  at  once  exposed  with  the  wit  of  a  spirited 
atirwt,  and  the  good  taste  of  a  judicious  critic.  Of  Spenser,  who  could  not  have  been 
Us  Gonlemporary  at  Cambridge,  as  some  have  thought,  but  perhaps  vras  his  fiiend,  he 
coDStantly  qieaks  with  respect  and  apphnse. 

I  atail  myself  of  a  more  minute  analysis  of  this  book,  not  only  as  dispbymg  the  cri^ 
tical  talents  of  our  satirist,  but  as  hbtorical  of  the  poetry  of  the  present  period,  and  illus- 
trathe  of  my  general  sulrject  And  i(  in  general,  I  should  be  bought  too  copious  and 
prolix  in  my  examination  of  these  Satires,  my  ^x>logy  must  be,  my  wish  to  revive  a 
Defected  writer  of  real  gcnins,  and  my  opinion,  that  the  fint  legitimate  author  m  our 
language  of  a  ^Mdes  of  poetry  of  the  most  important  and  poputa^utilityy  which  our 
coanlrymen  have  so  successfully  cultivated,  and  firom  which  Pope  derives  his  chief  cele- 
brity, deserved  to  be  distmgoished  with  a  particular  degree  of  attention. 

FVom  tbe  firstSatire,  which  I  shall  exUbit  at  length,  we  learn  what  kinds  of  pieces 
were  then  most  m  fashion,  and  in  what  marmer  they  were  written.  They  seem  to  have 
been  talcs  of  love  and  chivalry,  amatimal  sonnets,  tragedies,  comedies,  and  pastorals. 


Nor  ladle's  wanton  kme,  nor  wandering  knight, 
Lsgend  I  out  in  rimei  all  richly  dight : 
Nor  fright  tbe  reader,  with  the  pagan  vannt 
Of  mighty  Mahoand,  and  great  Termagaont  '• 
Nor  list  I  sonnet  of  my  mistress'  face. 
To  paint  soane  Bknresse*  with  a  borrowed  grace. 
Nor  can  I  bide '  to  pen  some  hnogrie^  soene 
For  thick-skin  ears,  and  undiseeming  eene; 


*  Saracen  divinities. 

*  In  nodem  balhids,  moosilinda,  or  Blonsibelia.  Doctor  Johnson  interprets  Uonze,  a  mddy  fat-fiused 
wench.    nictinV. 

*  Abide,  bear,  endure. 

^  Perb^  the  tree  reading  is  «Dgn%  that  isb  impsssiontd*    ThstsSstirsshsfsbseamostcnreleaily 

printed. 
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Nor  euer  ooiiyd  my  iconifull  Mnsp  abide 

With  tragicke  shoes  ^  her  anckles  for  to  hide. 

Nor  can  I  crouch,  and  withe  my  fawning  ta3rley 

To  some  great  patron,  for  my  best  anajrle. 

Such  hmi^per-itanren  treocher  poetiieS 

Or  let  it  neuer  line,  or  timely  die  ! 

Nor  vnder  euerie  bank,  and  euerie  tree, 

Speake  rimes  vnto  mine  oaten  minstrelsie: 

Nor  carol  out  so  pleasing  linely  laies     ' 

As  might  the  Graces  mooe  my  mirth  to  praise  ^ 

lYnmpet,  and  reeds,  and  socks,  and  buskins  fine, 

I  them  bequeathe  *,  whose  statues  th'  wandring  twine 

Of  iuie,  miz*d  with  hayes,  circles  around. 

Their  linnig  temples  likewise  lawrel-bonnd* 

Rather  had  I,  albe  in  careless  rimes. 

Check  the  misorder'd  world,  and  lawless  times. 

Nor  need  I  crauc  the  Mnse's  midwifry. 

To  bring  to  birth  flo  worthless  poetry. 

Or,  if  we  list  9,  what  baser  Muse  can  bide 

To  sit  and  sing  by  Granta*s  naked  tide  ? 

They  haunt  the  tided  Thames  and  salt  Medway, 

Eer  since  the  fome  of  their  late  bridal  day. 

Nought  ha?e  we  here  bnt  wiUow*shaded  shore. 

To  tell  our  Grant  his  bankes  are  left  forlore*^ 

The  compiiinenl  in  the.  dose  to  Spenser,  is  introduced  and  timied  with  singiilar  ad- 
dress and  elegance.  The  allusion  is  to  Spenser's  beautifiil  episode  of  the  mairiage  ol 
Thames  and  Medway,  recently  puUisbed,  in  1595,, in  the  fourth  book  of  the  second 
part  of  The  Fairy  Queen  ".  **  But  had  I,"  says  the  poet,  <<  been  inclined  to  invoke  the 
assistance  of  a  Muse,  what  Muse,  even  of  a  lower  order,  is  there  now  to  be  found, 
who  would  condescend  to  sit  and  sing  on  the  desolated  margin  of  the  Cam  ?  The  Moses 
frequent  other  rivers,  ever  since  ^lenser  celebrated  the  nuptials  of  Thames  and  Medway. 
Cam  has  now  nothing  on  his  banks  but  willows,  the  types  of  desertion." 

I  observe  here,  in  general,  that  Thomas  Hudson  and  Henry  Lock  were  die  Bavius 
and  Mevius  of  this  age.  In  The  Return  from  Parnassus,  l6o6,  they  are  thus  consigned 
to  oblh^ion  by  Judido.  *^  Locke  and  Hudson,  sleep  you  quiet  shavers  among  the  Sav- 
ings of  the  press,  and  let  your  books  lie  in  some  old  nook  amongst  old  boots  and  shoes, 
so  you  may  avoid  my  censure  ^\"  Hudson  translated  into  English  Dii  BartasTs  poem  of 
Judith  and  Holofemes,  in  which  b  this  couplet : 

And  at  her  eare  a  pearle  of  greater  Talew 

There  hung,  than  that  th>  Egyptian  qoeene  did  swallow. 

Yet  he  is  commended  by  Harrington  for  making  thb  transition  in  a  "  verie  good  and 


*  Buskins.  *  Poetry  written  by  hirelings  for  bread.  '  Perhaps  thi^couplet  means  conedy. 

*  Heroic  poetry,  pastorals,  comedy,  and  tragedy,  I  leave  to  the  celebrated  established  masters  ia 
those  different  kinds  of  composition,  such  as  ^tenser  and  Shakspeare;  unless  the  clasuc  posts  art 
intended.    The  imitation  from  Persiu8*s  Prologue  is  obvious. 

*  Or,  even  if  I  was  willing  to  invoke  a  Muse,  Sec 
i«  B.  i.  1.  fc  1.  tdjt,  1599.  »  B.  iv.  C  xi.  «»  A.  i.  S.  ii. 
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sweet  English  v^ne  ","  aod  is  brgdy  cited  in  Englaiid's  Parnassus,  l600.  Lode  applied 
the  soniiel  to  a  spiritual  purpose,  and  substitnting  Christian  love  in  the  place  of  amorous 
passion,  made  it  the  vehicle  of  humiliation,  holy  comfort,  and  thanksgiving.  This  book 
he  dedicated,  under  the  title  of  The  Passionate  Present,  to  queen  EliaBabeth,  who,  per- 
haps, from  the  title,  expected  to  be  entertained  with  a  subject  of  a  very  different  nature  >^ 
In  the  second  Satire,  our  author  poetically  huneuts  that  the  nine  Muses  are  no  longer 
vestal  viigins. 

Whilom  the  Muses  nine  were'vestal  maldes. 
And  held  their  temple  in  the  secret  shades 
Of  fiure  Panwssvs,  that  two-headed  hill 
Whose  avncient  fame  the  southern  world  did  fill : 
And  in  the  stead  of  their  eternal  fame 
Was  the  coot  stream,  that  took  his  endless  name 
From  out  the  fsrtile  hoof  of  innged  steed : 
There  did  they  sit,  and  do  their  holy  deed 
That  pleas'd  both  Heaven  and  Earth 

He  complains,  that  the  rabble  of  rymesieri  new  have  engrafted  die  myrtle  on  the 
bay ;  and  that  poetry,  departing  from  its  ancient  mond  tendency,  has  bee^  unnaturally 
perverted  to  the  purposes  of  corruption  and  impurity.  The  Muses  have  changed,  in 
defiance  of  dastity,  , 

Their  modest  stole  to  gmrish  looBer  weed, 

Deekt  with  loee-laiioiin,  thehr  late  whandom*s  meed~ 

while  the  peDudd  spring  of  Pyrene  b  converted  mto  a  poisonous  and  muddy  puddle, 

Whose  infectious  staine 

Corrnpteth  aU  the  lowly  fhiitfiiU  plaine  ^^ 

Harlow's  Ovid's  Elegies,  and  some  of  the  dissolute  sallies  of  Green  and  Nash,  seem 
to  be  here  pointed  out.  I  know  not  of  any  edition  of  Marston's  Pygmalion's  Image  be- 
fore the  year  1598  ;  ^d  the  Caltha  Poetarum,  or  Bumble-Bee,  one  of  the  most  excep- 
tionable books  of  this  kind,  written  by  T.  Cutwode,  appeared  in  1599  **•  Shakspeare's 
Veous  and  Adonis,  published  m  1593,  had  gh^en  great  oftnoe  to  the  graver  readers  of 
English  verse  *'. 


"  l^EsnsL  Oil.  Fur.  Notes,  B.  uxv.  p.  896.  1633.    Hence,  or  from  an  old  play,  the  iiame  of  Ho- 
loferaes  got  into  Shakspeare. 

.  ^*  I  bare  beHore  eifeed  this  oolleetioii,  whieh  appeared  in  1597,  toI.  iiL  445.  That  was  a  second 
edition.  To  bis  Eoclesiastes  there  is  a  recommendatory  poem  by  liUy.  Some  of  David's  Psalms  ia 
TCTw  appear  with  his  mme  the  same  year. 

'^  B.  i.  8.  t  4. 

"  To  B.  OU^  April  1*7,  1599.    Registr.  Station.  C  f.  5a  b. 

*'  This  we  learn  ftom  a  poem  entitled,  A  Scourge  for  Paper  Persecutors,  by  J«  D«  with  an  Inqui- 
litionaguiMt  Pteper  PenecutocBby  A.  H.  Load,  for  H.  H.  1685,  4to.  Signat.  JL  3. 

Jlaking  kwd  Venus  with  eternall  lines      • 
To  tye  Adonis  to  her  loues  designes : 
Tine  wit  is  shown  therein,  but  finer 't  were 
If  not  attired  in  such  bawdy  geere : 
But  be  it  as  it  will,  tl^e  coyest  dames 
In  priuate  reada  it  for  their  dosei-gamss. 
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In  Ihe  subsequent  Satire  our  >athor  more  partfeuhriy  censores  the  ialemper«ice  of  hh 
brethren ;  and  fflintratet  tbeir  absolute  inability  to  write,  till  their  unagiBatiMiB  woe 
ammatedbywinei  inthefbllowii^aptaiid  witlyconpnisoii,  wfaichiswoifliyof  Yinmi^. 

Ab  frooBen  duof  hiUt  in  a  wiotei's  monit 
That  void  of  Tapoars  seemed  all  beforn» 
fiooo  as  the  Sob  tends  out  hit  pterctngbeaoify 
Exhale  forth  filthy  smibak,  and  stmking  steams; 
So  doth  the  base  and  the  fore-bairen  hrain. 
Soon  as  the  raging  wtoe  begins  to  raign. 

In  the  suGoeecting  lines,  be  confines  his  attack  to  Marlow,  emment  for  hu  dmnken 
frohcsy  who  was  both  a  pkyer  and  a  poet,  and  whose  tragedy  of  Tamerlane  tiie  Oremf, 
represented  before  the  year  1588»  published  m  1590,  and  confessedly  one  of  the  wvwst 
(^hisf^ys,  abounds  m  bombast.  Its  false  splendour  was  also  burlesqued  by  Beaumont 
^nd  Fletcher  m  The  Coxcomb ;  and  it  has  these  two  lines,  which  are  ridiculed  by  Pistol, 
in  Shakspeare's  King  Henry  the  Fourth  **,  addressed  to  the  captire  princes  who  drew 
Tsmeriaoe'sdhaoot: 

BoUa,  yon  pamper'd  iadesof  Asia, 

What,  can  ye  draw  bnt  twenty  miles  a  day? 


We  should,  in  the  mean  time,  remember,  that  by  many  of  the  most  ddUul  of  our  drm- 
matic  writers,  tragecfy  was  now  thought  abnost  essentially  and  solely  to  consist,  in  the 
pomp  of  dedamatiooy  in  soundmg  expressions,  and  unnatur^  amplifications  of  atjie. 
But  to  proceed : 


One,  higher  pitch^,  doth  set  his  toariag  tbonghi 
On  crowned  kings  that  Ibrtune  low  hafth  broagfat; 
Or  some  fpreared  high-a^piriag  swatne, 
As  it  mi^t  be  the  Tuiiush  Tamberiaine  " : 
Then  wecoeth  he  his  base  drinh-drowned  fright 
Rapt  to  the  threefold  loft  of  Heaueo^  hight: 
When  he  conceioes  upon  his  fiugned  stage 
The  stafting  steps  of  his  great  personage 
Graced  with  huff^^p  termes,  and  thundering  threats, 
That  his  poor  hearers  hair  qvite  vpright  sets. 
So  soon  as  some  brane-minM  hungrie  youth 
Sees  fitly  frame  to  his  wide-strained  mouth. 


.8eealK>FkeeaiaB*k  Epigrams,  the  ^ODOod  part,  ent^ed.  Run  and  a  great  Cast.    Load,  1614^  4to. . 
JB^igr.  92.  9ignft  K.  a 

TO  MMIW  W^XIUff  tHAKItPBAO* 

Shakespeare,  that  nimble  Mercury  thy  braine*  kc. 

Who  list  reade  lust,  there 's  Venus  and  Adonis, 

True  qKklel  of  ^  most  lasduiofjui  (stcher. 
»  A.  ii.  S.  It. 

'*  There  is  a  piece  entered  to  R.  4oims,  Aug.  14, 1590,  entitled,  GomicallDisooanasof  TMtberiainUie 
Cithian  [Scythian]  Sbepheid.  Registr.  S^tion,  B.  t  868.  b.  PnobaMy  the  story  of  Tamerlane  waa  in- 
tiodneed  into  our  early  drama  firom  the  following  pwblicatioQ:  The  EBstorie  of  the  great  Empeiour 
Tunerlane,  drawn  firom  the  antient  Monuments  of  the  Arabians.  By  messire  Jean  du  Bec»  abbot  of 
Mortimer.  Thmslated  mto  English  by  H.  BL  London,  for  W.  FonwdMe,  1597,  4to.  1  cite  finoi  a 
second  edition. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


UFEOFHALL.  tSl 

He  viunU  his  vmce  ▼poo  a  hired  itag«y 
^th  high-set  stepe  and  princelie  carriage.^- 
Hiere  if  he  can  with  termce  Itafiaasta, 
Big-^oundiQg  eentenee^  and  woidg  of  ftatar 
F^re  patch  me  Tp  hie  pare  iambicke  Tcne, 
He  raniriica  the  gasing  aooflblden*^. 

Bat,  adds  the  critical  satirist  tlmtthemiodsof  the  astonished  audience  may  not  be  too 
powerfiiUy  nnpressed  with  the  terroon  of  tragic  solemnity ,  a  Vicei  or  biiffMHi»  is  suddenly 
and  moat  seasonably  introduced. 

Nov  Uit  meh  ftigfatftil  theva  of  fotvas's  Ml, 

And  bloody  tyrant*B  lage^  ihoiild  chance  appall 

The  dead-struck  audicncey  mid  the  silent  root 

Comes  leaping  in  a  self-mlsformed  lout. 

And  langhs,  and  grins,  and  frames  his  mimic  Ace, 

And  jostles  ttfaigfat  mto  the  prince's  place.—— 

A  goodlie  hotch-potch,  when  Tile  russetings 

Are  match'd  with  mooarchs,  and  with  mighty  kings ; 

A  goodly  grace  to  sober  tragtck  Muse, 

^When  each  base  cknme  his  clumsy  fist  doth  braise"  1 

To  complete  these  genume  and  humoious  anecdotes  of  the  state  of  our  stage  m  the 
reigo  of  Elizabeth,  I  make  no  apology  for  adding  the  paragraph  unmediately  followmg» 
which  records  the  inftncy  of  theatric  criticism. 

Meanwhile  our  poets,  in  high  pariiament. 
Sit  watching  eatrie  word  and  gestnrement, 
Uke  ouriona  oensonof  somedootia  gear. 
Whispering  their  verdict  in  their  feUows  ear« 
Woe  to  the  word,  whose  margin  in  their  scro1e'> 
Is  noted  with  a  black  condemning  coal ! 
But  if  each  period  might  the  synod  please^ 
Ho!  bring  the  ivie  boughs,  and  bands  of  bayes*'. 

In  the  begfammg  of  the  next  Satire,  he  vesumes  this  topic.  He  seems  to  have  con- 
ceived a  contempt  for  blank  verse;  observing  diat  the  English  iambic  is  written  with 
little  trouble,  and  seems  rather  a  ^ntaneons  effusion,  than  an  artificial  construction. 

Too  pq^Iar  is  tragick  poesie, 
Straniiiig  his  tiptoes  Ibr  a  ftrthing  fee ;  ' 
And  doth,  beside,  on  rimdess  numbers  tread  : 
Unhid  tambiclcs  flow  from  cardess  head. 


^  Those  who  sate  on  the  icafi6U»  a  part  of  the  play-hooie  which  aonrered  to  onropper-gaOery. 
So  again,  B.  iv.  2.  f.  IS. 

When  a  ems*d  scafibld,  and  a  rotten  staga^ 
Was  all  rich  Nenius  his  heritage. 

See  the  eonfoimation  of  our  old  Englbh  theatre  accarately  investigated  in  the  Supplement  to  Shake* 
spears  i  9.  seq.  [See  sopr.  vol.  iiL  397.] 
^  In  strikfflg  the  benches  to  express  applause.  »  Copy.  **  B.L9.  f.S. 
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He  next  inTeigfas  against  tbe  poet,  who 

>«.« in  high  heroic  rimes 

Compileth  worm-eat  stories  of  old  times. 

To  these  antique  tales  he  condemns  the  application  of  the  extravagant  encliaDt- 
ments  of  Ariosto's  Orlando  Furioso,  particularly  of  such  licentioas  fictions  as  the  re- 
moval of  Merlin's  tomb  from  Wales  into  France,  or  Tuscany ,  by  the  magic  <^>enitkHis 
/of  the  sorceress  Melissa  ^.    llie  Orlando  had  been  just  now  translated  by  Harrington. 

And  maketh  up  his  hArd-betaken  tale 

With  strange  ipohanknents,  fetoh'd  from  darioom  vak 

Of  some  Melissa,  who  by  magick  doom 

To  Tuscans  soile  transporteth  Merlin's  tomb* 

But  he  suddenly  checks  his  career,  and 'retracts  his  thoughtless  temerity  in  presum- 
ing to  blame  sudi  themes  as  had  been  immortalised  fo^  tbe  Fairy  Muse  of  Spenser. 

But  let  no  rebd  satyr  dare  traduce 
Th'  eternal  legends  of  thy  Faerie  Muse, 
Renowned  Spenser !  whom  no  earthly  wight 
Bares  once  to  emulate,  much  less  dares  despighi. 
gainst  ^  of  France,  and  Tuscan  Ariost, 
Yield  Tp  the  lawrell  garlai^  ye  baue  lost  '^  ! 

tn  the  fifth,  he  ridicules  the  whining  ghosts  of  The  Mirrour  of  Magistrates,  which 
the  ungenerous  and  unpitying  poet  m^  back  to  H^,  without  a  penny  to  pay  Charon 
for  their  return  over  the  river  Styx  *^ 

In  the  sixth,  he  kughs  at  the  bexametiica]  versification  of  the  Roman  prosody,  so 
contrary  to  the  genius  of  our  language,  lately  introduced  into  English  poetry  by  Stani- 
bur^  the  traoshtor  of  Virgil,  and  patronised  by  Gabriel  Harvey  and  sir  Philip  Sidney. 

Another  seoms  the  homespun  thread  of  rhnes, 

Match'd.with  the  lofty  feet  of  elder  times. 

Giue  me  the  numbred  verse  that  Virgil  sung. 

And  Virgil*s  selfe  diall  speake  the  English  tounge.^^ 

The  nimble  dactyl  striving  to  outgo 

The  drawling  spondees,  pacing  it  below ; 

The  lingering  spondees  labouring  to  delay 

Jhe  breathless  dactyls  with  a  sodden  stay  >•. 

His  own  lines  on  the  subject  are  a  proof  that  English  verse  wanted  to  borrow  no 
graces  from  the  Roman. 


•♦'See  Ori.  Fur.  iii.  10.  xxvi.  39.  «»  Du  Bartas. 

><  B.i.4.£  11.  Ift  the  steneas  called  A  Defiance  to  IQivy,  prefixed  to  the  Satires,  he  declares  his  re- 
luctance and  inability  to  write  pastorals  after  Spenser. 

At  Golin's  feet  I  throw  my  yielding  reede. 

But  in  some  of  those  stanzas  in  which  he  means  to  ridicule  the  pastoral,  ha  provas  himself  adniraUy 
fjualified  for  this  species  of  poetry. 

»•  B.  i.  6.  f.  13,  U.  »»B.i.5.fcl2. 
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Tbe  him  and  fooliih  compUmeiito  ci  the  Kmiiet-writer,  are  the  object  of  the  seventh 
Satire. 

Be  Bhe  all  sooty  black,  or  berry  brown, 

She  *8  white  as  morrow's  milk,  or  flakes  new-blowii. 

He  judges  it  absurd,  that  the  world  should  be  troubled  with  the  history  of  die  amiles 
or  Irowns  of  a  lady ;  as  if  all  mankind  were  deeply  interested  in  the  prinuaes  of  a  lover's 
heart,  and  the  momentary  revolutions  of  his  hope  and  despair^. 

In  the  eighth;  our  author  insinuates  his  disapprobation  of  sacred  poetry,  and  the 
metrical  versions  of  scripture,  which  were  ^leoonged  and  escalated  by  the  puiitans. 
He  glances  at  Robert  Sovtliwieirs  Saint  Petei's  Complaint  >%  m  which  the  s^t  weqjfB 
pure  HeiicaUf  published  this  year,  and  the  same  writer's  Fnneiall  Teares  of  the  Two 
Maries.  He  then,  but  without  mentioning  his  name,  ridicules  Markham's  Skm's  Muse, 
a  translation  of  Solomon's  Soi^  ".  Here,  says  our  satirical  critie,  Sdomon  asones  the 
cliaraeter  of  a  modem  sonnetteer ;  and  ceiebiates  the  sacred  spouse  of  Christ  with  the 
levities  and  m  the  language  of  a  lover  smgmg  the  praises  of  hb  mistreas''. 

The  hero  of  the  next  Satire  I  suspect  to  be  Robert  Oieene,  who  piactised  the  vices 
which  he  so  fieely  diqikiyed  in  his  poems.  Greene,  however,  died  three  or  ibor  years 
before  the  publication  of  these  Satires''.  Nor  is  it  very  hkely  that  he  should  have  been, 
as  Oldys  has  suggested  in  some  manuscript  papen,  Hall's  contcraporaiy  at  Cambridge* 
ioT  he  was  incorporated  into  the  univerrity  of  Oxfiml,  as  a  master  of  arts  fiom  Cam- 
bridge, m  July,  under  the  year  15B%^.  But  why  should  we  be  solicitous  to  recover 
a  name,  which  indecency,  most  probably  joined  with  dulness,  has  long  ago  deservedly 
delivered  to  oUmon  ?  Whoever  he  was,  he  is  surely  unworthy  of  these  d^ant  lines : 

^▼yt  ye  Muses,  at  your  thrtving  mate ! 

Cupid  hath  crowned  a  new  laureate. 

I  sawe  his  statue  gayly  tir'd  in  green. 

As  if  he  had  some  second  Phebus  been: 

His  sUtue  trimmM  with  the  Veneiean  trae. 

And  shrined  fcir  within  your  sanetoary. 

What  he,  that  erst  to  gain  the  rfaymiog  goal,  kc 

He  thea.proceeds,  with  a  liberal  disdaiUi  and  with  an  eye  on  the  statefy  buildings 
of  his  universi^,  to  reprobate  the  Muses  for  this  unworthy  profimation  of  their  dignity. 

I 

Take  this,  ye  Moses,  this  so  high  despight. 
And  let  all  hatefull,  luckless  birds  of  night. 
Let  screeching  owles  nest  in  your  razed  roofii  | 
And  let  your  floor  with  homed  satyr's  hoois 
Be  dinted  and  defiled  euerie  mom. 
And  let  your  walls  be  an  eternal  scorn ! 


*»  B.  i.  7. 1 15. 

^  Wood  aays  that  this  poem  was  written  by  Daviet  of  Hereford.    Ath.  Oxon.  i.  H5.    But  he  had 
gi^en  it  to  SonthweU,  p.  934. 

**  See  snpr.  toI.  iii.  p.  SIS.  3»  B.  i.  8.  f.  17. 

»  la  1593,  IIWk  1,  |i  piece  it  entered  to  Dsnter  ealled  Gfeenel  FonerslK    Registr.  Statfom  B.  f. 
304.  b. 

^  Bi^giftr.  UniT.  .Qsoiu  sab  ann. 

*  / 
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HbezecnitkmaftiieinfiiiiiyoraddiDgtotlie  flubdie6of  obflGauty^bynrintift  llie 
subject  of  a  book»  is  stnm^y  expressed. 

What  if  lome  Sbore4itch*^  fury  thood  incite 

Some  lusfc-stoDg  lecher,  most  be  needs  tndUs 

The  beastly  rites  of  hired  uenery. 

The  whole  worid's  mioenel  bawd  to  be  ? 

,Bid  neoer  yet  no  damned  libertine, 

Nor  (dder  heathen,  nor  new  Florentine*'.  &c. 

Onr  poelSy  too  frequently  die  childiea  of  idleiiess,  too  DaturaOy  the  lovers  of  plea- 
8iire»b^aa  Dowtobemenoftfaeworid,  umI  affected  toHbgie  m  tbe  dissipafioBa  and 
debaucheries  of  the  metropolis.  To  support  a  popularity  of  dauacter,  not  so  easfly 
attainable  in  die  otecurities  of  retirement  and  study»  they  frequented  taTons.  became 
libertines  and  buiboos»  and  exhilarated  the  drdes  of  the  pc^  and  the  profligpitie. 
Tlieir  way  of  life  gave  the  oolour  to  their  writinjp:  and  vfhat  had  been  the  fiivDuiite 
topic  of  convoialion,  was  sure  to  please,  when  recommended  by  the  graces  of  poetry. 
Add  to  this,  that  poets  now  hegaai  to  write  for  hire,  and  a  rapid  sale  was  to  be  nh^ 
tained  at  the  expense  of  the  purity  of  the  reader's  mind^.  The  author  of  The  Return 
from  PunasBOs,  acted  in  l606,  says  of  Drayton,  a  true  genius,  **  However,  he  wants  one 
true  note  of  a  poet  ofour  times,  and  that  is  this:  he  cannot  swagger  it  well  in  a  tavern'*.* 

The  first  Suture  of  the  second  book  propeily  bdongs  to  the  hut  >  In  if;  our  anther 
oonlinues  his  just  and  pointed  animadversions  on  iaunodest  poetry,  and  hints  at  aome 
pernicious  versious  from  the  Facetiae  of  Pogghis  Florentmus,  and  from  Rabelais.  The 
last  couplet  of  die  passage  I  am  going  to  transcribe,  b  most  degantty  expressive. 

Bnt  who  conjorM  this  bawdie  Poggie*s  ghost 

From  out  the  stewes  of  his  Uwde  home-bred  coast ; 

Or  wicked  Rablais'  drunken  reueUings  **, 

To  grace  the  misrule  of  onr  tauemings  ? 

Or  who  put  bajres  into  blind  Oipid's  fist. 

That  he  shonld  crowne  what  laureates  him  list  ^  2 

By  tauemings f  he  means  the  increasing  frshion  of  frequenting  taverns,  which  aeem 
to  have  multiplied  with  the  pbiy-bouses.  As  new  modes  cf  enlertaniment  iprung  up, 
and  new  pbu^es  of  puUie  resort  became  common,  the  people  were  more  often  cnHed 
together,  and  the  scale  of  convivial  life  in  London  was  enhuged.  From  the  play-house 
they  went  to  the  tavern.    In  one  of  Decker^s  pamphlets,  printed  in  I609,  thm  is, a  cu* 


'^  A  jNvt  of  the  town  notorious  for  brothels.  *  Peter  Aretine. 

"  flarrington  has  an  Eingram  on  this  subject.    Epigr.  B.  L  40. 

Poets  herealt  for  pensions  need  not  care, 

Who  call  you  lieggars,  you  may  caU  them  Ijrars  j 
Verses  are  grown  svch  merobantable  ware. 

That  now  for  sonnets,  sellers  are  and  buyers^ 

And  again,  he  says  a  poet  was  paid  « two  erownes  a  sonnet"    E^igr.  B.  i.  39. 

**  A.  L  S»  ii. 

**  Hanrey,  in  his  Feure  Letters,  1592,  mentioBf  «  the  fimtasticali  mould  of  Aietiaa  or  Rabelays.'' 
p.  48.    Aretine  is  mentioQed  in  the  last  Satire. 

^  B.  ii.  1.  £  95. 
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fious  dopier, '<  How  a  jfoogGdhttlAoaldbd^  Otoe 

of  the  most  apeoaife  and  efegant  meetings  of  thb  land  m  London  k  hare  detciibed. 
It  ^ipeuB  dnt  the  company  dined  ao  very  hte,  as  at  half  an  hoar  aftcr^cfefca  in  the 
moniing  ;  and  that  it  was  the  ftshion  to  ride  to  this  polilB  sympowmi  on  a  Spanish 
jenoel,  a  aemmt  nmnmg  before  with  his  master's ^doke.  After  dmner,  they  went  on 
horsebedL  to  the  newest  phy.  The  same  author,  in  his  Beiinan's  Ni^t  Walkes«%  a 
lively  deacfiption  of  London*  almost  two  oenturies  ago,  gives  the  following  instnictions : 
''  Haunt  tafemesi  there  shalt  thoa  find  prodigalls :  pay  thy  two-pence  to  a  player  in 
his  galleiie,  there  shalt  thou  nt  by  an  harlot.  At  ordinaries  thou  maist  dine  with  silken 
foolcs^/' 

In  the  second  Satire,  he  celebrates  the  wisdom  and  liberality  of  our  ancestors,  m 
erecting  magnificent  mansions  for  the  accommodation  of  scholars,  which  yet  at  present 
have  little  more  use  than  that  of  reproaching  the  rich  with  their  comparatire  neglect 
of  leaning.    The  venes  have  much  dignity,  and  are  equal  to  the  subject. 

To  what  end  did  our  Isriili  aimosilom 

Efieot  of  old  those  HHelte  piles  of  oais  ? 

For  thrssd-haie  dcriv,  and  linr  the  fagged  Muss^ 

Whom  better  fit  tome  ootes  of  sad  lediiie  ? 

Blush,  niggard  Age^  be  asham'd  to  see 

Those  moDuments  of  wiser  aoDOestrie  1 

And  y^  fiure  heapes^  the  Muses  sacrad  shiinei, 

la  q^^t  of  time,  and  enakms  r^ines^ 

Stand  still,  and  flourish  tiU  the  worid's  lait  day, 

Vpniding  it  with  former  loners  **  decay. 

What  needes  me  care  lor  anie  bookish  skill. 

To  blot  white  paper  with  my  restlesse  quill : 

To  pere  on  painted  leaues,  or  beate  mybraine 

With  fiur-fetchM  thought:  or  to  consvme  in  uaine 

In  latter  euen,  or  midst  of  winter  nights, 

Ift«nelling  oyles,  or  some  still-watching  fights,  Itc. 

He  concludes  his  oomplamt  of  the  general  disregard  of  the  literaiy  pnrfiession,  with 
a  qNiited  paiaphiase  of  that  passage  of  Pcnnis,  in  whkh  the  friiilosoiiliy  of  the  pro- 

«  Dekkei's  Onls  Hbrae  Book,  p,  5t&  There  is  an  old  quarto^  The  Meetings  of  Gallants  at  an 
Ordinari^orfheWalkesofFowles;  160i.    Jonson  says  of  lientedanl  ShHt,  Epigr.- xii. 

He  steaks  to  ordinaries  there  he  playes 
At  dice  his  borrowed  money.....* 

And  in  Cynthia^  BereUs  1600,  <*  Yon  mast  ikeqnent  ordinaries  a  nMoftfa  w^on,  to  initiate  yomssH" 
A*  ill.  Sb  L 

«  The  title-page  is  O  per  se  O,  or  A  ncwe  Cryer  of  Lsngthome  and  Gsndle  light,  fcc  Loud. 
1618. 4ta  BL  Lett    ForJ.  Basbie.    There  is  a  later  edition  1630, 4to. 

^'  Ch.ii.  Again,  in  the  same  writer^  Befaoan  of  London  bringing  to  lig^t  the  most  notorious  Vil- 
lanics  that  are  now  practised  in  the  Kingdom,  signat.  &  3 :  <*  At  the  best  ordinaries  where  your  only 
gallants  spend  aftemoones,  kc"  Bdit.  1608, 4lo.  Bl.  Lett.  Printed  at  London  for  N.  Butter.  This 
b  called  a  seoond  edition.  Tliere  was  another,  1616, 4to.  Tins  piece  is  called,  by  a  contemporsry  wri- 
ter, the  SHMt  witty,  elegant,  and  doqnent  display  of  the  vices  of  London  then  extant.  W.  Feni|or*s 
Coltoptor's  GosamoQwaaltby  1617, 4ta  p.  16. 

««Oflsamraf. 
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feiud  Arcttihtts,  and  of  the  mmnmon  S$Ume$f  b  proved  to  be  of  so  little  use  and 
Mtbnation^'. 

In  the  thirds  he  ltraeiit«  the  lucrative  iqjiutice  of  the  law,  wfafle  ingennoiiB  sdeoce 
B  without  enolumeiit  or  lefwaid.    The  exordium  is  a  fine  aiiproveBient  of  fais  oi%iiial. 

Who  doQbt^  the  laws  fell  downe  from  Heaaeo*s  hi^t. 
Like  to  some  gliding  ittrre  in  winter's  night } 
ThemiM,  the  scribe  of  god,  did  long  agooe 
Etagrare  them  deepe  in  during  marble  stone : 
And  cast  them  downe  on  this  unnily  day* 
.   That  men  might  know  to  nde  and  to  obey. 

The  mterview  between  the  anxious  client  and  the  rapacious  lawyer  is  drawn  with 
much  humour ;  and  shows  the  authoritative  superiority^  and  the  mean  subordinaticm, 
subsisting  between  the  two  characters,  at  that  time. 

Hie  crowching  client,  with  low-bended  knee, 

And  manie  worships,  and  fiure  flatterie. 

Tells  on  his  tale  as  smoothly  as  him  list ; 

B«t  still  the  lawyer's  eye  squints  on  his  list : 

If  that  seem  lined  with  a  larger  fee, 

**  Donbt  not  the  suite,  the  law  is  plaine  fer  thee." 

Though^  must  he  bny  his  rainer  hope  with  price, 

Bisclont  his  crownes^,  and  thanke  him  fer  advice^. 

The  fourth  displays  the  difficulties  and  discouragements  of  the  physician.    Here  we 

leaniy  that  the  nek  lady  and  tl^e  gonUy  peer  were  then  topics  of  the  lidicale  of  the 

satirist. 

The  nckly  ladie^  and  the  gowtie  peere, 
StiU  woold  I  haunt,  that  loue  their  life  so  deere : 
Where  life  is  deere,  who  cares  fer  coyned  drosse  ? 
That  spent  is  counted  gaine,  and  spared  losse. 

He  thus  hughs  at  the  qumtessence  of  a  subUmated  mineral  elixir. 

Each  powdred  graine  ransomefh  captive  kingi^ 
Purchaseth  realmes,  and  life  prolonged  brings^. 

I  — — 

«  B.ii.  S.f.  28.    In  the  last  line  of  tlus  Satire  he  says. 

Let  swimsh  Grill  ddight  m  dunghill  day. 

OryUus  is  one  of  Ulysses's  companions  transformed  into  a  hog  by  Circe,  who  refuses  to  be  restored  te 
his  human  shape.    But  peifaaps  the  allunon  is  immediately  to  Spenser.    F)ur.  On.  it.  ISL  81. 

^  Yet  eren.  ^  Pull  them  out  of  his  purse. 

'  *  B.  ii.  3*  il  31.    I  cite  a  couplet  from  this  Satire  to  explam  it 

Genus  and  Species  long  rinoe  barfoote  went 
Upon  their  tentoes  in  wilde  wonderment,  &c. 

This  is  an  allusion  to  an  old  distich,  made  and  often  quoted  in^he  age  of  scholastic  science. 

Dat  Galenns  opes,  dat  Justinianus  honores^ 
Sad  Genus  et  Species  oogitur  ire  pedes. 

That  is,  the  study  of  medicine  produces  riches,  and  juriq;irudence  leads  to  stations  and  offices  of  ho- 
nour :  while  the  professor  of  logic  is  poor,  and  obliged  to  walk  on  foot 
«  B.  ii.  4.  f.  35. 
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Imperial  oib,  golden  corditds,  and  univenal  panaccayi^  nit  of  high  antiquity :  and 
perhaps  the  puffi  of  quackery  were  formerly  more  ostentatious  than  even  at  present^ 
before  the  profeanon  of  medicine  was  ireed  froin  the  operations  of  a  spurious  and  su- 
perstitious alchymy^  and  when  there  were  mystics  in  philosophy  as  well  as  in  religion. 
Paracelsus  was  the  father  of  empericism. 

From  the  fifth  we  team,  that  advertisenienlB  of  a  linng  watUcd  were  affixed  on  one 
of  the  doors  of  Samt  Paul's  cathedral 

Sawst  thoQ  ere  Siquis^^patcbM  cA  Paul's  church  doie, 
To  gaine  some  vacant  vicaTage  before  ? 

The  sixth,  oneof  the  most  perspicuous  and  easy,  perhaps  the  most  humorousy  in  the 
%hole  collection,  and  which  I  shall  therefore  give  at  length,  exhibits  the  servile  condn 
tion  of  a  domestic  preceptor  in  the  family  of  an  esquire.  Several  of  the  Satires  of  this 
second  book,  are  intended  to  show  the  depressed  state  of  modest  and  true  genius,  and 
the  Inattention  of  men  of  fortune  to  literary  merit.  ^ 

A  gentle  squire  would  gladly  entertaine 
Into  his  house  come  trencher-chapelaioe*' ; 
Some  willing  man,  that  might  instruct  his  sons, 
And  that  would  stand  to  good  conditions. 
Pint,  that  he  tie  vpon  the  truckle-bed, 
While  his  young  maister  lieth  o*er  his  head^*: 
Second,  that  he  do,  upon  no  default, 
Neuer  presume  to  sit  aboue  the  salt'i: 


*^  Siqiiit  was  the  fint  word  of  adYeirtisements,  often  published  on  the  doon  oi  Saint  Paul's.  Decker 
s»ys»  **  The  fint  time  that  yon  enter  into  Paules,  pass  thorough  the  body  of  the  church  like  a  porter ; 
yet  presrme  not  to  fetch  so  much  as  one  whole  tume  in  the  middle  ile,  nor  to  cast  an  eye  vpon  Siquis 
doore,  pasted  and  plaistered  vp  with  seruingmtas  supplicatioBs,  &c"  The  Guls  Home  Booke,  1609. 
p.  91.    And  in  Wroth's  E|ugTams,  1620,  Epigr.  93, 

A  mery  Greeke  set  vp  a  Siquis  lata. 
To  signifie  a  stranger  come  to  towne 
Who  could  great  noses,  &c. 

51  Or,  a  tabl»«baplAin.    In  the  same  sense  we  have  tren^er'kmghi,  in  Lore's  Labour 's  Lost. 

52  This  indulgence  allowed  to  the  pupil,  is  the  reverse  of  a  rule  anciently  practised  in  our  univer- 
sities. In  the  sUtutes  of  Corpus  Christi  College  at  Oxford,  given  in  1516,  the  scholars  are  ordered  to 
sleep  respectively  under  the  beds  of  the  fellows,  in  a  truckle-bed,  or  small  bed  shifted  about  upon 
wheels.  "  Sit  unum  [cubile]  ahius,  et  aliud  hnmile  et  rotale,  et  in  altiori  cubet  soeios,  in  aHerd 
semper  discipulns.'*  Cap.  xxxvii.  Much  the  teme  iiigunction  is  ordered  in  the  statutes  of  Magdalen 
College^  Oxford,  given  1459.  **  Sint  duo  lecti  principales,  et  duo  lecti  rotates,  trookyii  beddyt  vulgaris 
ter  uuncupati,  5cc"  Cap.  xlv. .  And  in  those  of  Trinity  College,  Oxford,  given  1556,  where  trocde  bed, 
the  old  spelling  of  the  word  tvdtle  hed,  ascertains  the  etymology  from  troeka^  a  wheel.  Cap.  xxvi. 
In  an  old  comedy.  The  Return  from  Parnassus,  acted  at  Cambridge  in  1606,  Amoretto  says,  *'  Wh«i 
I  was  in  Cambridge,  and  lay  in  a  trundle-bed  under  my  tutor,  &c.**    A.  it  So^  vi 

»  Towards  the  head  of  the  table  was  placed  a  large  and  bfty  piece  of  plate,  the  top  of  which,  in  a 
broad  cavity,  held  the  salt  for  the  whole  company.  One  of  these  stately  saltcellars  is  still  preserved, 
and  in  use,  at  Winchester  CoUege.  With  this  idea,  we  must  understand  the  following  passage,  of  a 
Uble  meanly  decked,  B.  vi.  i.  f.  83 : 

Now  Shalt  thou  never  see  the  salt  beset 
With  a  big-bellied  gaUon  flagonet. 

In  Jonson's  Cyntbia^s  ReveUs,  acted  in  1600,  it  is  said  of  an  afibcted  coxcomb,  "  His  feshion  is,  not 
to  take  knowledge  of  him  that  is  beneath  him  io  clothes.    He  never  driakes  bebv  the  tuUt'*  A.  i.  S.  ii. 
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Third,  that  he  aeoer  i^aoge  bit  tveDober  twiie  ; 
Fourthi  that  he  n*  all  eomaioB  eeoiteMts 
St  baie  at  mealei,  and  one  half  riie  wad  waits 
Lait,  that  he  nerer  hie  yon;  maister  beat ; 
Bat  he  most  aske  his  mother  to  define 
How  manie  jerfct  the  would  hit  breech  tboold  fine. 
All  thete  obterT*d,  he  could  eoBteted  be, 
To  giro  fire  maricet,  and  winter  lirerie*^. 

From  diose  who  despised  learning,  he  nudies  a  transition  to  those  who  abased  or  de- 
graded it  by  fidse  pretences.  Judicial  astrology  is  the  subject  of  the  seivntfa  Satire.  He 
supposes  that  Astrology  was  the  daughter  of  one  of  Ae  Egyptian  niidwive8»  and  that 
hafing  been  nursed  by  SuperstitioDy  she  assumed  the  garb  of  Science. 

That  now,  who  pares  his  nailet,  or  libs  his  twine  ? 
But  he  most  first  take  comsel  of  the  ngne. 

Again,  of  the  believer  in  the  stars^  he  says, 

,    Hit  feare  or  hope,  for  plentie  or  for  lack, 
Hangi  all  vpon  hit  new-yeart't  Ahumadk, 
If  chance  once  m  the/pring  hit  head  thoold  ake. 
It  wat  fortold:  **  thut  sayt  mine  AhumaeL** 

Hie  numerous  astrological  tracts^  particuhrly  |Heces  called  Prognostications,  publislied 
in  the  reign  of  queen  Elizabeth,  area  [Koof  how  stronf^  die  people  were  hifiitiiated  witb 
thissort  of  diidnation.  One  of  the  most  remarkable,  was  a  treatise  written  in  die  year 
1582,  by  Richard  Harvey,  brother  to  Gabriel  Harvey,  a  learned  astrologer  of  Cambridge, 
predicting  the  portentous  conjunction  of  the  primaiy  planets^  Saturn  and  Jupifer,  which 
was  to  happen  the  next  year.  It  had  the  immediate  eSuX  of  throwing  the  wriiole  kingdom 
into  the  moat  violent  consterpiation.  When  the  fears  of  the  people  were  ovw,  Nash  p«b- 
lished  a  droll  account  of  their  opinions  and  apprehensions  while  this  formidable  pheno- 
menon was  impending;  and  Ek^erton  a  ballad-maker,  and  Tarleton  the  comedian,  j<wied 
indielaughr  Thiswasthebest  way  of  confuting  the  impertinendes  of  the  science  of  the 
Stan.  True  knowledge  must  have  been  b^pmung  to  dawn,  when  these  profound  fooleries 
became  the  objects  of  wit  apd  ridicule '^ 

The  queuing  of  the  first  Satire  of  the  third  book,  whkh  is  a  contrast  of  andent  parsinMiii^ 
with  modern  luxury,  is  so  witty,  so  elegant,  and  so  poetical  an  enlargement  of  a  i 
passage  in  Juvenal,  that  the  reader  will  pardon  anotho'  long  quotation. 


So  Dekker,  Gob  Home  Booke,  p.  26 :  **  At  your  twelue  penny  ordinarie,  yon  may  gine  any  tintice 
of  the  peace,  or  yotmg  knight,  iC  he  sit  but  one  degree  towardt  the  equinoctiall  of  the  tahaellar,  leaae  to 
pay  for  the  wine,  &c.''  See  mors  illostrattont,  in  Reed*^  Old  Playt,  edit  1780,  vol.  iii.  885.  In  Panroeii 
Springet  for  Woodoocket,  1613,  a  goett  complaint  of  the  iadigoity  of  being  d^raded  belpw  the  salt 
Iib.a.E^gr.188; 

And  tweart  that  he  below  the  talt  wat  sett. 

•*  B.  ii.  6,  f.  38. 

t  Set  Nath't  Apology  of  Peert  Pennil^,  &c    Load.  1593,  4U>.  f.  1 1. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LIFE  OF  HALL.  330 

Tine  WMy  «ad  tlist  WM  term'id  tke  time  of  gijdy 

When  world  and  time  were  yonng,  that  now  are  old : 

When  quiet  Satume  swayM  the  mace  of  lead, 

And  pride  was  yet  nnborne,  and  yet  unbred. 

iWe  was,  that  whiles  the  antnmne>fi^  did  las^ 

Our  hungrie  tires  gap'd  for  the  fidling  mast 

Could  no  unfansked  akone  leane  the  tree. 

But  there  was  challenge  made  whose  it  might  be.  ' 

And  if  some  nice  and  hqoorons  appetita 

Desir'd  more  daintie  ^rii  of  rare  ddite. 

They  scafd  the  stored  crab  with  clasped  knee, 

T!B  they  had  sated  their  defidoos  ee. 

Or  search>d  the  bopeftdl  thicks  of  hedgy^rows. 

For  brierie  berries,  hawes,  or  sowrer  sloes : 

Or  when  they  meant  to  Ikre  the  fin'st  of  an. 

They  Bck'd  oake-leanes  besprint  with  hooy-MI. 

As  fvr  the  thrise  three-angled  beech-nut  shell. 

Or  chesnut's  armed  huske,  and  hid  kernel!, 

Mor  squire  durst  touch,  the  lawe  would  not  ailbrd. 

Kept  for  the  court,  and  for  the  king's  owne  board. 

Their  royaU  plate  was  clay,  or  wood,  or  stone. 

The  Tttlgar,  saae  his  hand,  else  he  had  none. 

nieir  oi&e  cellar  was  the  neighbour  brooke, 

None  did  for  better  care,  for  better  looke. 

Was  then  no  'plaining  of  the  bMwer's  seape**. 

Nor  fttedie  Tmtner  mix*d  the  striined  grape. 

The  king's  paTilion  was  the  grusie  green, 

Vnder  safe  shelter  of  the  shadie  treen.— — 

Bot  when,  by  Ceres'  hoswifirie  and  piune. 

Men  kam'd  to  burie  the  reuiuing  gratne, 

I&d  foxier  Janus  taught  the  new-found  Tine 

Base  on  the  ehne^  with  manie  a  friendly  twine: 

And  base  desire  bade  men  to  dduen  lowe 

For  needlesse  metalls,  then  gmi  mischief  growe : 

Then  ferewell,  feyrest  age !  5&c«— — 

Et  Ibtn,  m  the  prosecatkm  of  a  sort  of  poetical  pfaOosopliy,  which  prefen  cbilimi  to 
wigc  hit,  wishes  for  the  nakedness  or  the  Airs  of  oor  simple  ancestors,  in  comparison  of 
the  fiortastic  fopperies  of  the  exotic  iqiparel  of  Us  own  age. 

They  naked  went,  or  clad  hi  mder  hide. 

Or  homespun  russet  void  of  fovame  pride. 

But  thou  canst  maske  in  garish  gawderie^ 

To  suite  a  fool's  fop-fetched  lioerie. 

AFrendie  head  joyn'd  to  ne^e  haHan, 

Thy  thighs  lirom  Germaaie^  and  breast  Horn  Spaint 

An  Englishman  in  none,  a  foole  In  all,  / 

Many  in  oae^  and  one  in  seuerall^'* 

One  of  die  vanities  of  the  age  of  Elisabeth  was  the  erection  of  monuments,  equally 
cQst^aBd  cvBbeiaoi&e,  chaiiged  wiA  a  waste  of  capridons  decoratioas,  and  kiaded  with 
mftiinofaB  and  diqiroportionate  sculpture.    They  succeeded  to  the  ridi  solemnity  of  die 


2Cherti.  wB.ilLl,f.45. 
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gothic  ahrine,  which  yet,  amid  the  proftisioD  of  enbettishmeot^  presenred  aniform  prin- 
ciples of  architecture. 

In  the  second  Satire,  our  author  moralizes  on  these  empty  memorials,  which  were  alike 
allotted  to  illustrious  or  infamous  characters. 

Some  stately  tombe  be  builds,  Egyptian-wise, 
Rex  Regum  writteo  OD  the  psmunis: 
Whereas  great  Arthor  lies  in  ruder  oke. 
That  nener  felt  aught  but  the  feller's  stroke  ^» 
Small  honour  can  be  got  with  gaudie  graue, 
A  rotten  name  from  death  it  cannot  saue. 
The  fairer  tombe,  the  fowler  is  thy  name, 
The  greater  pompe  procvring  greater  shame* 
Thy  noDument  ihake  thou  thy  living  deed^ 
No  other  tomb  than  that  true  virtue  needs  * 
What,  had  he  nought  whereby  he  might  be  knowne^ 
But  costly  pilements  of  some  curious  stone  ? 
The  matter  nature's,  and  the  workman*s  frame 
His  purse's  cost: — ^wbere  then  is  Osmond's  name } 
Deservedst  thou  fll  ?  well  were  thy  name  and  thee, 
.Wert  thou  uidttcbed  in  great  secrecie ; 
Whereas  no  passengers  might  curse  thy  dust,  &c  *\ 

The  third  is  the  description  of  a  citizen's  &ast,  to  which  he  was  hiTi|ted« 
With  hoUow  words,  and  oueriy*^  request 

But  the  great  profusion  of  the  entertainment  was  not  the  effect  of  liberality,  bat  a 
bint  that  no  second  mritation  must  be  expected.  The  effort  was  too  great  to  be  re- 
peated.   The  guest  who  dined  at  this  table  of^en,  had  only  a  single  dish^'. 

The  fourth  is  an  arraignment  of  ostentatious  piety,  and  of  those  who  strove  to  push 
themselves  into  notice  and  esteem  by  petty  pretensions.  The  illustrations  are  h^y 
humorous. 

Who  euer  giues  a  paire  of  velvet  shoes 
To  th*  holy  rood  ",  or  liberally  allowes 
But  a  ne#  rope  to  ring  the  curfew  bell  ? 
But  he  desires  that  his  great  deed  may  dwell. 
Or  grauen  in  the  chancell-window  glasse, 
^  Or  in  the  lasting  tombe  of  plated  brasser 

The  same  afiectation  appeared  in  dress. 

Nor  can  good  Myron  weare  on  his  left  hond^ 
A  signet  ring  of  BristoUdiamond  i 


**  He  alludes  to  the  discovery  of  king  Arthor's  body  in  Glastonbury  Abbey.  Lately,  in  digging  up  a 
barrow  or  tumulus  on  the  downs  near  Dorchester,  the  body^  of  a  Danish  chief,  as  it  seeiaed,  was  tend 
in  the  hoUow  trunk  of  a  huge  oak  for  a  coffin. 

»•  B.  iii.  2.  f.  50.  **  Slight;  shallow.  "  B.  iii.  3.  f.  52. 

^  In  a  gallery  over  the  screen,  at  entering  the  choir,  was  a  large  crucifix,  or  rood,  with  the 
images  of  the  holy  Virgm  and  sahit  John.  Thevehet  shoes  were  for  the  feet  of  Chtnt-  on-tlie  cross;  tr 
of  one  of  the  attendant  figures.  A  rich  lady  sometimes  bequeathed  her  wedding-gown,  with  necklaoe 
and  ear-ringsy  to  dress  up  the  Virgin  Mary.    'Riii  place  was  called-  the  rood-loft. 
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But  he  mutt  cut  hii  glone  to  show  his  pride, 

That  his  trim  jewel  might  be  better  spied : 

Aiid»  that  men  might  some  burgesae  *^  him  repute. 

With  sattio  sleeves  hath  ^  grac*d  his  sacke-cloth  suit*^ 

'file  ^ftfa  is  a  droll  portrait  of  the  distress  of  a  hatie  courtier^  or  fine  gentleman, 
whose  periwinkle,  or  peruke,  was  suddenly  blown  off  by  a  boisterous  puff  of  wind  while 
he  was  making  his  bows  ^. 

He  lights,  and  mns  and  qnicklie  hath  him  qwd 
To  ouertake  his  ouer-numing  head^  fce. 

These  are  our  satirist's  reflections  on  this  disgraceful  accident. 

Fie  on  all  conrtesie^  and  unnily  wtodes,  ' 

Two  only  foes  ^t  fairQ  disgnisement  findes  I 

Strange  curK,  but  fit  lor  such  a  fickle  age, 

When  scabies  are  sobjeot  to  sneh  vassalage  !— 

Is 't  not  sweet  pride,  when  men  their  crownes  must  shade 

With  that  which  jerkes  the  hams  of  evetie  jade*' ! 

In  the  next,  is  the  figure  of  a  famished  gallant,  or  beau,  which  is  much  better  drawn 
than  in  any  of  the  comedies  of  those  times.  His  hand  is  perpetually  on  the  hUt  of  his 
rapier.  He  picks  his  teeth,  but  has  dined  with  duke  Hum|rf»y^.  He  professes  to  keep 
a  plentiful  and  open  house  for  every  $traggling  cavaliere,  where  the  dinners  are  long 
aod  enlivened  widi  music,  and  where  many  a  gay  youth,  with  a  high-plumed  hat,  chooses 
to  dine,  much  rather  than  to  pay  his  shilling.    He  is  so  emaciated  for  want  of  eating, 


**  Some  rich  citizen.  ««  That  is,  ft«  hath,  fcc.  **  B.  iii.  4.  f.  55. 

**  In  a  set  of  articles  of  inquiry  sent  to  a  college  in  Oxford,  about  the  year  1676,  by  the  visitor  bishop 
Morley,  Uie  commissary  is  ordered  diligently  to  remark,  and  report,  whether  any  of  the  senior  fellows 
vote  periwigt.  I  will  not  suppose  that  bobwigs  are  here  intended.  But  afler  such  a  proscription,  who 
oodld  iin«gyn*»^  that  the  bushy  grizzle-wig  should  ever  have  been  adopted  as  a  badge  of  gravity  ?  So 
(Tbitrsry'are  ideas  of  dignity  or  levity  in  dressl  There  is  an  Epigram  in  Harrington,  written  perhaps 
about  1600,  Of  Gallia's  goodly  Periwigge.  B.  i.  66.  This  was  undoubtedly  false  hair.  In  Hayman's 
<2aod]ibels  or  Epigrams,  printed  16S8,  there  is  ofM  To  a  Periwiggian.  B.  i.  65.  p.  10.  Again,  7'o  a 
certsiae  Periwiggian.  B.  iL  9.  p.  81.    Our  author  mentions  a  periwig  again,  B.  v.  2.  f.  63. 

y  A  golden  periwigg  on  a  blackmoor's  brow. 

•»  B.  ui.  5.  t  57. 

**  That  is,  be  has  walked  all  day  in  Saint  Ptuil's  church  without  a  dinner.  In  the  body  of  old  Saint 
Idol's  was  a  huge  and  oonspicoons  mboumeut  of  sir  John  Beaochamp,  buried  in  1358,  son  of  Guy,  and 
brother  of  Thomas,  earis  of  Warwick.  This,  by  a  vulgar  mistake,  was  at  length  called  the  tomb  of 
Hoiaphry  duke  of  Gloucester,  who  was  realty  buried  at  Saint  Alban's,  where  his  magnificent  shrine  now 
veotios.  The  middle  aisle  of  Saint  PauPs  is  called  tbe  Duket  Galiery,  in  a  chapter  of  the  Ouls  Home 
Booke,  *<  bow  a  gallant  should  behaoe  himself  hi  Powles  Walkes.*'  Ch.  iiii  p.  17.  Of  the  humours  of  this 
fiumis  ambnktory,  the  general  rendezvous  of  lawyers  and  their  clients,  pickpockets,  cheats,  bucks, 
pimps,  wholes,  poets,  playen,  and  many  others  who  either  for  idleness  or  busines  found  it  convenient  to 
frequent  tbe  mort  fiuhboable  crowd  in  London,  a  more  particular  description  may  be  seen  Sn  Dekker^ 
I)nd  Tense,  or  Westmivtera  Oomplaiut  for  long  Vacations  and  short  Termes,  under  the  chapter, 
PftvlaS^lasGonpUmt.    Signat.  D.  3.  Lond.  for  ohn  Hbdgetts,  1608,  4to.  Bl.  Lett. 
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that  bis  sword-belt  hangs  loose  over  liis  Mp,  the  effect  of  hunger  and  Awry  ir&n.    Yet  he 

is  dressed  in  the  height  of  .the  fiishion. 

All  trapped  m  tbe  new-ibiiiid  brauerie. 

He  pretends  to  have  been  at  the  conquest  of  Cales,  where  the  nmis  worked  his  bonnet. 
Kb  hair  stands  upright  in  the  French  style,  with  one  long  lock  hanging  low  on  h» 
shoulders,  which,  the  satirist  adds,  puts  us  m  mind  of  a  natkfe  ecrdf  the  truly  English 
rope,  .whidi  he  probably  will  one  day  wear. 

Hts  lioen  collar  bfaynolhiaii  set, 

Whose  tbovsand  double  tarmngs  nener  met : 

His  sleeves  half-hid  with  elbow-pmioDtngs 

As  if  he  meant  to  fly  with  linen  wings  "• 

Bat  when  I  looke,  and  cast  mine  eyes  below. 

What  monster  meets  mine  eyes  in  hnman  show  ? 

So  slender  want,  with  soch  an  abbot's  loyne, 

Did  neuer  sober  nature  sure  conjojrne  1 

lik'st  a  strawe  scare-crow  in  the  new-sowne  field, 

Rear'd  on  some  sticke  the  tender  come  to  shield '^ 

In  the  prologue  to  this  book,  our  author  strives  to  obviate  the  objections  of  certain 
critics  who  falsely  and  foolishly  thought  h'ls  Satires  too  perspicuous.  Nothing  could  be 
more  absurd  than  the  notion,  that  because  Persius  is  obscure,  therefiure  obscurky  must  be 
necessaiily  one  of  the  qualities  of  satire,  If  Persius,  under  the  severities  of  a  pro8crip« 
tive  and  sanguinary  government,  was  often  o|>liged  to  conceal  his  meaning,  this  >va9  not 
the  case  of  Hall.  But  the  darkness  and  diffioilties  of  Persius  arise  ill  great  measure  from 
his  own  affectation  and  false  taste.  He  would  have  been  enigmatical  under  the  mildest 
government  To  be  unintelligible  can  never  naturally  or  properly  belong  to  any  species 
of  writing.  Hall  of  himself  is  certainly  obscure :  yet  be  oires  some  of  his  obscurity  to  an 
imitation  of  this  ideal  excellence  of  the  Roman  satirists. 

The  fourth  book  breathes  a  stronger  spirit  of  indignation,  and  ab6unds  with  applica- 
tions of  Juvenal  to  modem  manners,  yet  with  the  appearance  of  ori^nal  and  unborrowed 

satire. 

The  first  is  miscelhmeous  and  excursive,  but  the  subjecb  often  lead  to  an  unbecoming 
licentiousness  of  language  and  images.  In  the  following  nervous  lines,  he  has  cau^t  and 
finely  heightened  the  force  and  manner  of  bis  master. 

Who  list,  excuse,  when  chaster  dames  can  hire 
Some  snout-fair  stripling  to  their  a,pf\e  squire  ^, 


«*  Bamaby  Rich  in  his  Irish  Hubbub,  printed  1617,  thus  describes  four  gallanU  coming  from  an  ordi- 
nary.   «  The  third  wis  in  a  yellow-starched  band,  that  made  him  looke  as  if  he  had  been  troubled  with 
the  yellow  iauodis.— They  were  all  four  in  white  bootes  and  gylt  sporres,  Stc*"  Loud.  1617,  Mo»  p.  36. 
»  B.  ill.  7.  f.  62. 

"  Some  fair-faced  stripling  to  be  their  page.    Maralon  has  this  epithet,  Sc  ViUaa.  B.  i.  d. 
Had  I  some  snout-foire  brats,  they  should  indure 
The  newly-found  Castilion  calenture. 
Before  some  pedant.  Sec. 
In  Satires  and  Epigrams,  called  The  Letting  of  Humors  Blood  ia  the  Head-Vayne,  1600,  we  ha«e 
*^  fonie  pippin-squirw."    Epigr.  33. 
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l¥honi  staked  vp,  like  to  tome  stallion  steed, 
The3r  keep  with  eggi  and  oysters  for  the  breed. 
O  Lucinel  barreo  Caia  hath  an  beir» 
After  ber  busbaod's  dozen  years  despair: 
And  now  the  bribed  midwife  sweares  apace, 
The  bastard  babe  doth  beare  his  Mher*t  fiuse. 

He  thus  eoimncet  the  value  of  certain  novelties,  by  declaring  them  to  be, 

Worth  little  less  than  landing  of  a  whale, 
Or  Gades  spoils '',  or  a  churl's  funcrale. 

The  allusion  is  to  Spenser's  Talus  in  the  following  couplet : 

Gird  but  the  cynicke's  helmet  on  his  head, 
Cares  he  for  Tains,  or  his  flayle  of  leade  } 

He  adds,  that  the  guilty  person^  when  marked,  destroys  all  distinction,  like  the  cuttle- 
fish concealed  in  his  o^  blackness. 

Long  as  the  craftie  cattle  lieth  sure, 
In  the  blacke  cloud  of  his  thicke  vomiture; 
Who  list,  complaine  of  wronged  faith  or  famei 
When  he  may  shift  it  to  another'a  nam^ 

He  thus  describes  the  efiect  of  his  satire,  and  the  enjoyment  of  his  own  success  in  this 
species  of  poetry. 

Now  see  I  fire-flakes  sparkle  from  hit  eyes. 

Like  to  a  comet's  tayle  in  th'  angrie  skies; 

His  powting  cheeks  puft  vp  aboue  his  brow. 

Like  a  swohie  toad  tooch'd  with  the  spider's  blow; 

His  mouth  shrinks  sida-ways  like  a  scornful  playse", 

TV>  take  his  tired  ear's  ingratefiil  place.— —   . 

Nowe  laugh  I  loud,  and  breake  my  splene  to  see^ 

This  pleasing  pastime  of  my  poesie : 

Much  better  than  a  Pnris-garden  beare'*. 

Or  prating  poppet  on  a  theater. 

Or  Mimo's  whistling  to  his  tabouret  ^, 

Sdlittg  a  laughter  Ibr  a  cold  meal's  meat 


^  Cadiz  was  newly  taken. 

''  A  fiah.  Jonson  says,  in  The  SiJent  Woman,  "  of  a  fool,  that  would  sUnd  thus,  with  a  playse 
month,  &€."    A.  i.  S.  ii.    See  more  instances  in  Old  Plays,  voL  iiL  p.  395,  edit  178a 

^  •*  Then  led  they  cosin  (the  gull)  to  the  gase  of  an  enterlnde,  or  the  beare-bayting  of  Paris iSarden, 
or  some  other  place  of  thieving."  A  Manifest  Detectioo  qf  the  moti  wjfU  and  deieOohU  me  qf  Dice  Play, 
fcc.  No  date,  Bl.  Lett.  Signat  D.  ilii.  Abraham  Vele,  the  printer  of  this  piece,  lived  before  the  year 
1548.  Again,  ibid.  **  Some  ii  or  iii  (pickpockets)  hath  Paules  church  on  charge,  other  hath  West- 
minster hawle  in  terme  time,  diuerse  Chepesyde  with  the  flesh  and  ftshe  shambles,  some  the  Bproiigh 
and  beare-bayting,  some  the  court,  &c."    Paris  Garden  was  in  the  Borough. 

^  Piping  or  fiflag  to  a  tabour.    I  believe  Kempe  is  here  ridiculed.       ' 
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It  is  in  Jiivenal's  style  to  make  illiistnitioiis  satirical.  Tbey  are  here  yeiy  artfiiUy  and 
iog^eniously  introduced'^. 

The  second  is  the  character  of  an  old  country  'squire,  who  starves  himself,  to  breed  his 
son  a  lawyer  and  a  gentleman.  It  a|)pears,  that  the  vanity  or  luxury  of  purchasmg 
dainties  at  an  exorbitant  price  began  early. 

Let  sweet-ioouthM  Mareia  bid  ivbat  crowns  she  please, 

For  half-red  cherries,  or  greene  garden  pease. 

Or  the  first  artichoak  of  all  the  yeare, 

To  make  so  lavish  cost  for  little  cheare. 

When  LoUio  feasteth  in  his  reTelling  fit. 

Some  starved  pallen  scoures  the  rusted  spit: 

For  els  how  should  his  suo  mahitaintd  be 

At  inns  of  court  or  of  the  chancery,  &c. 

The  tenants  wonder  at  their  landlord*s  son. 

And  blesse  them  '^  at  so  sudden  coming  on ! 

More  than  who  gives  his  pence  to  view  some  tricke 

Of  strange  Moroc'^'s  dumbe  arithmeticke  ", 

Or  the  young  elephant,  oe  two-tayFd  steere^ 

Or  the  ridg*d  camel,  or  the  fiddling  fteere  '*. 

Fools  they  may  feede  on  words,  and  liue  on  ayre  *', 

That  climbe  to  honour  by  the  pulpit's  stayre  ; 

St  senen  yearea  pining  in  an  anchor^s  chejnre", 

To  win  some  patched  shreds  of  minivere  **  I 

He  predicts,  with  no  small  sagacity,  that  LoUio's  son's  dbtant  posterity  will  rack  their 
rents  to  a  treble  proportion. 

And  hedge  in  aU  their  neighboun  common  lands. 

Enclosures  of  waste  lands  were  among  the  great  and  national  grievances  of  our  authors 


^  B.  iv.  1.  f.  7.  "  Themselves. 

**  Bankesi  borM  called  Morocco.   -Sec  Steeveas's  note;  Shaksp.  ii.  898. 

'*  Shewes  of  those  times.    He  says,  in  this  Satire, 

*GiB  poi  thy  gaite 

Untill  the  evening  owl,  or  bloody  bat  | 
Neuer  untUl  the  lamps  of  Plsui^s  been  light : 
And  niggard  lanterns,  shade  thei  moon-shine  night. 

The  lamps  about  Saint  Panl's  were  at  this  time  the  only  regular  night-illaminations  of  London.  But 
in  an  old  collection  of  jests,  soma  bucks  coming  drunk-ftom  «  tavera,  andipeelnqrtfaroofli  the  city, 
amused  themselves  in  pulling  down  the  lanterns,  which  hang  before  the  doors  of  the  bouses.  A  grave 
citizen  unexpectedly  came  out  and  seized  one  of  them,  who  said  in  defence,  *<  I  am  only  snuffing  your 
candle."  Jests  to  make  you  Merie.  Written  by  T«  D.  and  George  Wilkins.  Lond.  1607,  4toL  p.  6. 
Jest.  17.         % 

»  The  hiw  is  the  only  way  to  riches.    Fools  only  will  seek  prefennenft  in  the  churchy  &c. 

"  In  the  chair  of  aaanoboret. 

•»  The  hood  of  a  moiter  of  arts  in  the  universities.  B.  iv.  2.  f.  19.    He  adds  r 

And  seuen  more,  plod  at  a  patron's  tayle, 
To  get  some  gilded  chapel's  cbeapor  sayle. 

I  believe  the  true  reading  is  gelded  cliapel.  A  benefice  robbed  of  its  tythes,  &c.  Sayle  is  sale.  S6  ia 
The  Return  firom  Paniastns,  A.  iii,  S.  1 :    «■  He  hath  a  proper  geUUd  panonagei" 
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age^.    It  may  be  presumed,  that  tlie  practice  was  then  carried  on  with  the  most  arbi- 
trary spirit  of  Digression  and  monopoly. 

The  third  is  on  the  pride  of  pedigree.  The  introduction  is  from  jovcofd's  eiglitli 
satire ;  and  the  substitution  of  the  memoriab  of  English  ancestry,  such  as  were  then 
fashionable^  in  the  place  of  Juventd's  parade  of  family  statues  without  arms  or  ears,  is  re- 
narkably  happy.  But  the  humour  is  half  lost,  unless  by  reeoMecting  the  Roman  origmal, 
the  reader  potxtves  the  unexpected  paraM.  r 

Or  can  tome  old  cKOTcb-wiiidowe  to  record 

Thevgeof  thy  fiur  armes. 

Or  find  tome  figures  half  obliterate, 

In  r^o-beat  marble  neare  to  the  church-gate, 

Upon  a  crotse-legg'd  tombe.    What  boots  it  thee, 

To  shewe  the  rusted  bookie  that  did  tie 

The  i^aiter  of  thy  greatest  grandure's  knee  \ 

What,  to  lesciwe  their  relicks  many  yearse, 

Their  siiuer  spun,  or  spilt  of  broken  tpeares  ? 

Or  cite  old  Ocland*s  verse  *^,  how  they  did  wield 

The  wars  in  Turwhi  or  in  Tumey  field  ^ 
\ 
Afterwards,  some  adventurers  for  raising  a  fortune  are  introduced.    One  trades  to 
Guiana  for  gold.    Thb  is  a  glance  at  sir  Walter  Rawleigh's  expedition  to  that  country. 
Anutfaer,  with  more  success,  seeks  it  in  the  philosopher's  stone. 

When  half  his  lands  are  spent  fn  golden  smoke. 
And  now  his  second  hopeftill  glasse  is  broke. 
But  yet,  if  haply  his  third  fbmace  hold, 
Devoteth  all  his  pots  and  pans  to  gold. 

Some  well-known  classical  passages  are  thus  faaj^fly  rotted,  modernised,  and  accommo- 
'  to  his  general  purpose. 

Was  nener  Ibxe  but  wUy  cnbs  begets ; 
The  bear  his  fiercenesse  to  bis  brood  betett : 
Nor  fear(uU  hare  fUb  from  the  lyon*s  seed. 
Nor  eagle  wont  the  tender  done  to  bieed. 
Crete  euer  wont  the  cyprease  sad  to  bear, 
Acheron's  banks  the  palish  popelar : 
The  palm  doth  rifely  rise  in  Jury  fidd*% 
And  Alfdiens'  wateis  nought  hot  olioe  yield : 
Asopos  breeds  big  kuUrusb^  alone. 
Meander  heath  \  peaches  by  Nilus  growne: 


**  Without  atteading  to  this  eireumstauce,  we  miss  the  meaning  and   humour  of  the  following 

fiKS.B.T.1. 

Pardon,  ye  gtowhig  earss !  needes  will  it  out, 
Thongh  bnuEen  walls  compassed  my  teogoe  about. 
As  thick  as  wealthy  Scrobio^  quickset  rowes 
In  the  aride  common  that  he  did  enclose. 

<3Rat  part  of  the  third  Satire  of  the  same  book  turns  on  this  idea, 
**  See  sQpr.  ToU  iii.  p.  ^4^  ^  In  Judea. 
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An  English  wolfe,  an  Irish  toad  to  see» 
Were  as  a  chaste  man  narsM  in  Italy  *^, 

In  the  fourth,  these  diversions  of  a  delicate  youth  of  fashion  and  refined  manners  are 
mentioned,  as  opposed  to  tiie  rougher  employments  of  a  military  life. 

GalUo  may  pull  me  roses  ere  they  fall, 
Or  in  his  net  entrap  the  temustell ; 
Or  tend  his  spar-hawke  mantling  in  h^r  metre. 
Or  yelping  heagles  busy  heeles  pursue: 
Or  watch  a  sinking  corke  vpon  the  shore", 
Or  halter  finches  through  a  privy  doore**. 
Or  list  he  spend  the  time  in  qportful  game,  &c. 
He  adds, 

Seest  thou  the  rose-leaues  fall  ungatbered } 
Then  hye  thee,  wanton  Gallio^  to  wed.-^ 
Hye  thee,  and  giue  the  world  yet  one  dwarfe  more, 
Svch  as  it  got,  when  thou  thyself  was  bore. 

In  the  contrast  between  the  martial  and  efieminate  life,  which  mdudes  a  general  ridi- 
cule of  the  foolish  passion,  which  now  pi^vailed,  of  making  it  a  part  of  the  education  of 
our  youth  tb  bear  arms  in  the  wars  of  the  Netherlands,  are  some  of  HaU's  most  ^irited 
and  nervous  ver^. 

If  Martins  in  boisterous  buffis  be  drest. 
Branded  with  iron  plates  upon  the  bieasty 
And  pointed  on  the  shpulders  for  the  nonce**. 
As  new  oome  from  the  Belgian-garrisons ; 
What  should  thou  need  to  eony  aught  at  that. 
When  as  thou  smellest  like  a  ciuet-cat  ? 
When  as  thine  oylfd  kxsks  amooth-pl^ted  fail, 
Shming  like  varnish*d  pictures  on  a  wall  ? 
•When  a  plum'd  fanne  *^  may  shade  thy  chalked  "  face, 
And  lawny  strips  thy  naked  bosom  grace  ? 
Jf  brabbling  Mak^fray,  at  each  fo!r  and  *size  **, 
Picks  quarrels  for  to  shew  his  valiantize, 
teaigfat  pressed  fbr  an  hvngry  Switzer's  pay 
To  thrust  his  fist  to  each  part  of  the  pray  } 
And  piping  hot,  poffii  toward  the  pointed  *'  plaine. 
With  a  broad  scot  ^,  or  proking  spit  of  Spaine : 
Or  hoyseth  sayle  up  to  a  forrainc  shore, 
.  That  he  may  line  a  lawlesse  conquerour**. 
If  some  such  desperate  huckster  should  derise 
To  rowze  thme  bare's-heart  from  her  oowardioe. 
As  idle  children**,  striring  to  exoell  . 
In  blowing  bladderB  from  an  empty  shelL 


•«  B.  W.  3.  f.  86.  •'  Angle  for  fish. 

»  A  pit-foil.    A  trap-cage.  *'  With  tags,  or  shonUer-knots. 

.    «o  p^ns  of  feathers  were  now  common.     Sec  Harrington's  Epigr.  i.  70.     And  Steerens^  Shak- 
speare,  i.  p.  873. 
'  *^  Painted.  *  Assise.  ^*  Foil  of  pikes. 

**  A  Scotch  brottd  sword*       *^  Turn  pirate.  ^  It  will  be  like,  dec. 
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Ob,  HervuleSy  how  like  *'  to  prove  a  man. 

That  all  ao  rath  ^  hb  warlike  life  began ! 

Thy  mother  could  for  thee  thy  cradle  let 

Her  buflband'a  rusty  mn  coneletj 

Whose  jai^^ing  sound  might  rock  her  babe  to  rest. 

That  neuer  plain'd  of  his  vneasy  nest: 

There  did  he  dreame  of  dreary  wars  at  hand. 

And  woke,  and  fought,  and  won,  ere  he  could  stand  **. 

Bnt  who  bath  seene  the  lamba  of  Tarenthie^ 

Must  gnesse  what  Oallb  hb  manneit  beene ; 

All  soft,  as  is  the  fidling  thistle-downe. 

Soft  as  the  fumy  ball  *^,  or  Monrioii*s  crowne  >^. 

Now  Gallic  gins  thy  youthly  heat  to  raigne. 

In  every  vigorous  limb,  and  swelling  vaine : 

Time  bids  thee  raise  thine  headstrong  thoughts  oo  high 

To  Taloor,  and  adventutMis  chivalry. 

Pawne  thou  no  gloue  ^^  for  challenge  of  the  deede,  a&c  **' 

The  fifth,  the  most  obscure  of  any,  exhibits  the  extreoies  of  piocUgility  and  aYarice,  and 
aflbrds  the  first  instance  I  remember  to  have  seen,  of  nominal  initials  with  dashes.  Yet  in 
his  postscript,  he  professes  to  have  avoided  all  personal  applications  *^\ 

In  the  sixth,  from  Juvenal's  position  that  every  man  is  naturally  discontented,  and 
wishes  to  change  his  proper  condition  and  character,  he  ingeniously  takes  occasion  to 
expooe  some  of  the  new  ftshions  and  aftctations. 

Out  from  the  Oades  to  the  easiera  mome^ 
Not  one  but  holds  his  native  state  forlome> 
When  comely  striplings  wish  it  were  their  chancs^ 
For  Cenis'  distaffe  to  eichange  their  lance ; 


^  Likdy.  »•  Eariy. 

*9  O  Hercules,  a  boy  so  delicately  reared  must  certamly  prove  a  hero !  You,  Hercules,  .wac  nurMd  m 
yoor  £stber's  shield  for  a  cradle,  Sbc.    But  the  tender  Gallio,  5&c. 

'~  AbaUofpeifume. 

'<"  Monfonisthefool^aplay. 

>■*  He  says  with  a  sneer,  "JDd  ml  ^  wtM  <ike  cftaroelcr  ^  a  MAIisr.  Bt  noi  amUnied  otdy  to  Oom 
ftm  cQMrof e  ta  Hl^,    Bui  tmUr  mio  r§al  fsrpiof,  ^c." 

*^'  B.  iv.  4.  In  a  coupletof  this  Satiie,  he  alludes  to  the  Sehola  Salemitana,  an  old  medical  system 
in  rhymiQg  vene,  which  chiefly  describes  the  qualities  of  diet. 

Tho  nener  hane  I  Saleme  rimes  profest. 
To  be  some  lady's  trencher-critick  guest. 

There  is  much  humonr  in  treneher'criM.  Gollmgbom,  mentioned  in  the  beginning  of  this  Slhtii^  is 
the  same  whose  Lsgend  is  in  The  Mhrrour  of  Magistrates,  and  who  was  hanged  for  a  distich  on  Gatesby, 
Ratdifl^  lord  Lovel,  and  Hog  Richard  the  Third,  about  the  year  1484.  See  Mirr.  Mag.  p.  455,  ^it« 
1 610,  4to.    Our  author  says. 

Or  lucklesse  CbMiagbonnie  feeding  of  the  ctowes; 

That  is,  be  was  food  for  the  crows  when  on  the  gallows.    At  the  end,  is  the  first  use  I  have  seen,  of  a 
witty  apothegmatical  comparison,  of  a  liWduioas  old  man. 


The  maidens  moeke,  and  caU  hhn  withered  leeke^ 
That  with  a  greeoe  tayle  has  an  hoary  head. 

*^  B.  IT.  a    O^ybist,  here,  med,  means  a  not  or  tas-gatherer.    KtxxvjSipK,  nnnamnlarios. 
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And  weara  ciirl'd  periwigs,  and  chalk  thcar  faee,        . 
And  still  are  poring^  on  tbeir  pocket^glasse; 
Tyr'd  *^  with  pinnM  rufft,  and  fans,  and  partlet  strips. 
And  httsk^  and  rerdingales  about  their  hips : 
And  tread  on  corked  stilts  a  prisoners  pace. 

Beside  what  is  here  said,  we  have  before  seen,  that  perakes  were  now  among  the 
povelties  in  dress.  From  what  follows  it  appears  that  coaches  were  now  in  common 
use*'^. 

b  't  not  a  shame,  to  see  each  homely  groome 

Sit  perched  in  an  idle  chariot-roome  ? 

The  rustic  wishing  to  turn  soldier,  is  pictured  in  these  lively  and  poetical  colours. 


'^  Attired,  dressed,  adorned. 

'  '**  Of  the  rapid  increase  of  the  nnmlier  of  coaches,  but  more  particularly  of  hackney-coaches,  we 
have  k  cnrious  proof  in  Afileasant  Dispute  betweei)  Coach  and  Sedan,  Lond.  1636,  4ta  **  The  most 
eminent  places  for  stoppage  are  Pawles-gate  into  Cheapside,  Ludgate,  and  Ludgate  Hill,  especially  when 
the  play  is  done  at  the  Friers:  then  Hotborne  Conduit,  and  Holbome  Bridge,  is  villanously  pestered 
with  them.  Hosier  tane,  Smithfield,  and  Cow  Lane,  sending  all  about  their  new  or  old  mended  coaches. 
Then  about  the  Stockes,  and  Poultrie,  Temple  Barre,  Fetter  Lane,  and  Shoe  Lane  next  to  Fleet  Streete. 
But  to  see  their  .multitude,  either  when  there  is  a  masque  at  Whitehall,  or  a  lord  mayor's  feast,  or  a 
new  play  at  some  of  the  playhouses,  yon  would  admire  to  see  them  how  close  they  stand  together,  like 
mutton-pies  in  a  cook's  oven,  flee."  Signat  F.  Marston,  in  1598,  speaks  of  the  joulting  coach  of  a 
Messalina.  Sc.  Villan,  B.  i.  3.  And  in  Marrton's  Postscript  to  Pigmalion,  159B,  we  are  to  understand 
a  coach,  where  be  says, 

Run  as  sweet 

As  doth  a  tumbrell  through  the  paved  street 

In  Cynthia^  Rebels,  1600,  a  spendthrift  is  introduced,  who  among  other  polite  extravaganees,  is  **  able 
to  maintaiue  a  ladie  in  her  two  carroches  a  day."  A.  iv.  S.  ii.  However,  in  the  did  comedy  of  Ram- 
Alley,  or  Merry  Tricks,  first  printed  in  1611,  a  oncft  and  a  carodie  seem  different  vehicles.   A.  iv.  S.  iL 

In  horslitters,  [in]  coaches  or  caroacbes. 

Unless  the  poet  means  a  synonyme  for  ooocft. 

In  some  old  account  I  have  seen  of  qtieen  Elizabeth'^  progress  to  Cambridge,  in  1564,  it  is  said,  that 
lord  Leicester  went  in  A  coach,  because  he  had  kuri  kit  leg.  In  a  odUiedy;  so  late  as  the  reign  of 
Obarles  the  First,  among  many  studied  wonders  of  'fictitioMi  and^  hypertiolical  luxmhf ,  a  lover  |$r6mtses 
his  lady  that  she  shall  ride  in  a  coach  to  the  next  door.  Gartwright'tf  Love's  Oonvcrt,  A.  ii.  S.  ▼!.  Load. 
1651.  WoAs,  p.  125. 

Thou  Shalt 

Take  coach  to  the  next  door,  and  as  it  were 

An  expedition  not  a  visit,  be 

Bonnd  for  an  house  not  ten  strides  off,  still  caiary*d 

Aloof  in  indignation  of  the  earth* 

StowosjBays,  "  In  the  yeare  1564,  Guylliam  Boonen,  a  Dutchman,  became  the  queene*s  coachmanne, 
and  wflb  the  first  that  brought  the  vse  of  coaches  into  England.  And  after  a  while,  diners  greatladies, 
with  as  great  iealousie  of  the  queene's  displeasure,  made  them  coaches,  and  rid  in  them  vp  and  dowue 
the  countries  to  the  great  admiration  of  all  the  behonlders,  but  then  by  little  and  little  they  grew 
▼suall  among  the  nobilitie,  and  others  of  sort,  and  within  twenty  yeares  became  a  ^reat  trade  of  coach- 
making.  And  about  that  time  began  long  wagons  to  tiOnie  in  vsb,  socl^  asidw  ooU^lo  Xonddo,  firom 
Caunterbury,  Norwich,  Ipswich,  Olocester,  &c.  with  passengers  and  commodities.  Lastly,  enen  at  this 
time,  1605,  began  the  ordinary  vse  of  oaroaches.**    Edit.  fol«  1615,  p.  867,  col.  9t 

From  a  comparison  of  the  former  and  latter  part  of  the  context,  it  will  perhaps  appear  that  coa^s 
and  carottcket  were  the  same. ' 
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The  sturdy  ploaghman  doth  the  soldier  lee 
All  tcarfed  with  pied  ooloun  to  the  knee^ 
Whom  Indian  pillage  hath  made  fortunate ; 
And  nowe  he  gins  to  loathe  his  formeh'  state: 
Kowe  doth  he  inly  seorne  his  Kendid-greene  '^, 
And  his  patch*d  cockers  nowe  despised  beene : 
Nor  list  he  nowe  go  whistling  to  the  carre, 
fittt  tells  his  teeme,  and  settleth  to  the  warre. 
O  warre,  to  them  that  neuer  try'd  thee  sweete ! 
When  his  dead  mate  fails  groveling  at  his  feete: 
And  angry  bullets  whistlen  at  his  eare, 
And  his  dim  eyes  see  nought  but  death  and  dreare ! 

Another,  fired  with  the  flattering  idea  of  seeing  his  name  in  print,  abandons  bis  occo- 
pation,  and  turns  poet. 

Some  dnmken  rimer  thinks  hb  time  well  spent. 
If  he  can  line  to  see  his  name  in  print ; 
Who  when  he  ooce  is  fleshed  to  the  presses 
And  sees  his  handsell  have  such  fairs  succtsse, 
Sung  to  the  wheele,  and  s«mg  vnto  the  payle  '^, 
He  sends  forth  thraves  ><9  oY  ballads  to  the  sale  n^ 

Having  traced  various  scenes  of  dissads&ictioa,  and  the  desultory  pursuits  of  the 
world,  he  comes  home  to  himself,  and  condudes,  that  real  happinefs  is  only  to  be  found 
in  the  academic  life.  This  Was  a  natural  conclusion  from  one  who  had  experienced 
no  other  situation  "'• 


'"^  Thb  sort  of  stuff  is  mentioned  in  a  statute  of  Richard  the  Second,  an.  18.  A.  D.  1389. 

to*  By  the  knifi^-grinder  and  the  milk-maid. 

'^  A  thrave  of  straw  is  a  bundle  of  straw,  of  a  certain  quantity,  in  the  midland  eooftam* 

"^  These  lines  seem  to  be  levelled  at  William  Elderton,  a  celebrated  drunken  baUad-writer. .  SIdwe 
iays,  that  be  was  an  attorney  of  the  sheriff's  court  in  the  city  of  London  about  the  year  1570,  aii4 
quotes  some  vena  which  he  wrote  about  that  time,  on  the  erection  of  the  new  portico  with  images,  at 
Guildhall.  Sunr.  Lond.  edit  1599,  p.^17,  4ta  He  has  two  epitaphs  in  Cainden*s  Remains,  edit. 
1674,  p.  533,  seq.  Hervey  in  his  Four  letters,  printed  in  1592,  mentions  him  with  Greene.  <*  If 
[%»enser^]  Mother  Hubbard,  in  the  vaine  of  Chawcer,  happen  to  tell  one  Camcular  tale,  fiitber  Elder- 
ton  an^hU  son  Greene,  In  the  vaine  of  Skelton  or  Skoggin,  will  counterfeit  an  hundred  dogged  fa^es, 
libels,  3&c."  p.  7.  Nash,  in  his  Apology  of  Piers  Penoilesse,  says,  that  "  Tarleton  at  the  theater  made 
jests  of  him,  [Hervey]  and  W.  Elderton  consumed  his  ale-crammed  nose  to  nothing,  in  bear-baiting  him 
with  whole  bundles  of  ballads."  Signat.  E.  edit.  159!^,  4ca  And  Harvey,  ubi  supr.  p.  34.  I  have 
wen  Eldertoo's  Solace  in  Time  of  his  Sickness,  contsuning  sundrie  Sonnets  upon  many  pithie  Parables, 
entered  to  R.  Jones,  SepL  25,  1578.  Registr.  Station,  B.  f.  158.  a.  Also  A  Ballad  against  lifuTiage, 
by  William  Elderton,  Ballad-maker.  For  T.  Golwel(,  1575;  ISmo.  A  Ballad  on  the  Earthquake  by 
Elderton,  beginning  Shtake,  Quake,  Suake,  is  entered  to  R.  Jones,  April  85,  1579.  R^str.  Station.  B. 
f-  168.  a.  In  1561,  are  entered  to  H.  Syngleton,  Elderton's  Jestes  with  his  Mery  Toyes.  Registr. 
Sutioo.  A.  f.  74.  a.  Again,  in  1568,  Elderton's  PArrat  answered.  Ibid.  f.  84.  a.  Again,  a  poem  as 
1  mppoee,  in  1570,  Elderton's  ill  Fortune,  ibid.  f.  804.  a.  Harvey  sa3rs,  that  Elderton  and  Greene 
were  **  the  ringleaders  of  the  rhyming  and  scribbling  crew."  Xx^t.  ubi  supr.  p.  §.  Many  more  of  his 
pieces  might  be  recited. 

'"  In  this  Satire,  among  the  lying  narratives  of  travelers,  oor  aathor,  with  Mandeville  and  othen, 
mentions  the  Spanish  Decads.  It  is  an  old  black-letter  quarto,  a  translation  from  the  Spanish  into 
English,  about  1590.  In  the  old  anonymous  play  of  lingua,  1607,  Mendado  says,  **  Sir  John  Maiide* 
vtles  traoells,  and  great  part  of  the  Decads,  were  of  my  doing."    A.  ii.  &  L 
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MongA  all  theie  itin  of  dnconteoted  ibife. 
Oh,  lei  me  lead  an  academick  life  ! 
To  know  much,  and  to  think  we  nothing  knowe. 
Nothing  to  haue,  yet  think  we  hane  enowe : 
In  tkiU  to  want,  and  wanting  teeke  for  more  ; 
In  wealo  nor  want,  nor  wiih  for  greater  store  *"• 

The  hst  of  thb  book,  is  a  Satire  on  the  pageantries  of  the  papal  chair,  and  the  so- 
perstitioiis  practices  of  popery,  with  which  it  is  easy  to  make  ^rt.  But  our  author 
has  done  this,  by  an  unconunon  quickness  of  allusion,  poignancy  of  ridicale,  and  fer- 
tility of  burlesque  mvention«    Were  Juvenal  to  appear  at  Rome,  he  says. 

How  his  enraged  gbO0t  would  stamp  and  stare. 

That  Cesar's  throne  is  tamM  to  Peter*s  chaire : 

To  see  an  old  shorae  lozel  perdied  high. 

Crouching  beneath  a  golden  canopie  !— 

And,  for  the  fordly  fasces  borne  of  M, 

To  see  two  quiet  cnMsed  keyes  of  gold ! — 

But  that  he  most  would  gaze,  and  wonder  at. 

Is,  tb'  homed  mitre,  and  the  bloody  hat  ■><; 

The  crooked  staffe**^,  the  coulees  strange  fonn  and  store  ">, 

Sane  that  he  saw  the  same  in  Hell  before. 

The  followmg  ludicrous  ideas  are  annexed  to  the  exclusive  appropriation  of  the  eu- 
chaiistk  wine  to  the  priest  in  the  i 


The  whiles  the  liquorous  priest  spits  erery  trioe. 

With  longing  for  his  morning  sacrifice : 

Which  he  reares  vp  quite  perpendiculare. 

That  the  mid  church  doth  spight  the  chancers  figpe"*. 

But  this  sort  of  ridicule  is  improper  and  dangerous.  It  has  a  tendency,*  even  with- 
out an  entire  parity  of  drcumstances,  to  burlesque  the  celebration  of  this  awfiil  soleninity 
in  the  reformed  church.  In  hiughing  at  false  religion,  we  may  sometimes  hurt  die  tmc. 
Though  the  rites  of  the  papistic  eucharist  are  erroneous  and  abiud,  yet  great  part  of 
the  ceremony,  and  above  all  the  radical  idea,  belong  also  to  the  protectant  oommunion. 

Tlie  argument  of  the  first  Satire  of  the  fifth  book,  b  the  oppressive  exaction  of  land- 

kndsy  the  consequence  of  the  growing  decrease  of  the  value  of  money.    One  of  these 

had  perhaps  a  poor  grandsire,  who  grew  rich  by  avaiUng  himself  of  the  general  rapine 

at  the  dissolution  of  the  monasteries.    There  is  great  pleasantry  in  one  of  the  lines,  that 

he 

Begg*d  a  cast  abbey  in  the  church's  wajme. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  old  patrimonial  mansion  is  desolated;  and  even  the  parid^ 
church  unroofed  and  dilsq>idated,  through  the  poverty  of  the  inhabitants,  and  neglect 
or  avarice  of  the  patron. 

Would  it  not  vex  thee,  where  thy  sires  did  keep  "7, 
To  see  the  dunged  folds  of  dag-tayl'd  sheep  } 


"«  B.  ir.  6.  »J  Cardinal's  scarlet  hat.  "4  Bishop^  cvotier. 

"«  And  multitude  of  tliem.         **«  B.  iv.  7,  »7  Ure^  m 
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And  rainM  hoiue  when  holy  things  were  laid, 
Whose  free-stone  walls  the  thatched  roofe  vpbraid  $ 
Whose  shrin  saintt-bell  hangs  on  his  lovery. 
While  the  rest  are  damned  to  the  plambery  "*: 
Yet  pore  devotion  lets  the  steeple  stand. 
And  idle  hattlements  on  either  hand,  &c.  i'9 

By  an  CDimieratioii  of  real  drcumstaoceSy  he  gives  us  the  foUowiiig  lively  draught  of 
the  misenUe  tenement,  yet  ample  services,  of  a  poor  cc^yholder. 

Of  one  bay's  breadth,  God  wot,  a  silly  cote. 
Whose  thatched  spars  are  furrVl  with  sluttish  Mote 
A  whole  inch  thick,  shining  like  black-moor's  brows, 
Tbroogh  smoke  that  downe  the  beadlesse  barrel  blows. 
.    At  his  bed's  feete  feeden  his  stalled  teame, 
His  swine  beneath,  his  pollen  o*er  the  beame. 
A  starved  tenement,  such  as  I  gaesse 
Stands  ^straggling  on  the  wastes  of  Holdemesse : 
Or  snch  as  shivers  on  a  Peake  hill  side,  &c.— 
Yet  must  he  haunt  bis  greedy  landlord's  hall 

With  often  presents  at  each  festivaU :  . 

With  crammed  capons  euerie  new-yeare's  morne. 
Or  with  greene  cheeses  when  bis  sheepe  are  shome : 
Or  many  maunds-fuU  >>b  of  his  mellow  froite,  jcc. 

The  lord's  acceptance  of  these  presents  is  touched  with  much  humour. 

The  smiling  landlprd  shewes  a  sunshine  hce. 
Feigning  that  he  wiU  grant  bim  further  grace ; 
And  leers  like  Esop's  foxe  vpon  the  crane, 
Whose  neck  he  craves  for  his  chirurgian  **K 

In  the  second  "'y  he  reprehends  the  incongruity  of  q>1endid  edifices  and  worthless 
inhabitaiits. 


"'  The  bells  were  all  sold,  and  melted  down ;  except  that  fbr  necessary  use  the  saints-bell,  or  MMlvf- 
heUf  was  only  snSered  to  remain  within  its  hoery,  that  is,  louver  or  turret,  usually  placed  between  the 
chancel  nnd^body  of  the  church.    Marston  has  *<  pitch-bbwk  lonenes."    Sc  Villan,  B.  ii.  5. 

"*  Just  to  keep  up  the  appearance  of  a  church. 

'*  Maond  is  basket  Hence  Maunday-Thnrsday,  the  Thursday  in  Passion-week,  when  the  king  with 
bis  own  hands  distributes  a  laige  portion  of  alms,  &c.  Maonday  is  Dies  Sportuhe.  Maond  occurs 
a^n,  B.  iv.  S : 

With  a  flutnuf  chaiig'd  with  hoosbold  marchandize. 

In  The  Whippinge  of  the  Satyre,  1601,  SSgnat  C  4, 

Whole  nuatndt  and  batkits  fill  of  fine  sweet  praise. 
»«  B.  V.  1.  f.  58. 

*"  In  this  Satire  there  is  an  allusion  to  an  elegant  fiction  m  Chancer,  t.  5.  f.  61 : 
Certes  if  Pity  dyed  at  Chaucer's  date. 
Chancer  plaees  the  sepulchre  of  Pity  in  the  Conrt  of  Love.    See.Courtof  Love,  7.  700. 

A  tender  creature 

Is  shrinid  there,  and  Pity  b  her  name^ 

She  saw  an  egle  wreke  him  on  a  file. 

And  plocke  his  wing,  and  eke  him  in  his  game. 

And  tendir  harte  of  thst  hath  made  her  die. 

This  thought  is  borrowed  by  Fenton,  in  his  Mariamne. 
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Like  the  vaine  bubble  of  Iberian  pride, 
That  oTcrcroireth  all  the  world  betide  "'; 
Which  rear'd  to  raise  the  crazy  monarob'f  €unc, 
Striiies  for  a  court  wad  ior  a  college  n&me : 
Yet  nought  within  but  Jou^  couks  doth  hold. 
Like  a  scabbed  cuckow  in  a  cage  of  gold.— 
When  »**  Maevio**  first  page  of  his  poesy 
KaU*d  to  a  hundred  poktes  for  nouelty, 
With  his  big  title,  an  Italian  mot  i'^, 
layes  siege  unto  the  backward  buyer's  grot,  &c. 

He  then  beautifiiUy  draws,  and  with  a  selection  of  the  most  pichiresque  natural  cir- 
cumstances, the  bhospitality,  or  .rather  d€;sertJon,  of  an  old  magnificent  rural  maxisioii. 

Beat  the  broad  gates,  a  goodly  hollow  sound 

With  double  echoes  doth  againe  rebound ; 

But  not  a  dog  doth  bark  to  welcome  thee, 

Nor  churlish  porter  canst  thou  chafing  see : 

All  dumb  and  silent,  like  the  dead  of  night. 

Or  dwelling  of  some  sleepy  Sybarite ! 

The  marble  pavement  hid  with  desert  weed, 

With  house-leek,  thistle,  dock,  and  hemlock-seed. — 

Look  to  the  towered  chimnies,  which  should  be 

The  wind-pipes  of  good  hospitalitie  :— 

Ix>,  there  th'  unthimkful  swallow  takes  her  rest. 

And  fills  the  tunnell  with  her  circled  nest  ^ ! 


Afterwards,  the  figure  of  Famine  b  thus  imagined. 

Grim  Famine  sits  in  their  fore- pined  face, 
All  full  of  angles  of  vnequal  space, 
LJK®  t#  the  plane  of  many-sided  squares 
That  wont  be  drawne  out  by  geometars"' 


In  the  third,  a  satire  i^  compared  to  the  porcupine. 

The  satire  should  be  like  the  porcupine. 

That  shoots  sharp  quills  out  in  each  angry  line*". 

This  ingenious  thought,  though  founded  on  a  vulgar  errour,  has  been  copied,  among 
other  pas5age%  by  Oldham.    Of  a  true  writer  of  satire,  he  says, 

He  *d  shoot  his  quills  just  like  a  porcupine, 
At  view,  and  make  them  stob  in  every  line"*. 

In  the  fourth  and  last  of  this  book,  he  enumerates  the  extravagancies  of^a  married 


>"  The  Escurial  in  Spain.  *"*  A*  «''»«>. 

"^  In  this  age,'  the  three  modem  languages  were  studied  to  affectation.  In  The  Return  from  Par- 
nassus, above  quoted,  a  fashionable  fop  tells  his  page,  **  Sirrah,  boy,  remember  me  when  1  come  in 
PauVs  Church-yard,  lo  buy  a  Bonsard  and  Dubartat  im  Breo^  an  Aratine  in  Itniian,  and  ow  faaidest 
writen  in  Spanish,  &c-    A.  ii.  Sc  iii. 

^  The  motto  on  the  fitmt  of  the  house  oT AEi£  EniTO,  which  he  caUs  a  fragment  of  Plato's  poetry, 
humorous  alteration  of  Plato's  OTAEIS  AKAeAPTQZ  EiSTTft. 


s  a  humorous  i 
»"  B.  V.  2- 
»»*  Apology  for  the  foregoing  Ode,  Stc.    Works*  vol.  i.  p.  97,  edit  17j»,  ISmo. 


»"  B.  V.  a 
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spendthrift,  a  fiirmei^s  heir,  of  twenty  pounds  a  year.    He  rides  with  two  KverieSy  and 
keeps  a  pack  of  hounds.  / 

Bat  whiles  ten  pound  goes  to  his  wife's  new  gowne, 
Not  little  less  caa  serae  to  suite  his  owne : 
MThile  one  piece  pays  her  idle  waiting- man. 
Or  buys  an  hood,  or  siluer-handled  fan: 
^  Or  hires  a  Friezeland  trotter,  halfe  yard^deepe, 

To  drag  his  tumbrell  through  the  staring  Cheape  ^^, 

The  hist  hook,  comisting  of  one  long  Satire  only,  is  a  sort 'of  epilogue  to  the  whole, 
and  contains  a  humorous  ironical  description  of  tlie  effect  of  his  Satires,  and  a  recapitula- 
tory view  of  many  of  the  characters  and  foibles  which  he  hadhefore  delineated.  But  the 
scribblers  seem  to  hi^ve  the  chief  share.  The  character  of  Labeo,  already  repeatedly 
mentioned,  who  was  some  cotemporary  poet,  a  constant  censurer  of  our  author,  and  who 
from  pastoral  proceeded  to  heroic  poetry,  b  here  more  distinctly  represented.  He  was  a 
writer  who  a&cted  compound  epithets,  which  sir  Philip  Sydney  had  imported  from 
France,  and  first  used  in  lib  Arcadia '".  The  character  in  many  respects  suits  Chapmani 
though  I  do  not  recollect  that  he  wrote  any  pastofab. 

That  Uibeo  reades  right,  who  can  deny, 
The  true  straines  of  heroick  poesy ; 
For  he  can  tell  how  fury  reft  his  sense, 
And  "Phebus  ftird  him  with  intelligence : 
He  can  implore  the  heathen  deities, 
To  guide  his  bold  and  busy  enterprise : 
Or  filch  whole  pages  at  a  clap  for  need. 
From  honest  Petrarch,  clad  in  English  weed  ; 
While  big  Bui  ok*t  each  stanza  can  begin, 
■  Whose  trunk  and  taile  sluttish  and  heartlesse  been : 
He  knowes  the  grace  of  that  new  elegance 
Which  sweet  Philisides  fetch'd  late  from  France, 
That  well  beseem*d  his  high  stiPd  Arcady, 
Though  others  marre  it  with  much  liberty, 
In  epithets  to  joine  two  words  in  one. 
Forsooth,  for  adjectives  can*t  stand  alone. 

The  arts  of  composition  must  have  been  much  practised,  and  a  knowledge  of  critical 
niceties,  widely  diffused,  when  observations  of  this  kind  could  be  written.  He  proceeds  to 
remark,  it  was  now  customary  for  every  poet,  before  he  attempted  the  dignity  of  heroic 
verse,  to  try  hb  strength  by  writing  pastorals  >». 

But  ere  his  Muse  her  weapon  learn  to  wield, 
Or  dance  a  sober  pirrfaicke  ^*^  in  the  field  ;-^ 
The  sheepe-cote  first 'hath  beene  her  nursery. 
Where  she  hath  wone  her  idle  infimcy ; 


'»  B,  V.  4. 

^^  We  iiave  oar  author's  opinttm  of  SkeHon  in  these  fines  of  this  Satire,  f.  83 : 
Well  might  these  cheeks  have  fitted  former  times. 
And  shoulder'd  angry  Ske1ton*s  breathelesse  rimes. 
'"  Though  these  lines  bear  a  general  sense,  yet  at  the  same  time  they  seem  to  be  connected  with  the 
character  of  tabeu,  by  which  they  are  introduced.    By  the  Carmelite,  a  pastoral  writer  ranked  with 
Ibeocritus  and  Virgil,  be  means  Mantuan; 
**'  The  py/rhic  dance,  performed  in  armour. 
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'  And  in  high  startups  wmlk*d  the  pastured  plaioes, 

To  tend  ber  tasked  herd  that  there  remains; 
And  winded  still  a  pipe  of  oate  or  breare»  Jtc 

Poems  OD  petty  subjects  or  otscastons,  on  the  death  of  a  favoarite  bird  or  dog,  aeeia 
to  have  been  as  common  in  our  author's  age  as  at  present    He  says^ 

Should  Bandell^S  thrdstle  die  withoat  a  song» 
Or  Adamans  my  dog  be  laid  along 
Downe  in  some  ditch,  without  his  exequies  ***, 
Or  epitaphs  or  mournful  elegies  *  \ 

In  the  old  comedy,  The  Return  from  Parnassus,  we  are  told  of  a  coxcomb  who  could 
bear  no  poetry .''  but  fly-bloWn  sonnets  of  his  mistress,  and  her  loving  pretty  creatures 
her  monkey  and  her  parrot  '^J* 

The  following  exquisite  couplet  exhibits  our  satirist  in  another  and  a  more  delicate 
species  of  poetry. 

Her  lids  like  Cupids  bow-case,  where  he  hides 
The  weapons  that  do  wound  the  wanton-eyM  ^'^ 

One  is  surprised  to  recollect^  that  these  Satires  are  the  production  of  a  young  man  of 
twenty-three.  They  rather  seem  the  Work  of  an  experienced  master,  of  long  obaenra- 
tion,  of  study  and  practice  in  composition. 


***  In  pursuance  of  the  aiyument,  he  adds; 

FoUy  itselfe  or  boldnesse  may  be  prais'd. 
An  allusion  to  Erasmuses  Moriss  Encomium,  and  the  Encomium  CaWitiei,  written  at  the  restoratioo  of 
learning.    Cardan  also  wrote  an  encomium  on  Nero,  the  gout,  &c 

^^  In  this  Satire,  Tarleton  is  praised  as  a  poet,  who  is  most  commonly  considered  only 'as  n  come- 
dian.   Meres  commends  him  for  his  &cility  in  extemporaneous  versification.    Wits  Tr.  f.  286. 

I  shall  here  throw  together  a  few  notices  of  Tarleton*s  poetry.  A  new  Booke  on  English  Verse, 
entitled,  Tarleton*s  Toyes,  was  entered  Dec  10,  1576,  to  It.  Jones.  Registr.  Station.  B.  f.  136.  b. 
See  Heruey*s  Foure  Letters,  1592.  p.  34. — Tarleton's  Devise  uppon  the  unlooked-for  great  Snowe, 
is  entered  in  1578.  Ibid,  t  156.  b.— A  ballad,  called  Tarleton's  Farewell,  is  entered  in  1588.  Ibid, 
f.  233.' a.— Tarleton's  Repentance  just  before  his  Death,  is  entered  in  1589.  Ibid.  f.  249.  a.  The  next 
year,  viz.  1590,  Aug.  20,  A  pleasant  Dittye  dialogue-wise  betweene  Yarleton's  Ohost  and  Robyn 
Goodfdiowe,  is  entered  to  H.  Carre.  Ibid,  t  263.  a.  There  is  a  transferred  copy  of  Tarleton's  Jeats, 
I  suppose  Tarleton's  Toyes,  in  1607.  Registr.  C.  t  179.  b.  Many  other  pieces  might  be  recited. 
[Seesupr.  iii.  481.]  See  more  of  Tarleton,  in  Supplement  to  Shakespeare,  i.  pp.  55.  58,  59.  And  Old 
Plays,  edit.  1778.    Preface,  p.  buL 

To  what  is  there  collected  concerning  Tarleton  as  a  player,  it  may  be  added,  thit  his  ghost  is  one 
of  the  speakers,  m  that  character,  in  Chettle's  Kind-barte*s  Dreame,  printed  about  1593.  Without  date, 
qaartSL  Signat  £.  3.  And  that  in  the  Preface,  he  appears  to  have  been  also  a  musician.  **  TarW 
ton  with  his  Taber  taking  two  or  three  leaden  friskes,  5&c**  Most  of  our  okl  comedians  profSesscd  every 
part  of  the  histrionic  science,  and  were  occasionally  fiddlers,  dancers,  and  gesticulators.  Dekker  says, 
Tarleton,  Kempe,  nor  Singer,  **  euer  plaid  the  clowne  more  naturally."  Dekker's  Ouls  l^tme  Bo6ke» 
1609,  p.  3.  One  or  two  of  Tarleton's  Jests  are  mentioned  in  The  Disoouerie  of  the  Knighls  of  the 
Poste,  3(c  by  S.  S.  Lond.  Impr.  by  O.  S.  1597,  4to.  Bl.  Lett.  In  Fitz-Geoflrey's  Ceuotaphia,  an- 
nexed to  his  Afoiic,  1601,  there  is  a  panegyric  on  Tarleton.  Signat.  N.  2.  Tarleton  and  Oireene  are 
often  mentioned  as  associates  in  Harvey's  Four  Letters,  1592. 

»»  A.  3.  Sc  iv. 
^^  B.  vi.    Ponton  here  mentioned,  I  presume,  is  Jovinianus  Pontanus,  an  d^ant  Latin  omatorial 
and  pastoral  poet  of  Italy,  at  the  revival  of  learning. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LIFE  OP  HALL.  '  Z5i 

They  ftre  recited  among  the  best  performances  of  the  kimi»  and  with  apphnse,  by 
*Francis  Meres,  a  cotemponiry  critic^  who  wrote  in  1598  '^.  But  whatever  ftme  they 
bad  acquired,  it  soon  received  a  check,  which  was  never  recovered.  They  were  eoo- 
demned  to  the  flame^  as  licentious  and  immoiai,  by.  an  order  of  bishop  Bancroft  in 
1599.  And  this  b  obviously  the  chief  reason  why  tliey  are  not  named  by  our  author,  in 
the  Specialities  of  his  Ufef  written  by  himself,  after  his  preferment  to  a  bishopric  '^. 
They  were,  however,  admired  and  imitated  by  Oldham.  And  Pope,  who  modernised 
Donne,  is  said  to  have  wished  he  had  seen  Hall's  Satires  sooner.  But  had  Pope  under- 
taken to  modernise  Hall,  he  must  have  adopted,  because  he  could  not  have  improved, 
many  of  hb  lines.  Hall  b  too  finbhed  and  smooth  for  such  an  operation.  Donne^ 
though  he  lived  so  many  years  later^  was  susceptible  of  modem  refinement,  and  hb 
asperities  were  such  as  wanted  and  would  bear  the  chisel. 

I  was  informed  by  the  hite  learned  bbhop  of  Olocester,  that  in  a  copy  of  Hall's  Satures, 
m  Pope's  library,  the  whole  first  Satire  of  the  sixth  book  was  corrected  in  the  margin,  or 
ioterlined,  m  Pope's  own  hand ;  and  that  Pope  had  written  at  the  head  of  that  Satire, 
Optima  Satira. 

Milton,  who  had  a  controversy  with  Hall,  as  I  have  observed,  m  a  remonstrance  called 
An  Apology  for  Smectymnuus,  published  in  l64l,  rather  unsuitably  and  disingenuously 
goes  out  of  hb  way,  to  attack  these  Satires,  a  juvenile  effort  of  hb  dignified  adversary, 
and  under  every  consideration  alien  to  the  dbpute.  Milton's  strictures  are  more  sarcas- 
tic than  critical ;  yet  they  deserve  to  be  cited,  more  espedaHy  as  they  present  a  striking 
specimen  of  those  awkward  attempts  at  humour  and  raillery,  which  disgrace  hb  prose 
works. 

"  lighting  upon  thb  title  of  Toothless  Satyrs,  I  will  not  conceal  ye  what  I  thought, 
readers,  that  sure  thb  must  be  some  sucking  satyr,  who  might  have  done  better  to  have 
used  hb  coral,  and  made  an  end  of  breeding  ere  he  took  upon  him  to  wield  a  satyr's  whip. 
Bat  when  I  heard  him  talk  of  scouring  the  shieldi  ofehith  knights  '^,  do  not  blame  me 
if  1  changed  my  thought,  and  concluded  him  some  desperate  cutler.  But  why  hb  scam' 
Jul  Muse  could  never  abide  with  tragkk  shoes  fter  ancles  Jor  to  hide  '*\  the  pace  of 
the  verse  told  me,  that  her  mawkin  knuckles  were  never  shapen  to  that  royal  bus- 

<"  Whs  Traas.  f.  882.  It  it  extraordinary,  that  they  should  not  have  afforded  any  choice fimert  to 
Engrland*^  Faniassiis,  piinted  io  1600.  ^ 

'"  Sbakmg  of  the  Ol'iTe,  or  his  Remaining  Works,  1660,  4to.    Nor  are  they  here  inserted. 
'**  A  misquoted  line  in  The  Defiance  to  Envy,  prefixed  to  the  Satires.    I  #iU  give  the  whole  passage, 
which  it  a  compliment  to  Spenser,  and  shows  how  happily  Hall  would  have  succeeded  in  the  majestic 
march  of  the  long  ttansa.  , 

Or  secure  the  rusted  swordes  of  elvish  knights, 

Bathed  in  Pagan  blood :  or  sheathe  them  new 

In  mistie  moral  types :  or  tell  their  fights. 

Who  mighty  giants,  or  who  monsters  slew : 

And  by  some  strange  inchanted  speare  and  shield, 

Vanquished  their  foe,  and  won  the  doubtful  field. 

May  be  she  might,  in  sUtely  stanzas,  frame 

Stories  of  ladies,  and  aduenturoos  knights : 

To  raise  her  silent  and  inglorious  name 

Vnto  a  reachlesse  pitch  of  praise's  higbt : 

And  somewhat  say,  as  more  vnworthy  done*, 

Worthy  of  brasse,  and  hoary  marble  stone. 

'^'  B.  i,  1. 

•  Thst  if,  hoH  dooe. 
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kin.  And  turning  by  chance  to  the  sixth  [seventh]  Satyr  of  his  secotid  book,  I  was  con- 
firmed: where  having  begun  loftily  in  Heaven^s  univeraai  alphabet,  he  falls  down  to 
that  wretched  poorness  and  frigidity  as  to  talk  of  Bridge  Street  in  Heaven^  and  the 
09tkr  of  Heaven  '^*.  And  there  wanting  other  matter  to  catch  him  a  heat,  (for  certain 
he  was  on  the  frozen  sone  miserably  benummed)  with  thoughts  lower  than  any  beadle*s, 
Jbetakes  him  to  whip  the  sign-posts  of  Cambridge  alehouses,  the  ordinary  sobject  of  fresh- 
men's tales,  and  in  a  stram  as  pitiful.  Which,  for  him  who  would  be  counted  the  first 
English  satyrist,  to  abase  himseife  to,  who  might  have  learned  better  among  the  Latin 
and  Italiitn  satyrists,  and,  in  our  own  tongue,  from  the  Vision  and  Creede  of  Pierce 
Plowman,  besides  others  before  him,  manifested  a  presumptuous  undertaking  with  weak 
and  unexamined  shoulders.  For  a  satyr  is,  as  it  were,  bom  out  of  a  tragedy,  so  ought 
to  resemble  his  parentage,  to  strike  high,  and  adventure  dangerously  at  the  most  eminent 
vices  among  the  greatest  persons,  and  not  to  creep  into  every  blind  ta|^ouse  that  fears 
a  constable  more  than  asatyr.  But  that  such  a  poem  shoukl  be  toothless,  I  still  affirm 
it  to  be  a  bull,  taking  away  the  essence  of  that  which  it  calls  itself.  For  if  it  bite  neither 
the  persons  nor  the  vices,  how  is  it  a  satyr  ?  And  if  it  bite  either,  how  is  it  toothless  ?  So 
that  toothless  satyrs,  are  as  much  as  if  he  had  said  toothless  teeth,  &c.''  *9 

Yfiftk  Hall's  Satires  should  be  ranked  his  Mundns  alter  et  idem,  an  ingenious  satirical 
fotion  in  prose,  where,  under  a  pretended  description  of  the  Terra  Australis,  he  forms  a 
pleasant  invective  against  the  diaracteristic  vkes  of  various  nations,  and  is  remarkably 
severe  on  the  church  of  Rome.  This  piece  was  written  about  the  year  16O0,  before  Ik 
had  quitted  the  classics  for  the  fathers,  and  published  some  years  afterwards,  against 
his  consent.  Under  the  same  class  should  also  be  mentioned  his  Characterismes  of  Ver- 
tues,  a  set  of  sensible  and  lively  moral  essays,  whi<^(i  contain  traces  of  the  Satires  *^. 

I  take -the  opportunity  of  observing  here,  that  among  Hall's  prose  works  are  some  meta- 
phrasiic  versipns  in  metre  of  a  few  of  David's  Psalms  ^*\  and  three  anthems,  or  hymns. 


*  »**  Hall  sapposef  that  the  twelve  signi  of  the  zodiac  are  twelve  intu,  in  the  high-street  of  Heaven, 

With  twelve  fayrc  tignes 

Euer  well  tended  by  oor  sUr-dtvines. 
Of  the  astrologer^  who  give  their  attendance,  some  are  ostlers,  others  chamberiaines,  itc.    The  8od5- 
acal  sign  Aquarius,  he  supposes  to  be  in  the  Bridge  Street  of  Heaven.     He  allndes  to  Bridge  Street  at 
Cambridge,  and  the  signs  are  of  inns  at  Cambridge. 

14*  Apology  for  Smectymnuus,  Milton's  prose  works,  vol.  i.  p.  186;  edit.  Amst  1698,  Ibl.  See  also 
p.  185.  187.  191. 

>^  Works  nt  supr.  p«  171.  Under  the  character  of  the  Hypocrite,  h^  says,  "  When  a  rimer  reads  his 
poeme  to  him,  he  begs  a  copie,  and  perswades  the  presse,  Itc"  p.  187.  Of  the  Vaine-glorioos :  *<  He 
sweares  bigge  at  an  ordinary,  and  talkes  of  the  court  with  a  sharp  voice. — He  calls  for  pheasanb  at  a 
common  inne. — If  he  haue  bestowed  but  a  little  summein  the  ghiziag,  pauing,  parietmg,  of  Gods  house, 
you  shall  6nd  it  in  the  church-window."  [See  Sat.  B.  iv.  S.]  '*  His  talke  is,  how  many  mourners  he  has 
furnished  with  gownes  at  his  Esther's  funerals,  what  exploits  he  did  at  Cales  and  Newport,  dtc."  p.  194, 
195.  Of  the  Busie-bodi^:  "  If  he  see  but  two  men  talke  and  reade  a  letter  in  the  streete,  he  mniMB 
to  them  and  askes  if  he  may  not  be  partner  of  that  secret  relation;  and  if  they  deny  it,  he  ofien  t» 
tell,  since  he  cannot  heare,  wooden :  and  then  falls  vpon  the  report  of  the  Scot^sh  mine,  or  of  the  great 
fish  taken  vp  at  Linne,  or  of  the  freezing  of  theHiames,  &c"  p.  188.  Of  the  Supersdt^s:  "  He 
never  goes  without  an  erra  pater  in  his  pocket — Every  lanteme  is  a  ghost,  and  every  noise  ia  of  chaines, 
Sccm**  p.  189.    These  pieces  were  written  after  the  Gunpowder  Pbt,  for  it  is  mentioned,  p.  196. 

^*^  Works,  ut  supr.  p.  151.  In  the  Dedication  he  says,  **  Indeed  my  poetry  was  long  sithence  out 
of  date,  and  yelded  her  place  to  grauer  studies,  &c."  In  his  Epistles  he  speaks  of  this  unfinished  un- 
dertaking. "  Many  great  wits  haue  vndertaken  this  ta8k.--Among  the  rest  were  those  two  rare  spirits 
of  the  Sidnyes ;  to  whom  poesie  was  as  natvrall  as  it  is  aflected  of  others :  and  oar  worthy  firiend  Mr. 
Sylvester  hath  shewed  me  how  happily  he  hath  sometimes  turned  from  bis  Bartas  to  the  sweet  singer  of 
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wrirten  for  the  uaeof  his  Cathedral.    Hal],  in  hb  Satires,  had  condemned  thb  sort  of  j 

poetry. 

An  able  inquirer  into  the  literature  of  this  period  has  affirmed,  that  Hall's  Epnlksi 
written  before  the  year  l6ld  ^^,  are  the  first  example  of  epistolary  composition  which 
England  had  seen.  ''  Bishop  Hall/'  he  says,  ^  was  not  only  our  first  satirist,  but  was 
the  first  who  brought  q)i8tolary  writing  to  the  view  of  the  public :  which  was  common  in 
that  age  to  other  parts  of  Europe,  but  not  practised  in  England  till  he  published  his  own 
Epistles'^'."  And  Hall  himseU;  in  the  Dedication  of  his  Epistles  to  Prince  Henry,  ob- 
senres,  **  Your  grace  shall  herein  perceiue  a  new  feshion  of  discourse  by  epistles,  new  to 
our  language,  Tsuall  to  others:  audy  as  nouelty  is  aeuer  without  pka  of  vse,  more  free, 
moreftmiliar**.* 

The  firat  of  our  countrymen,  however,  who  published  a  set  of  bis  own  letters,  though 
not  in  Engliah,  was  Roger  Ascham,  who  flourished  about  the  time  of  the  Reformation ; 
and  when  that  mode  of  writing  hadl)een  cultivated  by  the  best  scholars  in  various  parts 
of  Europe,  was  celebrated  for  the  terseness  of  his  epistolary  style.  I  believe  the  second 
published  correspdkideuce  of  this  kind,  and  in  our  own  language^  at  leasft  of  any  impor* 
tance  after  Hall,  will  be  found  to  be  Epistolft  Hoelianacy  or  the  Letters  of  James  Howell, 
a  great  tiaveller,  an  intimate  friend  of  Jcmson^  and  the  first  who  bore  the  office  of  the 
royal  historic^g^pher,  which  discover  a  variety  of  litemture,  and  abound  with  much  en^ 
tertaining and  useful  information*^. 


IsneL— There  is  Done  of  all  my  labours  so  open  to  all  censares.  Perhaps  some  think  the  rerK  harsh, 
vboBe  nice  eare  regardeth  roondoesse  more  than  sense.  I  embrace  smoothnesse,  but  affect  it  not** 
Dec.  ii.  Ep.  ▼.  p.  303,  903.  vt  snpr. 

'*  See  Works,  nt  snpr.  p.  S15. 

>«^  See  VfThalley's  Inquiry  into  the  Learning  of  Shakspeare,  ^p,  41. 

*f  Works,  at  snpir.  p.  172.    The  reader  of  Hall's  Satires  is  referred^  to  Dec  vi.  Epist  ri.  p.  394. 

>4*  Epistols  HoeliansB,  Familiar  Letters,  domestic  and  foreign,  ditidod  into  sundry  Sections,  partly 
historical,  poliUcal,  and  philosophical.  Lond.  1645,  4ta  They  had  fire  editions  from  1645  to  1673, 
inclosiTe.    A  third  and  fourth  T^Dlume  was  addisd  to  the  last  impression. 

I  most  not  dismiss  our  satirist  without  observing,  that  Fuller  has  preserved  a  witty  encooiiastie  Eng-  ' 
lish  Epigram  by  Hall,  written  at  Cambridge^  on  Oreenham's  book  of  The  Sabbath,  before  the  year  1598. 
Chorch  History,  B.  a.  Cent  xvi.  §.  vii.  pag.  880,  edit.  1655,  foi.    I  And  it  also  prefixed  to  Greenham^ 
Works,  in  folio,  1601. 


The  encomiastic  E^Ngram  noticed  in  Mr.  Walton's  note  b  now  added  to  his  Satires^ 
with  a  few  smaller  pieces  from  his  Remains^  and  his  Elcfy  on  Dr.  Whitaker  f rom  Mr. 
Nidiob's  Collection. 
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iJisHop  Haix'8  reputatiDO  is  so  tiioroo^  e8ta|}1isbed  for  (ns  leanuog  ayid  piety,  Unt  te  piibli* 
cation  of  any  work  vtbkh  bean  his  namey  and  was  omlpubtedly  of  his  oonpositioiii  mnst  be  weep- 
table  to  the  reader.  Mr.  Pop#  saw  thdte  Satires^  bat  so  late  m  life  thathe  could  only  bestow  this 
commendation  on  them,  which  they  tn|ly  desenre,  to  ^  irisb  he  had  tem.  them  sooaeri" 

Hie  iqgenioas  Mr.  Walley,  in  his  Xnqniry  ipto  the  lieniaiingr  of  Sbakspean,  has  taken  paiticnlar 
notice  of  them.    Page  41,  in  the  notes,  he  says, 

^  Bishop  HaU  was  born  in  1574,  aiid»  pablishiog  these  Satins  twenty^faiee  yean  afters  ^vas,  as    ' 
he  himself  asserts,  in  the  Protogue,  thefint  saitij#t  in  the  Engiash  laiigaage« 

I  first  adventure,  follow  me  who  list, 
And4ie  the  seoood  English  satydst. 

"  And  if  we  consider  the  difficulty  of  introdu<Sng  so  nice  a  poem  as  satire  into  a  nation^  we  must  ' 
aHow  it  required  the  assistance  of  no  common  and  ordinary  genios.  The  Italians  had  their  Ariosto, 
aod  the  French  their  Regnier,  who  might  have  served  him  as  models  for  imitation  j  bat  he  copies 
ifter  the  andentSy  and  chiefly  Juvenal  and'Persias ;  though  he  wants  not  many  strokes  of  elegance 
md  delicacy,  which  show  him  perfectly  acquainted  with  the  manner  of  HfimCi^  Among  the  seve* 
rsl  dttcoursgements  which  attended  his  attempt  in  that  kindi  he  mentions  one  peculiar  to  the  Ian* 
rnage  and  nature  of  the  English  versification,  which  woold  appear  in  the  transbitiop  of  one  of 
P^i»*s  Satires  :  *  The  difficulty  and  dissonance  whereof,'  saya  he,  '  shaU  make  good  my  assertion ; 
^des  the  pbin  experience  thereof  in  the  Satikes  of  Ariosto;  save  which,  and  one  base  French 
otirei  I  could  never  attain  the  view  of  any  for  my  direction,'  Yet  we  may  pay  him  almost  the 
ame  compliment  which  was  given  of  old  to  Homer  and  Archilochna:  for  the  improvements  which 
are  been  made  by  socceeduig  poets,  bear  no  manner  of  proportion  to  the  distance  of  time  between 
m  and  them.  The  verses  of  bishop  HaU  are  m  general  extremely  musical  and  flowing^  and  are 
;reatl3(  preferable  to  Dr.  Donne's,  as  being  of  a  much  smoother  cadeface ;  neither  shall  we  find 
lim  deficient,  if  compared  with  his  successor,  'm  point  of  thought  and  wit ;  and  to  exceed  him  with 
espect  to  his  characten,  which  are  more  numerous,  and  wrought  up  vrith  greater  art  and  strength 
>f  colooring.  Many  of  his  lines  would  do  honour  to  the  most  ingeniouB  of  our  modem  poets;  and 
ome  of  them  have  thought  it  worth  their  labour  to  imitate  him,  especially  Mr.  Oldhaip.  Bishop 
iall  "sm  not  only  our  first  satirist,  but  was  the  fint  who  brought  epbtoUiy  writing  to  the  view  of 
be  pablic ;  which  was  common  in  that  age  to  other  parts  of  Ei|rope,  but  not  practised  in  England, 
H  he  publislied  his  own  Epistles*  It  nuiy  be  proper  to  take  notice,  that  the  Viigidemianm  are 
ot  printed  with  his  other  writuigs ;  and  that  all  account  of  them  is  omitted  by  him,  tibrough  his  ex^ 
reme  modesty,  in  The  Specialties  4>f  his  life,  prefixed  to  tfie  thud  volmne  of  his  works  in  fialio.  I 
annot  forbear  mentioning  a  Latin  book  of  his,  equally  valuable  and  foigotten,  called  Mtmdus  alter 
t  idem:  where,  under  a  pretended  description  of  tiie  Term  Anstralis,  he  gives  us  a  veiy  inge* 
ioQs  satu-e  on  the  vices  and  follies  of  mankind.** 
The  author's  Postscript  to  his  Satires  will  perhq^  now  be  better  pteced  h«e  by  way  of  Prefrce. 

**  It  is  not  for  every  one  to  relish  a  true  and  natural  satue,  being  of  itself,  besides  the  nature  and 
ibred  bittenwas  and  tartness  of  particulars^  both  hard  of  concait  and  harsh  of  style,  and  therefore 


Digitized  by 


Google 


aSo  PREFACE. 

cannot  bat  be  impleMing  both  to  tfie  miskitfiil  and  o?er  musical  ear ;  the  one  being  affected  with 
only  a  ahallow  and  easy  matter,  tlie  otber  with  a  smooth  and  corrent  disposition  :  so  thnt  I  wefi 
foresee  in  the  timely  pablication  of  tfiese  my  concealed  Satires,  I  am  set  upon  the  rndc  of  many 
merdlesse  and  perteptoty  censures;  which,  aith  the  odmest  and  most  pfarasible  writer  is  afaniet 
fiitally  subject  to,  in  the  curiosity  of  these  nicer  times,  how  may  I  hope  to  be  exempted  upon  the 
occasion  of  so  busy  and  stirring  a  subject  i  One  thinks  it  mis-beseeming  the  author,  became  a  poem ; 
another,  unhwful  in  itself,  because  a  satire ;  a  tbird,  harmful  to  others,  for  the  sbarpneas;  and  a 
fourth,  unsatire-like,  for  tfie  mildness :  the  learned,  too  perspicnons,  bemg  named  wifli  Jnveoal, 
Persitis,  and  the  other  ancient  satires  i  the  unlearned,  savouriess,  because  too  obscure,  and  ohacure, 
because  not  under  their  readk    What  a  monster  must  he  be  that  wMd  please  all ! 

^*  Certainly  look  what  weather  It  lirould  be,  if  every  almanac  should  be  verified:  mnch-what  like 
poems,  if  every  tancy  should  be  suited.  It  is  not  for  this  kind  to  desire  or  hope  to  please,  which  na* 
turally  should  only  find  pleasure  in  displeasing:  notwitlistanding,  if  the  fault  findipg  with  the  vicca 
of  the  time  may  honestly  accord  with  the  good  will  of  the  parties,  I  had  as  lieve  ease  my  aelf  with 
a  slender  'itpobgy,  as  wilfully  bear  the  brunt  of  causeless  anger  hi  my  silence.  For  poetiy  itself; 
after  the  so  effectual  and  absdute  endeavours  of  her  honoured  patrons,  either  she  needetfa  no  new 
defence,  or  else  might  well  scorn  the  offer  of  so  impotent  and  poor  a  client  Only  for  my  own  part, 
though  were  she  a  more  unworthy  mistresiT,  I  thmk  she  might  be  moffensivcly  served  with  the  broken 
messes  of  our  twelve  o'clock  hours/  whieh  homely  service  she  only  claimed  and  found  of  me,  for  ttmt 
short  while  of  my  a!ttendanoe :  yet  having  thus  soon  taken  my  solemn  forewefl  of  her,  and  afaaked 
hands  with  all  her  retmne,  why  should  it  be  an  eye-sore  unto  any,  sith  it  can  be  no  loss  to  my  self? 

^  For  my  Satires  themselves,  I  see  two  obvions  cavib  to  be  answered :  one  concermng  the  matter ; 
than  which  I  confess  none  can  be  moreopen  to  danger,  to.envy ;  sith  faults  loath  nothing  more  than 
the  li|^t^  and  men  love  nothing  more  than  their  faults,  and  therefore,  what  through  the  nature  cf 
the  faults,  and  fault  of  the  persons,  it  is  impossible  so  violent  an  appeachment  should  be  qnietiy 
brooked.    But  why  should  vices  be  nnblamed  for  fear  of  blame  ?    And  if  thou  merest  spit  upon  a 
toad  uhvenomed,  why  mayest  thou  not  speak  of  vice  without  danger?    Especially  so  warily  as  I 
have  endeavoured  ;  who,  in  the  uopartial  men^on  of  so  many  vices,  may  safely  profess  to  be  alto- 
gether guiltless  in  myself  to  the  intention  of  any  guilty  person  who  might  be  blemished  by  the  likefi^ 
.  ho4d  of  my  coneeived  application,  thereupon  choosing  rather  to  marre  mine  own  verse  than  anotfaer'i 
name :  which  notwithstanding,  if  the  injurious  reader  shall  wrest  to  his  own  spi^t,  and^disparaging 
^f  others,  it  is  a  short  answer.  Art  thau  gwUty?  Complain  not,  thou  art  not  wronged.    Art  thm 
guiUUsa?   Complam  not,  then  art  not  touched,     tlie  other,  concerning  the  manner,  wfaerein 
perhi^  too  much  stooping  to  the  low  reach  of  the  vulgar,  I  shall  be  th9ugfat  not  to  have  any  whi^ 
kindly  raoght  my  ancient  Roman  predecessoirs,  vehom  in  the  want  of  more  late  and  fiuniliar  prece* 
denb,  I  am  constrained  thus  for  off  to  imitate:  vrhich  thing  I  can  be  so  willing  to  grant,  that  I  am 
forther  ready  to  warrant  my  action  therein  to  any  indifferent  censure.  First,  therefore,  I  dare  InMf 
avouch  that  the  English  is  not  altogether  so  natural  to  a  satu^  as  the  Latin ;  which  I  do  not  impnte  to 
the  nature  of  the  Imignage  itself,  being  so  far  from  disabling  it  any  Way,  that  methinks  I  durst  eqaA 
it  to  the  proudest  in  every  respect ;  but  to  that  which  is  common  to  it  with  all  the  other  commoq 
languages,  Italian,  FVencb,  German,  &c.     In  thdr  poesies,  the  fottering  togedier  the  series  o^ 
the  verses,  with  the  bonds  of  like  cadence  or  desinence  of  rhyme,  which.  If  it  be  unusually  abrapt^ 
and  not  dependent  in  sense  upon  so  near  affinity  of  words,  I  know  not  what  a  loathsome  kind  4 
hanhness  and  discordance  it  breedeth  to  any  judicial  ear  :  which  if  any  more  confident  advenai]^ 
shall  gainsay,  I  wish  no  better  trial  than  the  tianslation  of  one  of  Persius*s  Satires  into  Eogfish 
y   tibe  diAeulty  and  dissonance  whereof  shall  make  good  my  assertion :  besides,*  the  plain 

there9f  in  tlie  Satires  of  Ariosto,  (save  which,  and  one  base  French  Satire,  I  could  never  attam 
view  of  any  for  my  dh-ection,  and  that  also  might  for  need  serve  for  an  excuse  at  least) 
rham-versei  to  which  he  fottereth  hunself,  as  it  may  well  affsrd  a  pleasing  hartnooy  to  the  enr, 
can  it  yield  notfamg  but  a  fhnhy  and  loose  conceit  to  the  judgment  M^Weas  the  Roman  number 
tying  but  one  foot  to  another,  ctifereth  a  greater  freedom  of  variety,  .wit)i  mtich  more  delight  ro  th. 
reader.  Let  my  second  ground  be,  the  well-known  damties  of  the  time,  such,  that  men  ratlxJ 
chttse  cardesly  to  lose  the  sweet  of  the  kemell,  than  to  urge  then*  teeth  with  breaking  the  sM 
wherein  it  was  wrapped :  and  therefore  sith  tiiat  which  is  unseen  is  almost  undone,  and  that  i^ 
almost  noMen  which  is  unconcdved,  either  I  would  say  nothing  to  be  untalked  of,  or  speak  with  on 
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noQCli  open  that  I  may  be  midentood.  Thirdly,  the  end  of  ttus  pnas  wu  a  ntirey  hot  the  end  of 
my  satire  a  flurther  good,  wfaieh  whether  I  attain  or  no  I  know  not;  bat  let  me  be  plain  with  the 
hope  of  profit,  rather  than  porpoiely  obscore  only  for  a  bare  n8me*ftMdce.    , 

*^  Notwithstanding,  in  the  eiqpectation  of  this  qoarrel,'  I' think  my  first  Satire  doth  somewhat  re- 
semble the  soar  and  crabbed  &ce  of  JoTenaTB,  whidi  I,  endeaTOoring  ii^that,  did  deteraunately  ondt 
in  the  rest,  for  these  forenamed  canses,  that  so  I  ndght  ha?e  someiriut  to  stop  the  month  of 
every  accuser.  Ibe  rest  to  each  maifi  censure :  which  let  be  as  &voaiable  as  so  thankless  a  work 
can  deserve  or  desSre."  ' 

It  ie  needless  to  detain  the  reader  longer,  farther  than  to  mention,  that  the  tiiree  first  books  an 
called  Tootidess  Satirei^  poetical,  academical,  moraL    The  three  last,  Biteing  Satires. 
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DEFIAyCB  TO  ENVY. 


N. 


I  AY;  let  the  prouder  pioes  of  Ida  feara 
The  sudden  fires  of  KeaTen,  and  decUoe 
Their  yielding  tops  that  dar'd  the  skies  whilere : 

And' shake  your  stordy  trunks,  ye  prouder  pmes. 
Whose  swelling  grains  are  like  hegalPd  alone, 
With  the  deep  furrows  of  the  thunder-stone. 

Stand  ye  seenre,  ye  safer  shrubs  betow, 
In  humble  dales,  whom  HeaVus  do  not  desptgfat ; 

Nor  aagry  doods  conspire  your  overthrow, 
Envying  at  your  too  disdainfd^l  height. 

Let  high  attempts  dread  envy  and  ill  tongues, 

And  cowYdly  shrinke  for  feare  of  causelcsse  wrongs. 

So  wont  big  oaks  feare  winding  ivy  weed : 
So  soaring  eagles  fiear  the  neighbour  Sumw : 

So  golden  Mazor  wont  suspicion  breed. 
Of  deadly  hemlocks  poisoned  potion: 

So  adders  shroud  themselves  in  fairsst  leaves: 

So  fouler  fiite  the  foirer  thing  bereaves. 

Nor  the  low  bush  feares  climbing  ivy  twine : 
Nor  lowly  bustard  dreads  the  distant  rays : 

Nor  earthen  pot  wont  secret  death  to  shrine : 
Nor  subtle  snake  doth  lurk  in  pathed  ways. 

Nor  iMser  deed  dreads  envy  and  ill  tongues, 

Nor  shrinks  so  soon  for  fear  of  causelesse  wrongs. 

Veeda  me  then  hope,  or  doth  me  need  mis-dread : 
Hope  for  that  honour,  dread  that  wrongful  spite : 

Spite  of  the  party,  honour  of  the  deed, 
Wbieb  irant  iteoe  oo  lofty  (A|}«cti  )%ht. 


That  envy  should  accost  my  Mose  and  me. 
For  this  so  rude  and  recklesse  poesy. 

Would  she  but  shade  her  tender  browes  with  bay» 
That  now  lye  bare  in  carelesse  Wilful  rage, 

And  trance  herself  in  that  sweet  extacy 
That  rouseth  drooping  thoughts  of  bashful  age. 

(Though  now  tho^e  bays  and  that  aspired  thought, 

in  carelesse  rage  she  sets  at  worse  than  nought^ 

Or  would  we  loose  her  plumy  pineoDy 

Manacled  lonir  with  bonds  of  modest  feare, 

Soone  might  she  have  tho^  kestrels  proud  outgcn^ 
Whose  flighty- wings  are  dew*d  with  wetter  aire. 

And  hopen  now  to  shoulder  from  above , 

The  eagle  from  the  stairs  of  friendly  Jove. 

Or  list  she  rather  in  kite  triumph  reare 
Eternal  trophies  to  some  conquerour. 

Whose  dead  deserts  slept  in  his  sepulcher. 
And  never  saw,  nor  life,  nor  light  before : 

To  lead  sad  Pluto  captive  with  my  song. 

To  grace  the  triumphs  be  obscur'd  so  long. 

Or  sooure  the  rusted  swords  of  elvish  knigl^ts. 
Bathed  in  Pagan  blood,  or  sheath  them  new 

In  misty  moral  types ;  or  tell  their  tights. 
Who  mighty  giants,"or  who  monsters  slew : 

And  by  some  strange  enchanted  spcare  and  shield^ 

Vanquish'd  their  foe,  and  won  the  doubtful  field. 

May-be  she  might  in  stately  stanzas  frame 
Stories  of  ladies,  and  adventurous  knights, 

To  raise  her  silent  and  inglorious  name 
Unto  a  reachlesse  pitch  of  praises  hight. 

And  somewhat  say,  as  more  unworthy  done. 

Worthy  of  brasse,  and  hoary  mayble  stone. 

Then  might  vain  Envy  waste  her  duller  wing. 
To  trace  the  airy  steps  she  spiteing  sees. 

And  vainly  faint  in  hopelesse  following 

The  clouded  paths  her  native  drosse  denies* 

But  now  such  lowly  satires  here  1  sing, 

I  Nbt  #orth  oar  Muse,  not  worth  her  envying* 
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Too  good  (if  tU)  to  be  expotM  to  blame: 
Too  good*  if  worse,  to  shadow  sbamelesse  Tice. 

Ill,  if  too  good,  not  answering  their  name: 
So  good  and  ill  in  fickle  censure  lies. 

Since  in  our  satire  lies  both  good  and  ill. 

And  they  and  it  in  varjring  readers  wilL  '    ^ 

Witnesse,  ye  Muses,  how  I  wilful  sung 
These  heady  rhimes,  ^thonten  second  care ; 

And  wished  them  worse,  my  guilty  thoughts  among ; 
The  ruder  satire  should  go  ragg'd  and  bare. 

And  show  his  rougher  and  his  hairy  hide,      [pride. 

Though  mine  be  smooth,  and  deck'd  in  carelesse 

Would  we  but  breathe  within  a  wax -bound  quill. 
Pan's  seven-ibld  pipe,  some  plaintive  pastoral ; 

To  teach  each  hollow  grove,  and  shrubby  hill. 
Each  murmuring  brook,  each  solitary  vale 

To  sound  our  lore,  and  to  our  song  accord, 

tViearying  Echo  with  one  changdene  word. 

Or  Ust  us  make  two  striving  shepherds  sing, 

With  costly  wagers  for  the  victory. 
Under  Menalcas  judge ;  while  one  doth  bring 

A  cacven  bowl  well  wrought  of  beechen  tree. 
Praising  it  by  the  story,  or  the  frame. 
Or  want  oTuse,  or  skilful  maker^s  name. 

Another  laycth  a  well-marked  Iamb, 
Or  spotted  kid,  or  some  more  forward  steere. 

And  from  the  paile  doth  praise  their  fertile  dam ; 
So  do  they  strive  in  doubt,  in  hope,  in  feare, 

Awaiting  for  their  trusty  umpire's  dooo^e. 

Faulted  as  false  by  him  that 's  overcoo^ 

Whether  so  me  list  my  lovely  thought  to  sing. 
Come  dance,  ye  nimble  Dryads,  by  my  side, 

Y^gentle  wood-nymphs,  come ;  and  with  you  bring 
The  willing  fawns  that  roought  your  music  guide. 

Come  nymphs  and  fawns,  that  haunt  those  shady 

While  I  report  my  fortunes  or  my  loves,     [groves. 

Or  whether  list  me  sing  so  personate, 

My  striving  selfe  to  conquer  with  my  verse, 

Speake,  ye  attentive  swains  that  heard  me  late. 
Needs  me  give  grasse  unto  the  conquerors. 

At  Colin's  foct  I  throw  my  yielding  reed. 

But  let  the  rest  win  homage  by  their  deed. 

But  now  (ye  Muses)  sith  your  sacred  bests 
ProJBuied  are  by  each  presuming  tongue ; 

In  scornful  rage  I  vow  this  silent  rest. 
That  never  field  nor  grove  shall  heare  my  soog. 

Only  these  refuse  rbimes  t  here  mis-spend 

To  chide  the  world,  that  did  mythoughUpfiend. 


DE  8UIS  SATIRIS. 

Dvu  satyrs  dixi,  vidcor  dixisse  sat  irss 
Corripio;  aut  istasc  non  satis  est  satyra. 

Iiafacit  sotyram,  reliquum  sat  temperat  iram; 
Pinge  tuo  ^atjrram  sanguine,  turn  satyra  est 

^cenovamsatyram:  satjrrumsinecomibus!  Euge 
Mogstra  novi  monsti)  biee,  et  satyri  el  miyrm. 


SATIRES. 

BOOK  L 

PBOLOGUB. 

I  pmsT  adventure,  with  fool-hardy  mighty 

To  tread  the  steps  of  perikmt  deqnte. 

\  first  adventure,  follow  me  who  list. 

And  be  the  second  English  satirist. 

"Envy  waits  on  my  back,  IVuth  on  my  side ; 

Envy  will  be  my^page,  and  Truth  my  guide. 

Envy  the  margent  holds,  and  IVuth  the  line: 

Truth  doth  approve,  but  Envy  doth  repine. 

For  in  this  smoothingage  who  durst  indite 

6ath  made  his  pen  an  hired  parasite. 

To  claw  the  back  of  him  that  beastly  lives. 

And  pranck  base  men  in  proud  sopc^atives. 

Whencedamned  Vice  bshrouded quite  from  si 

And  crowned  with  Virtue's  meed,  immortal  name  f 

Infamy  Hispossess'd  of  native  due, 

Ordain'd  otold  on  feoser  life  to  sue: 

The  world'e  eye-bleared  with  those  shameless  lyes* 

Mask'd  in  the  show  of  mea]-mouth*d  poesies.^ 

Go,  daring  Muse,  on  with  thy  thanklesse  Wk» 

And  do  the  ugly  lace  of  Vice  unmask : 

And  if  thou  canst  not  thine  high  flight  remit. 

So  as  it  mought  a  lowly  satire  fit. 

Let  lowly  satires  rise  akrft  to  thee: 

Truth  be  thy  speed,  and  IVuth  thy  patron  be. 


SATIRE  I. 

Nor  ladie^s  wanton  love,  nor  wandring  knight. 

Legend  I  out  in  rhimes  all  richly  dight. 

Nor  fright  the  reader  with  the  fMgan  vaunt 

Of  mightie  Mahound,  and  great  Termagaunt 

Nor  list  I  sonnet  of  my  mistress*  face. 

To  paint  some  Blowesse  with  a  borrowed  grace  ; 

Nor  can  I  bide  to  pen  some  bungrie  scene 

R>rthiokHikin  ears,  and  undiscemmg  eyne. 

Nor  ever  could  my  scornful  Muse  abide 

With  tragic  shoes  her  ankl^  for  to  hide. 

Nor  pan  I  cnouch,  and  writhe  my  fowning  tayle 

To  some  great  patron,  for  my  best  avayle. 

Such  hunger-starven  tr^icher-^oetrie. 

Or  let  it  never  live,  or  timely  die: 

Nor  under  every  bank  and  every  tree. 

Speak  rhjrmes  unto  my  oaten  minstralsie : 

Nor  carol  out  so  pleasing  lively  laies. 

As  mought  the  Graces  move  my  mirth  to  praise. 

Trumpet,  and  reeds,  and  socks,  and  buskins  fine, 

I  them  *  bequeath :  whose  statues  wandring  twine 

Of  ivy  mixM  with  bays.,  cirsling  around 

Their  living  temples  likewise  laurel-bound. 

Rather  bad  I,  albe  in  careless  rhymes. 

Check  the  mis-ovderM  world,  and  lawless  times. 

Nor  need  I  crave  the  Muse's  midwifry. 

To  bring  to  light  so  worthless  poetry : 

Or  if  we  list,  what  baser  Muse  can  bide. 

To  sit  and  sing  by  Qranta's  naked  side  ? 


'  Earl  of  Surrey,  Wyat,  Sidney,  Dy^r,  l&e. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


SATIRES.    BOOKL 


265 


H^y  hauot  the  tided  Tbamtt  «nd  salt  Hedway, 
Eer  since  the  fame  of  their  late  bridal  day  K 
Noaght  have  we  here  but  willov-tbaded  shoie^ 
To  tell  our  Grant  his  banks  are  left  for  lore. 


SATIRE  II. 

Wbuom  the  asters  nine  were  restal  maides, 

And  held  their  temple  in  the  secret  shades 

Of  fair  PamasBos^hat  two-headed  hill, 

Whose  auncient  mne  the  southern  worid  did  fill ; 

And  in  the  stead  of  their  eternal  fame, 

Was  the  cool  stream  that  took  his  endless  name. 

From  out  the  fertile  hoof  of  winged  steed : 

There  did  they  sit  and  do  their  holy  deed. 

That  pleas'd  both  Heav'n  and  Earth— till  that  of  late 

Whom  should  I  fault  >  or  the  most  righteous  fate. 

Or  Heav*n,  or  meq^  or  feinds,  or  onght  beside. 

That  ever  made  that  fbul  mischance  betide  ? 

Some  of  the  sisters  in  securer  shades 

Defloured  were 

And  ever  nnce,  disdaining  sacred  shame, 

Done  ought  that  might  their  heavenly  stock  defame. 

Now  is  Parnassus  turned  to  a  stewes. 

And  on  bay  stocks  the  wanton  myrtle  grewes; 

Cnheron  hHl  'a  become  a  brothrel-b^. 

And  Pyrene  sweet  tom'd  to  a  poisonM  head 

Of  coaUblack  pnddle,  whose  infectbus  stain 

Comipteth  all  the  lowly  fruitful  plain. 

Tneir  modest  stole,  to  garish  looser  weed, 

Deck'd  with  love-faTOuia,their  late  whoredoms  meed: 

And  where  they  wont  sip  of  the  simple  flood. 

Now  toss  they  bowls  of  Baccho^  boiling  blood. 

I  manrell'd  much,  with  doubtful  jealousie. 

Whence  came  such  litters  of  new  poetrie : 

Methooght  I  feared,  lest  the  hQrse-hoofed  well 

Hit  nalKTe  banks  did  proudly  over-swell 

In  some  late  discontent,  thence  to  ensue 

Sach  wondrous  rabblements  of  rhymesters  new : 

But  since  I  saw  it  painted  on  Fame's  wings, 

Tke  Muset  to  be  ivoxen  wmUndngs. 

Each  bush,  each  bank,  and  each  base  apple-squire 

Can  serve  to  sate  their  beastly  lewd  desire. 

Ye  bastard  poets,  see  your  pedigree, 

from  commoo  tmlls  and  k)ath8ome  brothelry  I 


SATIRE  lU. 

Wrra  some  pot-fury,  ravish'd  from  their  wit. 

They  at  and  muse  on  some  no-vulgar  writ : 

As  froacn  dung-hills  in  a  winter's  mom, 

That  vt^  of  vapour  seemed  all  befSom, 

Soon  as  the  San  sends  out  his  piercing  beams 

Exhale  out  filthy  smyak  and  stinking  steams. 

So  doih  the  base  and  the  fore-barren  brain. 

Soon  as  the  raging  wine  begins  to  reign. 

One  hi^r  pitch'd  doth  set  his  soaring  thought 

On  crowned  ldngs»  that  Fortune  hath  low  brought; 

Or  some  npreaied,  high-aspiring  swaine. 

As  it  might  be  the  Turkish  Tamberiaine : 

Then  weeneth  he  his  base  drinkrdrowned  spright, 

SUpt  to  the  threefold  \oh  of  Beaven  bight, 


See  Spenser. 


When  he  ooneeites  upon  hia  foigi^  stB^ 

The  stalking  steps  of  his  great  personage, 

Graced  with  huff-cap  terms  and  thundring  threats, 

That  his  poor  hearers'  hair  quite  npright  sets. 

Such  soon  as  some  brave-minded  hungry  youth 

Sees  fitly  frame  to  his  wide-strained  mouth. 

He  vamits  his  voyee  upon  an  hired  sUge, 

With  high-set  st^  and  princely  carriage  { 

'Now  soouping  in  side  robes  af  royalty. 

That  erst  did  skrub  in  lowsy  brokery. 

There  if  he  can  with  terms  Italianate 

Big-eounding  sentences,  and  words  of  state/ 

Fair  patch  me  up  his  pure  iambic  verse, 

He  ravishes  the  gazing  scafifolders: 

Then  certes  was  the  famous  Gorduban  * 

Never  but  half  so  high  tragedian. 

Now,  lest  such  frightful  shows  of  Fortune's  fall» 

And  bloody  tjrrant's  rage,  should  chance  apall 

The  dead-struck  audience,  'midst  the  silent  root* 

Comes  leaping  in  a  self-misformed  lout. 

And  laughs,  and  grins,  and  frames  his  mimic  face. 

And  justles  straight  into  the  prince's  place , 

Then  doth  the  theatre  echo  all  aloud. 

With  gladsome  noise  of  that  applauding  crowd* 

A  goodly  hotch-potch !  when  vile  russetings 

Are  match'd  with  monarchs.  and  with  mighty  kings. 

A  goodly  grace  to  sober  tragic  Muse, 

When  each  base  clown  his  clumbsy  fist  doth  bruise. 

And  show  his  teeth  in  double  rotten  row. 

For  laughter  at  his  self-resembled  show. 

Meanwhile  our  poets  in  high  pariiament 

Sit  watching  every  word  and  gesturement. 

Like  curious  censors  of  some  doughty  gear. 

Whispering  their  verdict  in  their  fellow*8  ear. 

Woe  to  the  word  whose  margent  in  their  scrole 

Is  noted  with  a  black  corfdemnlng  coal. 

But  if  each  period  might  the  8yix>d  please, 

Ho  1 ^bring  the  ivy  boughs,  and  bands  of  bajrs. 

Now  when  they  part  and  leave  the  naked  stag^ 
Oins  the  bare  hearer,  in  a  guilty  rage. 
To  curse  and  ban,  and  blame  his  likerous  eye. 
That  thus  hath  lavish*d  his  late  half-peony. 
Shame  that  the  Muses  should  be  bought  and  sold. 
For  every  peasant's  brass,  on  each  sosfibld. 


SATIRE  IV. 

Too  popular  is  tragic  poesie, 
Straining  his  tiptoes  for  a  farthing  fee, 
And  doth  beside  on  rhymeless  numbers  tcead, 
Unbid  iambics  flow  from  careless  head. 
Some  braver  brain  in  high  heroic  rhymes 
Gompileth  worm-eat  stories  of  old  times :  / 

And  he  like  some  imperious  Maronist, 
Coijures  the  Muses  that  they  him  assist. 
Then  strives  he  to  bombast  his  feeble  lines 

With  far-fetch'd  phrase; 

And  maketh  up  his  hard-betaken  tale  [vale. 

With  strange  enchantments,  fetch'd  from  darksom 
Of  some  Melissa  ^,  that  by  magic  doom 
To  Tuscans  soil  transporteth  Merlin's  tomb. 
Painters  and  poets  hold  your  auncient  right : 
Write  what  you  will,  and  write  not  what  you  might : 
Their  limits  be  their  list,  their  reason  will. 
But  if  some  painter,  in  presuming  skiU, 
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Should  pftrat  the  ftui  in  center  nf  tiie  Earth, 
Could  ye  forbear  tome  smiles,  and  tawtting  mirth  ? 
But  letfio  rebel  satjrr  dare  traduce 
Tb*  eternal  legends  of  thy  foerie  Muse, 
Reoowiied  Spencer:  whom  no  earthly  wight 
Bares  once  to  emulate,  much  less  dares  despight 
Salust^  of  France,  and  Tuscan  Ariost, 
Yield  up  the  lawrel  garland  ye  have  lost: 
And  let  all  others  willow  wear  with  me, 
Or  let  their  undeserviog  temples  bared  be. 


SATIRE  V. 

Amothse,  whose  more  heavy  hearted  saint 
Delights  in  nought  but  notes  of  nteful  plaint, 
Urgeth  his  melting  Muse  with  solemn  tears 
Kh3mtet>f  some  dreary  fetes  of  luckless  peers. 
Then  brings  be  up  some  branded  whining  ghost. 
To  tell  how  old  misfortunes  had  him  tossM. 
Then  mu^  he  ban  the  guiltless  fetes  above. 
Or  fortune  frail,  or  unrewarded  love. 
And  when  he  hath  parbrakM  his  grieved  mind. 
He  sends  him  down  v^here  erst  he  did  him  find. 
Without  on^  penny  to  pay  Charon's  hire^ 
That  waiteth  for  the  wandering  ghosts  retire. 


SATIRE  VL 

AvoTHBa  scorns  the  home-rpun  thread  of  rhymes. 
Matched  with  the  lofty  feet  of  elder  times: 
Oive  me  the  numbred  verse  that  Vtrgil  sung. 
And  VirgiVs  self  shall  speak  the  English  tongue: 
Manhood  and  garboiles  shall  he  chaunt  with  chauag- 

ed  feet 
And  head-strong  dactyls  making  music  meet. 
The  nimble  d^tyl  striving  to  out-go. 
The  drawling  spondees  pacing  it  below. 
The  lingring  spondees,  labouiing  to  delay. 
The  breathless  dactyls  with  a  sudden  suy. 
Whoever  saw  a  colt  wanton  and  wild, 
Yok'd  with  a  slow-foot  o%  on  falbw  field. 
Can  right  areed  how  handsomely  besets 
Dull  spondees  with  the  English  dactylets. 
If  Jove  speak  English  in  a  thundring  cloud, 
"Thwick  thwack,"  and  "  nifraff,*  roars  heoot  aloud. 
Fie  on  the  forged  mint  that  did  create 
Kew  coin  of  words  never  articulate. 


SATIRE  VIL 

GaiAT  is  the  folly  of  a  feeble  brain, 
O'er-rul'd  with  lova,  and  tsnranrious  diBdaiQ? 
For  love,  however  in  the  basest  breast. 
It  breeds  high  thoughts  that  feed  the  fancy  best 
Yet  is  he  blind,  and  leads  poor  fools  eWry, 
While  they  hang  gazing  on  their  mistress*  eye. 
The  love-sick  poet,  who^e  iriiportuhe  prayer 
Repulsed  is  with  resolute  despair, 
Hopeth  to  conquer  hid  disdaiaful  dame. 
With  public  pUhiti  of  his  coooeiyed  flame. 


^  DubartaK. 


I  Then  penn  he  forth  fn  patched  tooettiiigt, 
I  His  love,  his  lust,  and  loathsome  flatterhigs : 
As  though  the  staring  world  hang'd  on  his  sle«vvy 
When  OQCe  he  smiles,  to  laugh :  and  #hen  he  sigitf, 

to  grieve. 
Careth  the  world,  thou  love,  thou  live,  or  die  f 
Careth  the  world  how  feir  thy  feir-one  be  } 
Fond  wit-wal  that  wouldst  load  thy  witless  head 
With  timely  boms,  before  thy  brdal  bed. 
Then  can  he  terod  his  dirty  ill-facM  bride 
Lady  and  queen,  and  virgin  deify 'd  : 
Be  she  all  sooty  black,  or  berry  brown,  ' 
She  's  white  as  morrow's  milk,  or  flakes  new  blowm. 
And  though  she  be  some  dunghill  drudge  wt^bonm. 
Yet  can  he  her  resign  some  refuse  room 
Amidst  the  well  known  stars:  or  if  not  there. 
Sore  will  he  saint  her  in  his  Kalendere. 


SATIRE  VIIL 

Hbncb,  ye  profane !  roell  not  with  holy  thiofi' 
That  Sion's  Muse  from  Palestina  brings. 
Parnassus  is  transform 'd  to  Sion  Hill, 
And  iv'ry  -pa^ms  her  steep  ascents  done  fill. 
Now  good  St.  Peter  *  weeps  pure  Helicon, 
And  both  the  Maries  make  a  music  moan : 
Yea,  and  the  prophet  of  the  heav'nly  lyre. 
Great  Splomon,  sings  in  the  English  quire  ; 
And  is  become  a  new-found  sonnetist^ 
Singing  his  loye,  the  holy  spouse  of  Christ : 
Like  as  she  were  some  light-skirts  of  the  rest. 
In  mightiest  inkhomisms  hf  can  thither  wrest. 
Ye  Sion  Muses  shall  by  my  dear  will. 
For  this  your  zeal  and  far-admired  skill. 
Be  straight  transported  from  Jerusalem^ 
Unto  the  holy  house  of  Bethlehem. 


SATIRE  IX. 

Enw,  ye  Muses,  at  your  thriving  mate, 
C^ipid  hath  crowned  a  new  laureat: 
I  saw  his  statue  gayly  *tirM  in  green. 
As  tf  he  had  some  second  Phoebus  been. 
His  statite  tnmm'd  with  the  venerean  tree, 
And  shrined  feir  within  your  sanctuary. 
What,  he,  that  erst  to  gain  the  rhyming  goal,  , 
The  worn  recital-post  of  capitol. 
Rhymed  in  rules  of  Stewish  ribaldry. 
Teaching  experimental  bawdery  ! 
Whiles  th'  itching  vulgar,  tickled  with  the  soD^ 
Hanged  on  their  unready  poet's  tongue. 
Take  this,  ye  pai>ient  Mdses ;  and  foul  shame 
Shall  wait  upon  your  once  profaned  name : 
Take  this,  ye  Muses,  this  so  high  despite. 
And  let  all  hatefol  luckless  bnrds  of  night ; 
Let  scireeching  owls  nest  in  your  razed  roofs. 
And  let  your  floor  with  honied  satyres*  boofii 
Be  dinted,  and  defiled  every  mom : 
And  let  your  Walls  be  an  etenial  scorn. 
Wbht  if  some  Shoreditch  fury  should  incite 
Some  ln«t.«tung  lecher :  must  lie  needs  indite 
The  beastly  rites  of  hired  venery. 
The  whole  world*s  universal  bawd  to  be  ? 
Did  never  jret  no  damned  libertine. 
Nor  elder  heathen,  nor  new  Flnrentuae  % 

•  Robert  Southwell'f  St  Peter's  Complaint. 
'  Peter  Aretine. 
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Thoagli  they  were  liiiiMiiu  for  lewd  libertsr. 

Venture  upoa  so  shameful  vUlany  ; 

Our  epigrammaUrians,  old  and  late. 

Were  wont  be  blam'd  for  too  licentiate. 

Chute  men,  they  did  bi^  glance  atjLedbta'fl  deed, 

Aod  handsomely  leave  off  with  cleiuily  m^eed. 

But  arts  of  whoring,  stories  of  the  stews» 

Ye  Muses  will  ye  bear,  and  may  refuse } 

Nay,  let  the  Devil  and  St  Valentine 

Be  goflsips  to  those  ribald  rhy  aiei»  of  thiue. 


SATIRES. 

BOOK  IL 

PROLOGDB. 

Oil  been  the  manes  of  that  Cynic  spright, 

Goath'd  with  some  stubborn  clay,  and  led  to  light  ? 

Or  do  the  relic  ashes  of  his  grave 

Kevire  and  rise  from  their  forsaken  cave  ? 

That  so  with  gall-wet  words  and  speeches  rude 

Oxitroois  the  manners  of  the  multitude. 

Envy  belike  incites  his  pining  heart, 

Aod  bids  it  sate  itself  with  others  smart. 

Nay,  no  despight:  but  angry  Nemesis, 

Whose  scourge  doth  follow  all  that  done  amiss : 

That  scourge  I  bear,  albe  in  ruder  fist. 

And  wound,  and  strike,  and  pardon  whom  she  liiL 


SATIRE  L 

Fot  shame !  write  hetter,  Labeo,  or  write  none; 
Or  better  write,  or  Labeo  write  alone : 
Nay,  call  the  Cynic  but  a  wittie  foole. 
Thence  to  abjure  his  handsome  drinking  bowl  $ 
Because  the  tbirstie  swaine  with  hollow  hand, 
CV>nveied  the  streame  to  weet  his  drie  weasMid. 
HYde  they  that  can,  though  they  thai  eanmt  doe: 
Bvtwkoknoxes  thaty  but  they  thai  do  not  know. 
Lo  !  what  it  is  that  makes  white  tags  so  deare. 
That  men  must  give  a  teston  for  a  queare. 
I/> !  what  it  is  that  makes  goose  wings  so  scant. 
That  the  distressed  sempster  did  them  want: 
So  lavish  ope-tyde  causeth  fasting  lents. 
And  starveling  famine  comes  of  large  expense. 
Might  not  (so  they  were  pleas'd  that  beene  above) 
Long  paper-abitiitence  our  death  remove  ? 
Then  manie  a  Lollerd  would  in  forfaitment,         ' 
Beare  paper-faggots  o*er  the  pavement. 
But  now  men  wager  who  shall  blot  the  most* 
And  each  man  writes.     There  U  to  much  lobour  lost. 
That  'sgood,  that  'x  great:  nay  much  is  seidome  weU, 
Of  what  is  bad,  a  little  *s  a  greate  deale. 
Better  is  more  :  but  best  is  nought  at  all, 
lesse  is  the  next,  and  lesser  crinttnall. 
Utile  and  good,  is  greatest  good  save  one. 
Then,  Laheo,  or  wile  little,  or  write  none. 
Tush,  but  small  paines  can  be  but  little  art. 
Or  lode  full  drie-fiits  fro  the  forren  mart. 
With  fidio  volumes,  two  to  an  oxe  hide. 
Or  else  ye  pamphleteer  go  stand  aside ; 


Reade  in  each  scboole,  in  enrerie  ■wrgent  qooted. 
In  everie  catalogue  for  an  auChoor  noted. 
There 's  happinease  well  given  and  well  get, 
Lease  gifts,  and  leawr  gaines,  I  weigh  them  not* 
So  may  the  giant  roam  and  write  on  high. 
Be  he  a  dwarfe  that  writes  not  thenr  as  I. 
But  well  fore  Stmbo^  which,  as  stories  tdl. 
Contrived  all  .Troy  within  one  walnut  sheU. 
Hi^  curious  gbott  now  lately  hither  came  ; 
Arriving  neere  the  mouth  of  luckie  Tame, 
I  saw  f  piaoiire  atmggling.with  the  load, 
Dragging  all  Troy  home  towards  her  abode. 
Now  dare,  we  hither,  if  we  durst  appeare. 
The  subtile  stithy-man  that  livM  while  ere : 
Such  one  was  once,  .or  once  I  was  mistaught, 
A  smith  at  Vulcan's  owne  foige  up  tronght. 
That  made  an  iron  chariot  so  light,  ^   ' 

The  coach«hoffe  was  a  flea  in  trappttigs  dight 
The  tamelesse  steed  could  well  his  waggon  wield. 
Through  downes  and  dales  of  the  uneven  field. 
Strive  they,  laugh  we :  meane  while  the  black  stone 
Passes  new  StFelio^  and  new  Strabo*s  Troy. 
Little  for  .great ;  and  great  for  good ;  all  one: 
For  shame  I  or  better  write,  or  Labeo  write  none. 
But  who  conjur*d  this  bawdie  Poggie'b  ghost. 
From  out  the  steWes  of  his  lewde  home-bred  coait : 
Or  wicked  Rablais  dronken  revellings. 
To  grace  the  mis-rule  of  our  tavemltogs  ? 
Or  who  put  bayes  into  blind  Cnpid's  fist, 
That  he  should  crown  what  lameats  him  list  ? 
Whose  words  are  those,  to  remedie  the  deed, 
That  cause  men  stop  their  noses  when  they  read  } 
Both  good  things  ill,  and  ill  thfaigt  well ;  all  one  > 
For  shame  1  write  dcanly»  LabeO|  or  write  none. 


SATIRE  IL 

To  what  end  did  oor  lavish  auncestours 

Erect  of  old  these  stately  piles  of  ours  I 

For  thread-bare  clerks,  and  for  the  ragged  Muse^ 

Whom  hetter  fit  some  cotes  of  sad  secluse  } 

Blush,  niggard  Ago,  and  be  asham'd  to  see 

These  monuments  of  wiser  ancestrie. 

And  ye  faire  heapes,  the  Muses  sacred  shrines, 

(In  spite  of  time  and  envioos  repines) 

Stand  still  and  flourish  till  the  worid*s  last  day. 

Upbraiding  it  with  former  love's  decay. 

Here  may  you,  Moses,  our  deare  soveraignes, 

Seome  each  base  lordting  ever  3FOU  disdaines; 

And  every  peasant  churie,  whose  smokie  roofe 

Denied  harbour  for  your  deare  behoofe. 

Scome  ye  the  world  before  it  do  complaine, 

And  scome  the  world  that  scometh  yon  againe. 

And  scome  contempt  itseHe  that  doth  incite 

Each  single-sold  *squire  to  set  you  at  so  light. 

What  neeides  me  care  for  anie  bookish  skill. 

To  blot  white  papers  with  my  festlesse  quill : ' 

Or  pore  on  painted  leaves,  or  beat  my  braine 

With  far-fetch  thought ;  or  to  consume  in  vaine 

In  latter  even,  or  midst  of  winter  nights, 

111  smelUng  oyles,  or  some  still  Watching  lights  ? 

Let  them  that  meane  by  bookish  bnsinesse 

To  came  their  bread,  or  hopeu  to  professe 

Their  hard  got  skill,  let  them  alone  for  me^  ^ 

3u^e  their  braines  with  deeper  brokerie. 

Great  gaines  shall  bide  you  sure,  when  ye  have  speiit 

A  thousand  himps,  and  thousand  reames  have  rent 
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Of taeedkss  pi^efii  $  and  » thouMod  niglits 
Have  burned  out  witb  eo^y  candle  Hghts. 
Ye  palish  gbofts  of  Athens,  when  at  last 
Your  patrintootes  spent  in  witlese  wast. 
Your  ftiends  all  irearie,  and  yoor/spirits  ^peot, 
Ye  may  your  fbrtones  seeke,  and  be  forwent 
Ot  3roiir  kind  cousins,  and  your  chnrlidi  sires. 
Left  there  akne,  midst  the  fast-folding  briers. 
Have  not  I  lands  of  faire  inheritance, 
0eriv*d  by  right  cf  long  conCinaanoe, 
To  first-borne  males,  so  list  the  law  to  grace^ 
Nature's  first  fruits  in  an  eternal  race  ? 
Let  second  brothers,  and  poore  nestlings. 
Whom  more  injurious  nature  later  brings    < 
Into  the  naked  world;  let  them  assaine* 
To  get  hard  pennyworths  with  so  bootlesie  painQ. 
Tush  f  what  care  I  to  be  Arcesilas, 
Or  some  sad  Solon,  whose-deed-forrowed  face,  ' 
And  sullen  head,  uid  yellow-clouded  sight. 
Still  on  the  stedfaH  earth  are  musing  pight ; 
Muttering  what  censures  their  distracted  minde. 
Of  brain-siok  paradozoi  deeply  hath  definde : 
Or  of  Parmemdes,  or  of  darke  Heraditc, 
Whether  all  be  one,  or  ought  be  infinite  ? 
Long  would  it  be  ere  thou  hast  purchase  bought. 
Or  welthier  wexen  b^r  such  idle  thought. 
Fond  fool!  six  feet  shall  serve  fior  all  thy  store; 
And  be  that  cares  for  most  shall  find  no  more. 
We  scpme  that  wealth  should  be  the  finalL  end. 
Whereto  the  heavenly  MusC  hdr  course  doth  bend ; 
And  rather  had  be  pale  with  learned  cares, 
Hian  paunched  with  thy  cho3rce  of  changed  fares. 
Or  doth  thy  glorie  stand  in  outward  gleef 
A  lave-ear*d  esse  with  gold  may  trapped  be. 
Or  if  in  pleasure  ?  live  we  as  we  may. 
Let  swinish  Grill  deligfai  in  dunghill  clay. 


SATIRE  RL 

Wflo doubts?  the  laws  fell  down  from  Heaven^ 

height. 
Like  to  some  gliding  starre  in  winter's  night  f 
Themis,  the  scribe  ^  God,  did  long  agone 
Engrave  them  deepe  in  during  marble  stone. 
And  cast  them  downe  on  this  unruly  clay. 
That  men  might  know  to  rule  and  to  obey. 
But  now  their  characters  depraved  bin, 
By  them  that  would  make  gain  of  others  sin. 
And  now  hath  wrong  so  maistered  the  right, 
That  they  live  best  that  on  wioogs  of&U  light. 
So  loathly  flye  that  lives  on  galled  wound. 
And  scabby  festers  inwardly  unsound. 
Feeds  fstter  with  that  poys'nous  carrion. 
Than  they  that  haunt  the  healthy  limbs  alone. 
Wo  to  the  weale  where  many  lawyers  be. 
For  there  is  sure  much  store  of  maladie. 
'T  was  truely  said,  and  truely  was  foreseene 
The  fat  kme  are  devoured  of  the  leane. 
Genus  and  species  k)ng  since  barefbote  went. 
Upon  their  ten-toes  in  wilde  wandermentt 
^Whiles  &ther  Bartoll  on  his  footcloth  rode, 
Upon  hi jfh  pavement  gayly  silver-fl^row'd.   . 
Each  home-bred  science  percheth  in  the  chaire. 
While  sacred  artes  grovell  on  the  groundsell  Imre. 
,  Since  pedling  barbarismes'  gan  be  in  request, 
Nor  cbssicke  tongues,  nor  learning  found  no  rest. 
The  crowchiug  client,  witb  low-bended  knee, 
And  maoie  worships,  and  feurt  flatteries 


Tells  on  his  t^  as  mootiily  ■•  Ima  fill. 

But  stil(  the  lawyer's  eye  squints  on  his  fist ; 

If  that  seem  lined  with  a  larger  fee. 

Doubt  not  the  suite,  the  law  is  plaine  for  thee. 

Though  must  he  buy  bis  vainer  hope  with  oricet 

Disclont  his  crownes,  and  thanke  him  for  adriee. 

So  have  I  scene  in  a  tempestuous  stowre 

Some  bryer-bush  showmg  shelter  from  the  showre 

Unto  the  bopefdil  sheepe,  thatfiune  would  hide 

His  fleecie  ooate  from  that  same  angry  tide  : 

The  ruthlesse  breere,  regardlesse  of  his  plight, 

Laies  hdde  upon  the  fleece  he  should  aoquite. 

And  takes  advantage  of  the  carelessa  prey. 

That  thought  she  in  securer  shelter  lay. 

The  day  is  faire,  the  sheepe  would  far  to  feeder 

The  tjrrant  brier  holdesfast  his  shelters  meed. 

And  claimes  it  for  the  fee  of  his  defence: 

So  robs  the  sheepe,  in  favour's  Cure  pretence. 


SATIRE  IV. 

WoiTHiB  were  Galen  to  be  weighed  in  gold. 
Whose  help  doth  sweetest  life  and  health  uphold; 
Yet  by  saint  Esculape  he  solemne  swore. 
That  for  diseases  they  were  never  more. 
Fees  never  lesse,  never  so  little  gaine. 
Men  give  a  groate,  and  aske  the  rest  againe. 
Groats-worth  of  health  can  ante  leech  allot  ? 
Yet  should  he  have  no  more  that  gives  a  groate. 
Should  I  on  each  sicke  pillow  leane  my  brest. 
And  gmpe  the  pulse  of  everie  mangie  wrest; 
And  spie  out  marvels  in  each  urinall; 
And  rumble  up  the  filths  that  finom  them  fisU  ; 
And  give  a  dosse  for  everie  disease. 
In  prescripts  long  and  tedious  recipes. 
All  for  so  leane  reward  of  art  and  me? 
No  horse-leach  but  will  looke  for  larger  fee. 
Meane  while  if  chaunce  some  desp*rate  patient  die, 
Com'n  to  the  period  of  his  destioie : 
(As  who  can  crosse  the  fatall  resolution,  *^ 
In  the  decreed  day  of  dissolution:) 
.Whether  ill  tendment,  or  recurelesse  paioe, 
IF^iocure  his  death  ;  the  neighbours  all  comj^ne, 
Tfi*  unskilfull  leech  murdered  his  patient. 
By  pojrson  of  some  fbule  ingredient. 
Hereon  the  vulgar  may  as  soone  be  brought 
To  Socrates  his  poysoned  hemkx;  drought. 
As  to  the  wholsome  julap,  whose  receat 
Might  his  disease's  lingring  force  defeat. 
If  nor  a  dramme  of  triade  soveraigne. 
Or  aqua  titae,  or  sugar  candian, 
Nor  kitchin-cordials  can  it  remedie, 
Certes  his  time  is  come,  needs  mought  he  die. 
Were  I  a  leech,  as  who  knowes  what  may  he. 
The  liberal  man  should  live,  and  parte  should  die. 
The  sickly  ladie,  and  the  gowtie  peere 
Still  would  I  haunt,  that  love  their  life  so  deare. 
Where  life  is  deare, <who  cares  for  coyi?ed  drosae? 
That  spen'is  counted  gaine,  and  q>ared,  loase : 
Or  would  culture  the  chymic  mercuric. 
Rise  from  his  honedung  bed,  and  upwards  file; 
And  with  glasse  stills,  and  sticks  of  juniper. 
Raise  the  blad(  sprigfat  that  bumes  not  with  the  ^ : 
And  broig  quintessence  of  elixir  pal^ 
Out  of  sublimed  sfnrits  nunerall. 
Each  powdred  graine  ranaometh  captive  Idngs, 
PorchMBth  reahnea,  and  life  proloi^  brings. 
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SATIRE  V. 


SA^*ffr  tboa  ever  Siqais  patched  on  PauPs  churoh 
To  seeke  some  racaot  vicarage  before  ?       [doore, 
Who  wants  a  charchman  that  can  service  say, 
Read  iksl  and  (aire  his  oicmthly  homile^  ? 
And  wed  and  bury,  and  make  christen-toules  ? 
Come  to  the  left-side  alley  of  Saint  Ponies. 
Thoa  servile  foole,  why  could'it  thoa  not  rej^re 
To  bay  a  benefice  at  tteeple-fiure  ? 
There  moaghtest  thoa,  for  bat  a  slender  price, 
Advowsoo  thee  with  some  fat  benefice : 
Or  if  thee  list  not  waite  for  dead  men*i  shoon,  ' 
Nor  pray  each  mom  th'  inenmbent's  daies  were  done: 
A  tlMMisuMi  patDns  thither  ready  bring 
Their  new-fain  churches  to  the  chafiertng ; 
Suke  three  yeares'  stipend ;  no  mkn  asketh  more : 
Go  take  poasession  of  the  church-porch  doore, 
Aod  ring  thy  bells ;  lucke  stroken  in  thy  fist : 
The  parsonage  is  thine,  or  ere  thou  wist. 
Saint  Fooles  of  Ootam  moaght  thy  parish  be 
For  thb  thy  base  and  servile  symonie. 


SATIRE  VI. 

A  onrTU  sqnire  would  gladly  entertaine 

Into  his  house  some  trencher-chaplame ; 

Some  willing  man  that  might  instruct  his  sons. 

And  that  would  stand  to  good  conditions. 

Fir^,  that  he  lie  upon  the  truckle-bed. 

Whiles  his  young  maister  lieth  o*er  his  head. 

Seooud,  that  he  do,  on  no  default. 

Ever  presume  to  sit  above  the  salt. 

Third,  that  he  never  change  his  trencher  twise. 

Fourth,  that  he  use  all  common  courtesies ; 

Sit  bare  at  meales,  and  one  halfe  rise  and  wait. 

Last,  that  he  never  his  yong  maister  beat. 

But  he  must  soke  his  mother  to  define. 

How  msnie  jerkes  she  would  his  breech  should  line. 

All  these  observed,  he  could  contented  bee. 

To  gire  fife  markes  and  winter  livcrie. 


SATIRE  Vn« 

lit  ih'  Heaven'^  universal  alphabet 
All  earthly  thinges  so  surely  are  foreset, 
That  who  can  read  those  figures,  may  fbreibew 
Whatever  thing  shall  afterwards  ensue : 
Faine  would  I  know  (might  it  our  artist  pkaae) 
Why  can  his  tell-tioth  £^iemerides 
Teach  him  the  weather's  state  so  long  befome^ 
And  Dot  foretell  him,  nor  his  fatall  home, 
Nor  his  deatb's-day,  nor  no  such  sad  event; 
Which  he  moaght  wisely  labopr  to  prevent  ? 
^ou  damned  mock-art,  and  thou  biminsidL  tale 
Ofoldastrologie:  where  did'st  thou  vaile^ 
]Tby  cursed  head  thus  long,  that  ao  it  mist 
The  black  bronds  of  some  sharper  aatyrist  ? 
Some  doting  gossip  mongst  the  Chaldee  wives, 
«« to  the  credulous  world  thee  first  derive  j 
«M  Superstition  nurs'd  thee  ever  senoe, 
f^  pubfisht  in  profounder  art's  pretence : 
^^  DOW,  who  pares  kts  nailes,  or  libs  bis  swine^ 
ADt  he  must  first  take  counsel  of  the  eigne. 
M  that  the  vulgais  count  for  faire  or  foule, 
Par  hviqg  or  for  dead,  for  sick  or  whole. 


His  feare  or  hope,  for  plentie  or  for  lacke, 
Hangs  "all  upon  his  new-year's  almanapk. 
If  chance  once  in  the  spring  his  head  should  ake. 
It  was  foretold:  thus  sayes  mine  almanack. 
In  th'  Heaven's  high-street  are  but  dozen  xoomes^ 
In  which  dwells  all  the  world,  past  and  to  come. 
Twelve  goodly  innes  they  are,  with  twelve  foyre 
Ever  well  tended  .by  our  star-divines.  [signes, 

Everie  man's  head  innes  at  the  homed  Ramme, 
The  whilestbenecke  the  black  Bull's  guest  became, 
Th*  arms,  by  good  hap,  meet  at  the  wrastlingTwins^ 
Th'  heart  in  the  way,  at  the  blue  lion  innes. 
The  leggs  their  lod^g  in  Aquarius  got; 
That  is  Ae  Bride-streete  of  the  Heaven  I  wot. 
The  feet  took  up  the  Fish  with  teeth  of  gold; 
But  who  with  Scorpio  lodg'd  may  not  be  told* 
What  office  then  doth  the  star-gazer  beare  ) 
Or  let  him  be  the  Heaven's  osteleret 
Or  tapsters  some,  or  some  be  cbamberlaine% 
To  waite  upon  the  gnosis  they  entertame. 
Hence  can  they  reade,  by  virtue  of  their  tmde. 
When  any  thing  is  mist,  where  it  was  laide. 
Hence  they  divine,  and  hence  they  can  devise. 
If  their  aim  fiaile,  the  start  to  mortiize. 
Demon,  my  friend,  once  liver-sicke  of  love. 
Thus  leam'd  I  by  the  signes  his  griefe  remove : 
In  the  blinde  Archer  first  I  saw  the  signe. 
When  thou  reoeiv'dst  that  wilful  wound  of  thine; 
And  now  in  Virgo  it  that  crael  mayde,     . 
Which  hath  not  yet  with  love  thy  love  rqiaide. 
But  roarke  when  once  it  comes  to  Gemini, 
Straightway  fish-whole  shall  thy  sicke-liver  be. 
But  now  (as  tk^  angrle  Heavens  seeme  to  threat 
Manie  hard  fortune^  and  disastres  great) 
If  chance  it  oome  to  wanton-Capricome, 
And  so  into  the  Ram's  disgraceful  home. 
Then  learae  thou  of  the  ugly  Scorpion, 
To  hate  her  for  her  fowle  abtuion : 
Thy  refuge  then  the  balance  be  of  right. 
Which  shall  thee  from  thy  broken  hood  acquite: 
So  with  the  Oab,  go  back  whence  thou  began. 
From  thy  first  match,  and  live  a  single  i 
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SoMB  say  my  Satyres  over  loQtely  flowe. 
Nor  hide  their  gall  enough  from  open  showe; 
Not,  riddle  like,  obscuring  their  intent;  '  * 

But,  packe^^tafie  plaine,  uttring  what  thing  they 


Contrarie  to  the  Roman  ancients. 

Whose  words  were  short,  aod  darksome  was  theic 


Who  reades  one  line  of  their  ha^h  poesies. 
Thrice  must  he  take  his  winde,  and  breathe  him 

thrice: 
My  Muse  would  folk>w  them  that  have  foregone. 
But  cannot  with  an  English  pioeon ; 
For  looke  how  forre  the  ancient  oomedie 
Past  former  satyres  in  her  libertie : 
So  forre  must  mine  yield  unto  them  of  olde  ; 
'T  is  better  be  too  Iwd,  than  be  too  bolde. 
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Thr  was,  and  that  was  tenn*d  the  time  of  gold, 
When  world  and  time  were  young,  thatiiow  are  old, 
(When  ouiet  Satame  sway'd  the  mace  of  lead, 
And  pride  was  yet  onbome,  and  yet  unbred.) 
Thne  was,  that  while  the  antomne  ftdl  did  last. 
Our  hungrie  sires  gap'd  for  the  filing  mast 

of  the  Dodonian  oakes. 
Could  no  unhnsked  akome  leave  the  tree, 
But  there  was  challenge  made  whose  it  mig:ht  be. 
And  if  some  nice  and  liquorous  appetite 
Desired  mor^  daintie  dish  of  rare  delite,   *' 
They  scal'd  the  stored  crab  with  clasped  knee. 
Till  they  had  sated  their  delicious  eye : 
Or  searched  the  bopeftill  thidts  of  hedgy-rowes. 
For  brierie  berries,  or  bawes,  or  sourer  sloes : 
Or  when  Uiey  meant  to  fare  the  fin'st  of  all. 
They  lick'd  oake-leaves  besprint  with  bony  fall. 
As  for  the  thrise  three-angled  beech  not-shell. 
Or  chesnotV  avmed  huske,  and  hid  kemell; 
No  squire  dnrst  tooch,  the  law  would  not  afibrd, 
Kept  for  the  court,  and  for  the  king*s  owne  board. 
Their  royall  plate  was  clay,  or  wood,  or  stone ; 
The  vulgar,  save  his  hand,  else  he  had  none. 
Their  onely  cellar  was  the  neighbour  brooke: 
None  did  for  better  care,  for  better  looke. 
Was  then  no  plaining  of  the  brewer's  scape. 
Nor  greedie  vintner  mixt  the  strained  grape.  . 
The  king's  pavilion  was  the  grassy  green, 
Under  safe  shelter  of  the  3hadie  treen. 
Under  each  banke  men  layd  their  limbs  along, 
Not  wishing  anie  ease,  not  fearing  wrong : 
Clad  with  their  owne,  as  they  were  made  of  old, 
Not  fearing  shame,  not  feeling  anie  cold. 
But  when  by  Ceres  hnswifHe  and  peine. 
Men  leam'd  to  burie  the  reviving  graine. 
And  father  Janus  taught  the  new-found  vine, 
^Bise  on  the  eime,  with  many  a  fhendly  twine : 
And  base  desire  bade  men  to  delven  low. 
For  needlesse  mettals,  then  gan  mischief  grow. 
Then  ferewell  fayrest  age,  the  world's  best  dayes; 
Thriving  in  ill  as  it  in  age  decaies. 
Then  crept  in  pride,  and  peevish  covetise. 
And  men  grew  greedie,  discordous,  and  nice. 
Now  man,  that  eret  haile-fellow  was  with  beast, 
Wo3ce  on  to  weene  himselfe  a  god  at  least. 
No  aerie  fowl  can  take  so  high  a  flight. 
Though  she  her  daring  wings  in  clouds  have  dight ; 
Nor  flish  can  dive  so  deep  in  yielding  sea, 
Though  Thetis  selfe  should  swffare  her  safetie ; 
Nor  fearful!  beast  can  dig  his  cave  so  lowe. 
As  could  he  further  than  Earth's  center  go ; 
As  that  the  ayre,  the  earth,  or  ocean, 
Should  shield  them  from  the  gorge  of  greedie  man. 
Hath  utmost  Inde  ought  better  than  his  owne? 
Then  utmost  Inde  is  neare,  and  rife  to  gone. 
O  Nature  !  was  the  world  ordain'd  for  nought 
But  flil  man*s  maw,  and  feede  man's  idle  thought  ? 
Thy  grandsires  words  savour'd  of  thriftie  leekes. 
Or  manly  garlic ;  but  thy  furnace  reekes 
Hot  steams  of  wine ;  and  can  a-loofe  Hescrie 
The  drunken  draughts  of  sweete  autumnitie. 
They  naked  went ;  or  clad  in  ruder  bide,  > 
Or  home-spun  russet,  void  of  forraine  pride : 
But  thou  canst  maske  m  garish  gauderie,  ^ 
To  suite  a  foole's  far-fetched  liverie. 
A  French  head  joy n'd  to  necke  Italian: 
Thy  thighs  from  Gecmanie^  and  breit  from  Spain : 


An  Englishman  in  none,  a  foole  in  all : 
Many  in  one,  and  one  in  several!. 
Then  men  were  men;  but  now  the  greater  part 
Beasts  are  in  life,  apd  women  are  in  heart. 
Good  Ssturne  selfe,  that  homely  emperour. 
In  proudest  pompe  was  not  so  clad  of  yore. 
As  is  the  under-groome  of  the  osUerie, 
Husbanding  it  in  work-day  yeomanue, 
Ix) !  the  long  date  of  those  expired  dayes, 
Which  the  inspired  Merlin's  word  fore-sayes; 
When  dunghill  peasants  shall  be  dight  as  kingi^ 
Then  one  confusion  another  brings : 
Th«i  farewell  fairest  age,  the  world's  best  daye% 
Thriving  in  ill,  as  It  in  age  decayes. 
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Great  Osmond  knowes  not  how  he  shall  be  koowtg 
When  once  great  Osmond  shall  be  dead  and  gooe  s 
Unlesse  he  reare  up  some  rich  monument. 
Ten' furlongs  nearer  to  the  firmament 
Some  stately  tombe  he  builds,  Egyptian  wise. 
Rex  regum  written  on  the  pyramis. 
Whereas  gpneat  Arthur  lies  iu  ruder  oak. 
That  never  felt  none  but  the  feller's  stroke. 
Small  honour  can  l>e  got  with  gaudie  mve $, 
Nor  it  thy  rotten  name  from  dea^  can  safe. 
The  fairer  tombe,  the  fouler  is  thy  name; 
The  greater  pompe  procuring  greater  sliame. 
Thy  monument  moke  thou  thy  living  deeds; 
.No  other  tomb  than  that  true  virtue  needs. 
What !  had  he  nought  whereby  he  might  be  kncmae 
But  costly  pilements  of  some  curious  stooe  ? 
The  matter  Nature's,  and  the  workman's  frame  ; 
His  purse's  cost :  where  then  is  Osmond's  name  } 
Deserv'dst  thou  ill  ?  well  were  thy  name  and  the^ 
Wert  thou  inditphed  in  great  secrecie; 
Where  as  no  passenger  might  curse  thy  dost. 
Nor  dop  sepulcbraU  sate  their  gnawing  lust. 
Thine  ill  deserts  cannot  be  grav'd  with  thee^ 
So  long  as  on  thy  grave  they  ingraved  be. 


SATIRE  lit 

Tm  courteous  citizen  bode  me  to  his  feast. 

With  hollow  words,  and  overiy  request: 

"  Come,  will  ye  dine  with  me  this  hblyday  ?** 

I  yeelded,  though  he  hop'd  I  would  say  nay  s 

Por  had  I  mayden'd  it,  as  many  use ;  / 

Loath  fbir  to  grant,  but  leather  to  reftise. 

"  Alacke,  sir,  I  were  loath ;  another  day,— » 

I  should  buttroitbleyofl ; — pardon  me,  if  you  may.'' 

No  pardon  should  I  need ;  for,  to  depart 

He  gives  me  leave,  and  thanks  too,  in  his  heart. 

Two  words  for  monie,  Darhishirian  wise; 

(That 's  one  too  manie)  is  a  naughtie  guise. 

Who  k)oks  for  double  biddings  to  a  feast. 

May  dine  at  home  for  an  importune  guest. 

I  went,  then  saw,  and  found  the  greate  expense; 

The  fare  and  fashions  of  oar  citizens. 

Oh,  Qleopatrical !  what  wanteth  there 

For  curious  cost,  and  wondrous  choice  of  cheere? 

Beefe,  that  erst  Hercules  held  fbr  finest  fare ; 

Porke  for  the  fet  Bceotiad,  or  the  hare 

For  Martial ;  fish  for  the  Venetian ; 

Goose-liver  for  the  Hkovous  Romaa^ 
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Th^  Atheoian's  gMte;  quaile^  lolan's  cbeore; 
The  hen  for  Gsculape,  aod  the  Parthian  deere  ^ 
Grapes  for  Arcesilas,  figs  for  Plato's  mouth. 
And  cbesoats  faire  for  Amarillis*  tooth.         [fore  ? 
Uadst  thou  such  cheere  ?  wert  thou  ever  there  be- 
Never  — I  thought  so:  oor  come  there  no  morew 
Come  there  no  more ;  for  so  meant  all  that  cost: 
Neoer  hence  teke  mefgf  ikjf  second  koti. 
For  whom  be  meapes  to  make  an  often  guest» 
One  dtah  ahall  serve;  and  welcoaae  make  the  rest 


SATIRE  IV. 

Wsax  yesterday  Palemon's  natab  kept. 

That  so  hb  threshold  is  all  freshly  steept 

With  new-shed  blood  ?  Could  he  not  sacrifice 

Some  sorry  morkin  that  unbidden  dies; 

Or  meager  heifer,  or  some  rotten  ewe ; 

fiat  he  must  needs  his  posts  with  blood  embrew, 

And  on  his  way-doore  fixe  the  homed  head, 

With  flowers  and  with  ribbands  garnished  ? 

Now  shall  the  passenger  decme  the  man  devout 

What  boots  it  be  so,  but  the  world  must  know  't  ? 

O  the  fbnd  boasting  of  vain-glorious  man  I 

Does  he  the  best,  that  may  the  best  be  seene  ? 

Who  ever  gives  a  paire  of  velvet  shooes 

To  th'  holy  rood,  or  liberaUy  allowes 

Bat  a  new  rope  to  rihg  the  curfew  bell, 

But  he  desires  that  his  great  deed  may  dwell. 

Or  graven  in  the  chancel-wmdow-glasse, 

Or  in  the  lasting  tombe  of  plated  brasse  ? 

For  he  that  doth  so  fSew  deserving  deeds^* 

T  were  sure  his  best  sue  for  such  larger  meeds. 

Who  would  inglorious  live,  inglorious  die. 

And,  migli^  eternize  his  game's  memorie  ? 

And  he  that  caniyot  brag  of  greater  store. 

Must  make  his  somewhat  much,  and  little  more. 

Nor  can  good  Myson  weaie  on  his  left  bond, 

A  signet  ring  of  Bristol  diamond, 

Bot  he  must  cut  his  gk>ve  to  show  his  pride. 

That  his  trim  jewel  might  be  better  spy'd : 

And  that  men  mought  some  hurgesse  him  repute, 

With  sattia  aleeyes  hat^  graced  his  sac^a^Uoth  suit 


SATIBE  V. 

Fib  on  all  cowtesie,  and  nnruly  windes. 

Two  ooely  tes  that  faire  disguisement  findes. 

Strange  curse  t  but  fit  for  such  a  fickle  age. 

When  scalpes  are  subject  to  such  vassalage. 

late  travalfaig  along  in  Loodou  way, 

Mee  met,  as  seem'd  by  his  disguis'd  array^ 

A  lostie  courtier,  whose  curied  head 

With  ahron  locks,  was  fairely  famished. 

I  him  sainted  in  our  lavish  wise ; 

He  answerea  my  untimely  courtesies. 

His  bonnet  vaiVd,  ere  ever  he  could  tfainke, 

TU'  unraly  winde  blowes  oflFhis  periwinke. 

He  lights  and  runs,  and  quickly  hath  him  sped. 

To  overtake  his  over-ranning  head* 

The  sportfoll  winde,  to  mocke  the  headlesse  man. 

Tosses  apace  his  pitched  Rogerian : 

And  straight  it  to  a  deeper  dit^h  hath  blowne ; 

There  must  my  yonker  fetch  his,waxen  crowne. 

Mookt  and  laught,  whiles  in  his  raging  minde. 

^cufttMomrUm,  tmdunruly  mnde. 


I  lookt^  and  laught,  and  much  I  mervailed. 

To  see  so  huge  a  caus-way  in  his  head. 

And  me  bethought,  that  when  it  first  begon, 

T  was  some  shioad  autumne  that  so  bar*d  tiie  bone. 

la  't  not  sweete  pride,  when  men  their  crownes  must 

shade. 
With  that  which  jerks  the  hams  of  every  jade. 
Or  floor-8tn>w*d  locks  from  off  the  baibei's  sheares  ? 
But  waxen  crownes  well  gree  with  borrow*d  hairei* 


SATIRE  VL 

Wmm  OullioQ  dy'd  (who  knowes  not  Gultion  ?) 

And  his  drie  soule  arriv'd  at  Acheron, 

He  faire  besought  the  feryman  of  HeU, 

That  he  mi^ht  drinke  to  dead  PantagrueL 

Charon  was  afraid  lest  thirstie  Gulfion 

Would  have  dranke  drie  the  river  Acheron. 

Vet  last  consented  for  a  little  byre. 

And  downe  he  dips  his  chops  deep  in  the  myre. 

And  drinkes,  and  drinkes,  and  swallowes  in  the 

streeme, 
Untill  the  shallow  shores  all  naked  seeme. 
Yet  still  he  drinkes,  nor  can  the  boatman's  cries^ 
Nor  crabbed  oares,  nor  prayers,  make  him  rise.  . 
So  bng  he  drinkes,  till  the  blacke  caravell. 
Stands  still  fast  graveli'd  on  the  mud  of  Hell. 
There  stand  they  still,  nor  can  go,  nor  retyre. 
Though  greedie  ghosts  quicke  passage  did  require. 
Yet  stand  they  still,  as  though  they  lay  at  rode. 
Till  Oullion  his  bladder  would  unlode. 
Tbey  stand,  and  waite,  and  pray  for  that  good  hourej 
Which,  when  it  came,  they  sailed  to  the  shore. 
But  never  si|ice  dareth  the  ferryman. 
Once  entertaine  the  ghost  of  Gullion, 
Drinke  on,  drie  soule,  and  pledge  sir  Gullkm : 
Drinke  to  all  healths,  but  drinike  not  to  thine  owne. 

Desnnt  ncnnirila. 


SATIRB  VIL 

SnsT  thou  how  gayly  my  yong  maister  goes^ 
Vaunting  himselfe  upon  his  rising  toe^ ; 
And  pranks  his  hand  upon  his  dagger's  side; 
And  picks  his  glutted  teeth  sinoe  late  noon-tide  ? 
T  is  Ruffio :  trow%t  thou  where  hedin'd  to  day  ? 
In  sooth  I  saw  him  sit  with  duke  Hnmfray. 
Many  good  welcoofies,  and  much  gratis  cheere, 
Keepes  he  fiir  everie  straggling  cavaliere. 
An  open  house,  haunted  with  greate  resort; 
Long  service  mist  with  musicall  disport. 
Many  faire  yonker  with  a  feather'd  crest. 
Chooses  much  rather  be  his  shot^free  gu«rt, 
To  fare  so  fireely  with  so  little  cost. 
Than  stake  his  twelve-pence  to  a  meaner  host 
Hadst  thou  not  told  me,  I  should  surely  say 
He  touch't  no  meat  of  all  this  live-long  day. 
For  sure  me  thought,  yet  that  was  but  a  guesse. 
His  eyes  seeme  sunke  for  rene  hollownesse. 
But  could  he  have  (as  I  did  it  mistake) 
So  little  in  his  purse,  so  much  upon  his  backe? 
So  nothing  in  his  maw  ?  yet  seemeth  by  his  bel^ 
That  his  gaunt  gut  no  too  much  stuffing  felt. 
Seest  thou  how  side  it  bangs  beneath  his  hip?' 
Hunger  and  heavy  iron  makes  girdles  slip. 
Yet  for  all  that,  how  stifly  struts  he  by. 
All  tr^yped  in  the  new-found  braverie. 
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The  Duitt  of  new-woD  Gales  bit  bonnet  loot,  ^ 

In  lieu  of  tbeir  lo  kind  a  oonquerment. 

What  needed  he  fetch  fbat  iroin  fiutheftSpaine, 

His  jfrandame  a>uld  have  lent  with  lesser  peine  ? 

Though  he  perhaps  ne*er  pass'd  the  English  shoi^. 

Yet  faine  would  counted  hie  a  oooqueroor. 

His  haire,  French  like,  stares  on  his  frighted  head, 

One  lock  amazon-like  dishereled, 

As  if  he  meant  to  weare  a  native  cord. 

If  chaunce  his  fates  should  him  that  bane  affiwd. 

All  British  bare  upon  the  bristled  skin. 

Close  notched  is  his  beard  both  lip  and  chin ; 

His  linoen  collar  labyrinthian  set. 

Whose  thousand  double  turnings  never  met: 

His  sleeves  half  hid  with  elbow-pineonings, 

As  |f  he  meant  to  flie  with  Unnen  wings. 

But  when  I  looke,  and  cast  mine  eyes  below. 

What  monster  meets  mine  eyes  in  human  show  ? 

So  slender  waist  with  such  an  abbot's  loyne. 

Did  never  sober  Nature  sure  conjoyne. 

IJk'st  a  strawne  sbare-crow  in  the  new-sowne  6eld, 

Rear'd  on  some  sticke,  the  tender  come  to  shield. 

Or  if  that  semblance  suit  not  everie  deale, 

like  a  broad  shak-forke  with  a  slender  steel. 

Despised  Nature  suit  them  once  aright. 

Their  bodie  to  their  coate,  both  now  mis-dight 

Their  bodie  to  their  clothes  might  shapen  be. 

That  nill  their  clothes  shape  to  tbeir  bodie. 

Meane  while  I  wonder  at  so  proud  a  backe. 

Whiles  th*  empty  guts  lOwd  rumblen  for  long  lacke : 

The  belly  envieth  the  back's  bright  glee. 

And  murmurs  at  such  inequality. 

The  backe  appeares  upto  the  partial  eyne. 

The  plaintive  belly  pleads  they  bribed  been; 

And  he,  for  want  of  better  advocate. 

Doth  to  the  <ear  his  injury  relate. 

The  back,  insulting  o'er  the  belly's  need. 

Says,  "  Thou  thy  self,  I  others'  eyes  must  feed." 

The  maw,  the  guts,  all  inward  parts  oomplaine 

The  back's  great  pride,  and  their  own  secret  paine. 

Ye  witlesse  gallants,  I  beshrew  your  hearts, 

That  sets  such  discord  twixt  agreeing  parts. 

Which  never  can  be  set  at  obement  more. 

Until  the  maw's  wide  mouth  be  stopt  with  store. 


THE  CONCLUSION. 

T^us  have  I  writ  in  smoother  cedar  tree, 

So  gentle  Satires,  penn'd  so  easily. 

Henceforth  I  write  in  crabbed  oak-tree  rjmde, 

Search  they  that  mean  the  secret  meaning  find. 

Hold  out,  ye  guilty  and  ye  galled  hides. 

And  meet  my  far-fetchM  stripes  with  waiting  sides. 


SATIRES. 

BOOK  IV. 


THE  AUTR0R*8  CHARGE 

-  TO  HIS  SECOND  COLLICnOll  OF  SATiaBS,  CAILSO  IITIMO 
'  SATmcSi 

Ys  lucklesse  rhymes,  whom  not  unkindly  spight 
Begot  long  since  of  truth  and  holy  rage. 

Lye  here  in  wombe  of  silence  and  still  night. 
Until  the  broils  of  next  unquiet  age: 

That  which  is  others'  grave  shall  be  your'  wombe. 

And  that  which  bears  you,  your  eternal  tombe. 


Ceaae  ere  yon  gin,  and  ere  re  live  be  de^/ 
4nd  dye  and  live  ere  ever  ye  be  borne; 

And  be  not  bore  ere  ye  be  buried. 
Then  after  live,  sith  yon  bftve  dy'd  beibsiie. 

When  I  am  dead  and  rotten  in  the  dost 

Then  gin  to  live,  and  leave  when  others  last. 

For  when  I  dye,  tik^M  envy  dye  with  me. 
And  Ue  deep  smother'd  with  my  maible  ctooe> 

Which  while  I  live  cannot  be  done  to  dye. 
Nor,  if  your  life  gin  ere  my  life  be  done, 

Witt  hardly  yield  t'  await  my  monmmg  hearse, 

Bot  for  my  dead  corps  change  my  living'  verse. 

What  shall  the  ashes  of  my  seosdesse  on» 
Need  to  regard  the  raving  world  above  ' 

Sith  afterwards  I  never  can  retome. 
To  feel  the  force  of  hatred  or  of  love. 

Oh  !  if  my  soul  could  see  their  posthume  ^ight. 

Should  it  not  joy  and  triumph  in  the  sight  ? 

Whatever  eye  shalt  finde  this  hateful  scrole 
After  the  date  of  my  deare  e3cequie$. 

Ah,  pity  thou  my  plaining  orphan's  dole, 
'That  faine  would  see  the  Sonne  before  it  diesk 

It  dy'd  before  now  let  it  live  againe. 

Then  let  it  dye,  and  bide  some  £unoua  bane. 

Satis  est  potmsse  videri. 


SATIRE  L 
Che  baiar  vool,  baL 

Who  dares  upbraid  these  open  rhymes  of  mine 

With  blindfold  Aquhies,  or  darke  Venosine } 

Or  rough-hewn  Teretismes,  writ  in  th'  antique  vua 

Like  an  old  satire,  and  new  Flaccian  ? 

Which  who  reads  thrice,  and  rubs  bis  ragged  brow. 

And  deep  intendeth  every  doubtful  row. 

Scoring  the  margent  with  his  blazing  stars. 

And  hundreth  crooketh  interlinears, 

(Like  to  a  merchant's  debt-roll  new  deAi^d, 

When  some  crack'd  manonr  craas'd  ]usbo(^  at  ]sst> 

Should  all  in  rage  the  corse-beat  page  not  rive^ 

And  in  each  dust-heap  bury  me  alive^ 

Stamping  like  Buoephall,  whose  slackned  nines 

And  bloody  fetlocks  fry  <with  seven  men's  brainei. 

More  cruel  than-the  cravon  satire^  ghoat. 

That  bound  dead  bones  unto  a  burning  post;^^ 

Or  some  more  strait-lac'd  juror  of  the  rot, 

In^pannelM  of  an  Holyfax  inquest : 

.Yet  well  bethought,  stoops  down  and  reads  anew; 

The  best  lies  low,  and  loathes  the  shallowiriew. 

Quoth  old  Eudemon,  when  his  gout^^wofaie  fist 

Gropes  for  his  double  ducates  in  his  cbist: 

Then  buckle  close  his  carelesse  1yds  once  more. 

To  pose  the  porep-blind  snake  of  Epidaora. 

That  Lyncius  may  be  match'd  with  Gaulaid's sight. 

That  sees  not  Paris  for  the  houses*  height; 

Or  wily  Cyppus,  that  can  winke  and  snort 

While  his  wife  dallies  on  MsBcenas^  skort: 

Yet  when  he  bath  my  crabbed  pamphlet  read 

As  oftentimes  as  Philip  hath  been  dead. 

Bids  all  the  furies  haunt  each  peevish  line 

That  thus  have  rack'd  tbeir  friendly  reader's eys^i 

Worse  than  the  Logogryphes  of  later  times, 

Or  hondreth  riddles  shak*d  to  sleevelesse  rhymes.^ 
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SbooM  I  emliire  tbme  cun»aod  deipiglii 

WhSe  BO  maa's  emn  shoold^low  at  what  I  write  ? 

Labeo  is  whipt,  and  laughs  me  in  theiaoas 

Wh7?  for  I  smite  and  hida  the  galted  plaaa» 

Gird  bat  Uw  cynic's  hehnet  on  his  head. 

Cues  be  for  Talus,  or  his  flayle  of  lead  i 

La^  as  the  crafty  cattle  lieth  sure ' 

Id  the  blacke  dottd  of  his  thicke  vomiture,     . 

Who  Gst  oomplaine  of  wronjied  laith  or  fiim^ 

Whoi  he  may  shift  it  to  another*s  nam?? 

Cahros  can  scratch  his  elhow  and  can  smile, 

Hat  thriftlesse  Pontice  bites  his  lip  the  while. 

Tet  l^ioteoded  m  that  selfe  device 

Tocbecke  the  chocle  for  his  knowna  ccvetise. 

£acfa  points  his  straight  fore-finger  to  his  friend, 

like  the  blind  dial  on  the  belfry  end. 

Who  turns  it  homeward,  to  say  this  is  I, 

Asbolder  Socrates  in  the  comedy  ? 

Bot  MDgle  out,  and  say  once  plat  and.  plaioe 

Thateoy  Matrona  is  a  ooortezan; 

Orthou,  foke  Cryspos,  cboak'dstthy  weaUhy  gnest 

Whiles  he  lay  anoaring  at  his  midnight  rest, 

^  io  thy  dang*€art  didit  the  carkasse  shiine 

^  deepe  intombe  it  in  Port-esquelinei 

^R»d  IVebins  Irres,  for  all  his  prinody  gait, 

Ob  thiid-hand  soits,  and  scrapings  of  the  plate. 

Titios  knew  not  where  to  shroode  his  tiead 

1^  he  did  a  dying  widow  we^ 

Whiles  she  lay  doating  on  her  death's  bed, 

Aod  oow  hath  porchas'd  lands  with  one  night's 


Aod  (m  the  morrow  wooes  and  weds  againcb 
^  fee  I  fire-flakes  sparkle  from  his  eyes, 
like  a  comet's  tayle  m  th'  angry  skies ; 
St  poQting  cheeks  pnff  up  above  bis  brow, 
like  a  svolDe  toad  tonch'd  with  the  spider's  blow ; 
%  mmth  shrinks  side-ward  like  a  soomfiil  playse, 
Totakehia  thred  ear's  ingrateful  place. 
Ha  ean  haag  laving  like  a  new  lugg'd  swirn^ 
^oiakesome  coonsel  of  his  grieved  eyne^ 
^  laogh  I  bnd»  and  breake  my  spleae  to  see 
IJtii  pleming  pastime  of  my  poesie ; 
^Qch  better  than  a  Paris-garden  beare, 
Or  pntiiig  puppet  on  a  theatre  ; 
Or  Mimoe's  whiSstliog  to  his  tabouret, 
^^  a  laughter  for  a  cold  meal's  meat* 
Oototben,  yc my  sacred  Semonees, 
^  please  me  more  the  more  ye  do  displease. 
^  we  for  all  those  bogs  of  idle  foare  ? 
r^ 'T^els  gnooin^  on  the  theatre  ? 
Or  tcar-babe  threatningi  of  the  rascal  crew  ? 
0<j«^d.«pent  verdicts  of  each  ale-knight*s  view  ? 
^yeter  breast  d44bfireege  for  such  false  dread, 
***ew  his  base  white  liver  for  his  meed. 
^  were  that  pity, -and  that  feare  were  sin» 
^]^re  waste  leaves  that  so  deserved  bin. 
j^  tootblease  toys  that  diopt  out  by  mis-bap^ 
^mt  as  lightning  to  a  thunder-clap. 
f^  then  that  foul  infiamous  Cyned's  hide 
^Q]^  at  the  purple  walea  of  others'  side  ? 
f^u  he  vera  as  near  as,  by  report, 
ihe  itewesTiid  wont  be  to  th'  tennis  court : 
^.u»t,  while  thousands  envy  at  his  bed, 
^^afterbridal^  and  fresh  maidenhead  i      • 
T  fiZ^^^  Juno  dares  not  look  awry, 
«nowne  at  such  imperious  rivalry; 
^  ^bbogb  she  sees  her  wedding  jewels  dreit 
n!  I?*  ^^  bracelets  for  a  strumpefs  wrest; 
^  Uke  tome  Grange  disguised  Messaline, 
^^Dight's  Ujdging  of  his  concubine  -, 


Whether  hk  twiBght-Mrch  of  lota  do  call 

JTo  revels  of  uncl«mly  muficall. 

Or  midnight  plajrs,  or  taverns  of  n«w  wine, 

jllye  ye,  white  aprons,  to  your  landlord's  slgne ; 

i\V1ien  all,  save  toothlesse  age  or  infancy, 

jAre  summon'd  to  the  court  of  ven^ry. 

■Who  list  excuse  ?  when  chaster  dames  can  hire 

(Some  snout-foir  stripling  to  their  apple-squire, 

'Whom,  staked  up  like  to  some  stallion  steed, 

tThey  keep  with  eggs  and  oysters  for  the  breed. 

Io  Lucine!  barren  Caia  hath  ajD  beir,  - 

'After  her  hu8band*s  dozen  years'  despair. 

'And  now  the  bribed  midwife  swears  apace,:  • 

The  bastard  babe  doth  bear  Jiis  father's  face. 

But  hath  not  Lelia  pass'd  her  virgin  years  ? 

Tor  modest  shame  (God  wot ! )  or  penal  feaia  ? 

-He  telb  a  merchant  tiding^  of  a  prise, 

^at  tells  Cynedoof  such  novelties'. 

Worth  little  less  than  landing  of  a  whale. 

Or  Gades'  spoils,  or  a  churl^s  fonerale. 

<3o  bid  the  banes  and  point  the  bridal  day, 

!His  broking  bawd  hath  got  a  noble  prey ; 

A  vacant  tenement,  an  honest  dowre 

Can  fit  his  pander  for  her  paramoure. 

That  he,  base  wretch,  may  clog  his  wit-old  head, 

An^  give  him  hansel  of  his. hymen-bed. 

Ho !  all  ye  females  that  would  live  unshent,- 

Fly  from  the  ^each  of  Qyned's  regiment 

If  Trent  be  drawn  to  dregs  and  low  refuse> 

Hence^  ye  hot  lecher,  to  the  steaming  stewes. 

Tyber,  the  fomous  sink  of  Christendome, 

Turn  thou  to  Thames,  and  Thames  run  towards 

Rome. 
Whatever  damned  streame  but  thine  were  meet 
To  quench  his  lusting  liver's  boiUng  beat? 
Thy  double  draught  may  quench  his  dog-days  rage 
Wi£h  some  stale  Bacchis,  or  obsequious  page. 
When  writhen  Lena  makes  hey  sale^setshinva 
Of  wooden  Venus  with  fair-limned  brows;  . 
Or  like  him  more  some  viailed  matron's  face. 
Or  trained  prentice  trading  in  the  place. 
The  close  adnltressa,  where  her  name  is  red, 
Oomes  crawling  from  her  hosband's    lukewarm 

bad. 
Her  carrion  skin.bedanb*d  with  odours  sw4;et. 
Groping  the  postern  with  her  bared  foet 
Now  play  the  satire  whoso  list  for  me, 
Valentiae  self,  or  some  as  cha^te.as  he. 
Tn  vaine  she  wisheth  long  Alkiqena's  night. 
Cursing  the  hasty  dawning  of  the  light } 
And  whh  her  cruel  lady-star  uprose         .    . 
She  .seeks  her  third  roust  on  her  silent  toes,  ^ 
Besmeared  all  with  loathsome  smoake  of  Iwt, 
Like  Acheron's  steams^  or  smoldring  sulphur  dust 
Yet  all  day  sits  she  simpering  in  her  mew 
Like  some  chaiite  dame,  or  shrined  saint  in  i 
Whiles  he  lies  wallowing  with  a  westy-head 
And  palish  carcase,  on  his  brpthel-b<Mi, 
Till  his  salt  bowels  boile  with  poisonous  fire; 
Right  Hercules  with  his  second  Deiaoire. 
O  Esculape !,  how  rife  is  physic  made. 
When  e^h  brasse-bason  can  professe  the  trade      <- 
Of  ridding  pocky  wretches  from  their  paine,        •    , 
And  do  the  beastly  cure  for  ten  groats  gaine? 
All  these  and  more  deser\'e  some  blood-drawn  lines, 
But  my  six  cords  beeoe  of  too  loo  e  a  twine : 
Stay  till  my  beard  shall  sweep  mine  aged  breast. 
Then  shall  I  seem  an  awful  satynst: 
White  now  my  rhymes  relish  of  the  forule  still. 
Seme  nose- wise  pedant  saith;  whose  dcep-aetn  skill 
T 
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Hath  three  timet  oonstraed  either  Flaeciis  oVr, 
And  thrice  reheers*d  them  in  bis  trivial  floore. ' 
So  let  them  tax  me  for  my  hot  blood's  ra^, 
Hather  than  say  I  doated  in  my  age^ 


SATIRE  U, 
Arcades  ambo. 

Ou>  drireling  LoliO  drudges  all  he  can 
To  make  his  eldest  lonne  a  gentleman. 
Who  can  deq;Mire  to  see  another  thrive, 
By  loan  of  twelve-pence  to  an  ojrster-wive  ? 
When  &  craz*d  scalSbld,  and  a  rotten  stage, 
'  Was  all  rich  Nanios  his  heritage. 
Nought spendeth  he  for  feare,  nor  spares  for  cost; 
And  all  he  spends  and  spares  besides  is  lost. 
Himself  goes  patched  like  some  bare  cottyer, 
Lest  he  might  ought  the  future  stocke  appeyre. 
Let  giddy  Cosmius  change  hitf  choice  array, 
like  as  the  Turk  his  tents,  thrice  in  a  day. 
And  all  to  sun  and  air  his  snits  untold 
From  spightfttl  moths,  and  frets,  and  hoary  mold, 
Rearing  his  pawn-laid  hands  upon  bis  backe 
As  snailes  tbeir  shells,  or  pedlers  do  their  paeke. 
Who  cannot  shine  in  tissues  and  pure  gold 
That  hath  his  lands  and  patrimony  sold  ? 
Lotio's  side  coat  is  rough  pampitian 
Gilded  with  drops  that  downe  the  bosome  rail. 
White  caney  hose  patched  on  either  knee,     ■ 
The  very  embleme  of  good  husbandry. 
And  a  knit  nightcap  made  of  coursest  twine. 
With  two  long  labels  button'd  to  his  chin; 
So  rides  he  mounted  ou  the  market-day. 
Upon  a  straw-stufil  pamiel  all  the  way. 
With  a  maund  charg*d  with  hooshold  merchandize. 
With  eggs,  or  white-meate,  from  both  dayries ; 
And  with  Uiat  buys  he  roast  for  Sunday  noone. 
Proud  how  he  made  that  week*s  provision. 
Else  is  he  stall-fed  on  the  workyniayv 
With  browne-bread  crusts  softeo'd  In  sodden  whey, 
Or  water-gruell,  or  those  paups  of  meale 
That  Maro  makes  his  simule,  and  cybeale : 
Or  once  a  weeke,  perhaps  for  novelty, 
lteez*d  bacon  soords  shall  feast  his  fiimity; 
And  weens  this  more  than  one  egg  cleft  in  twaine 
To  feast  some  patrone  and  his  chappelaine: 
Or  more  than  is  some  hun^  gallant's  dole. 
That  in  a  dearth  runs  sneaking  to  an  hole, 
And  leaves  his  man  and  dog  to  keepe  his  ball. 
Lest  the  wild  room  should  run  forth  of  the  wall. 
Good  mm !  him  list  not  spend  his  idle  meales 
In'  quinsing  plovers,  or  in  wining  quailes ; 
Nqr  toot  in  eheap-side  baskets  eame  and  late 
To  set  the  fir&t  tooth  in  some  novell  cate. 
Let  8weet-mooth*d  Mercia bidwhat  crowns  she  please 
For  half-red  cherries,  or  greene  garden  pease,    ' 
Or  the  flnt  artichoaks  of  all  the  yeaie, 
To  make  so  lavish  cost  for  little  cheare: 
When  Lolio  feasteth  in  his  revelling  fit. 
Some  starved  pullen  scoures  the  nisted  spit 
For  else  how  shopid  his  soone  maintained  be 
At  inns  of  court  or  of  tlie  chancery : 
There  to  learn  law,  and  courtly  carriage, 
To  make  amends  for  his  mean  parentage ; 
Where  he  unknowne  and  ruffling  as  he  can. 
Goes  currant  each  where  for  a  gentleman  } 
While  yet  he  ronstetb  at  some  uncouth  signe, 
Mbr  ever  rpd  bis  tennre*s  second  Ime. 


What  brier's  lousy  wardrobe  eamot  readi 
With  tissued  pains  to  praoek  each  peaaantflsbfeecli  * 
Cooldst  thou  but  g^ve  the  wall,  the  cap,  the  knee, 
To  proud  Sartorio  that  goes  straddling  by. 
Wert  not  the  needle  pricked  on  his  sleeve. 
Doth  by  good  hap  the  secret  watch-word  give  ? 
But  hear'st  thou  Lolio's  sonne  }  gin  not  thy  gaite 
Until  the  evening  owl  or  bloody  bat: 
Never  nntil  the  himps  of  Paul's  been  light. 
And  niggard  lanterns  shade  the  moon-irtiiBe  night  i 
Then  when  the  guilty  bankrupt,  in  bold  dreade. 
From  his  close  cabbin  thrusts  his  shrmkiog  heade, 
That  hath  been  long  in  shady  shelter  peot. 
Imprisoned  for  foare  of  prisonment 
May  be  some  rusiet-ooat  parochian 
Shall  call  thee  poosin,  Idend,  or  eoma/trymaa. 
And  for  thy  hoped  fist  cnwing  the  streete 
Shall  in  his  father's  name  lus  god-eoo  greete. 
Could  never  man  wdifc  thee  a  worser  shame 
Than  once  to  mtnge  tb jr  father's  odious  name  ^ 
Whose  mention  were  alike  to  thee  aa  lieve 
As  a  catch-poirs  fist  unto  a  bankrapt's^eeve; 
Or  an  Aw  ego  from  old  Petrarch's  spright 
Unto  a  plaginry  sonnet^wright. 
There,  soon  as  he  can  kiss  his  hand  in  gree. 
And  with  good  grace  bow  it  below  the  knee, 
/Or  make  a  Spanish  fiice  with  fowning  cheere. 
With  th*  iland  conge  like  a  cavalier. 
And  shake  hb  head,  and  cringe  his  neck  and  side. 
Home  hies  he  in  his  father's  form  to  bide. 
The  tenants  wonder  at  their  landlord**  tottne^ 
And  blesse  them  at  so  sodden  coming  on. 
More  than  who  vies  his  pence  to  view  some  trick 
Of  stranges  Moroco*s  dumb  arithmetick, 
Or  the  young  elephant,  or  two-tayl'd  ateere. 
Or  the  rigg'd  camell,  or  the  fiddling  Irere. 
Nay  then  his  Hodge  shall  leave  the  pKmgh  and  waioe. 
And  buy  a  booke,  and  go  to  scboole  againe. 
Why  mought  not  he  as  well  as  others  done. 
Rise  firom  his  fescue  to  his  Uttleton  ? 
Fools  they  may  feed  with  words,  and  live  by  ayre 
That  cUmb  to  honour  by  the  pulpits  stayre : 
Sit  seven  years  pining  in  an  anchore's  cheyre. 
To  win  some  patched  shreds  of-Minivere  ^ 
And  seven  more  plod  at  a  patron's  tayle 
To  get  a  gilded  chapel's  chesiper  sayle. 
Old  V>lio  sees,  and  laugheth  m  his  sleeve 
At  the  great  hope  tbey  and  his  state  do  give. 
But  that  which  glads  and  makes  him  prond'fct  of  all 
Is  when  thebrabling  neighhoon  on  him  call 
For  counsel  in  some  crabbed  case  of  law. 
Or  some  indentments,  or  some  hood  to  draw : 
His  neighbour's  goose  hath  graced  on  his  lea, 
What  action  mought  be  enter'd  in  the  plea } 
So  new-foll'n  iknds  have  made  him  in  request. 
That  now  he  looks  as  kifty  as  the  be^L 
And  well  done  Lolio,  like  a  thrifty  sire, 
'T  were  pity  but  thy  soone  should  prove  a  sqolre. 
How  I  foresee  in  many  ages  past, 
When  Lofio'k  eaytive  name  b  quite  defoc'd. 
Thine  heir,  thine  heir'H  heir,  and  his  heir  again, 
From  out  the  lines  of  careful  Lolian, 
Shall  climb  np  to  the  chancell  pewes  oo  high. 
And  rule  and  raigne  in  their  rich  teoan<2y ; 
When  perch'd  aloft  to  perfect  their  estate 
They  rack  their  rents  unto  a  treble  rate; 
And  hedge  in  all  the  neighbour  common  lands, 
And  dodge  tbeir  slavish  tenants  wKh  commands; 
Whiles  they,poor  souls,  with  feeling  sigh  compUise , 
And  wish  old  Ldlio  were  alive  againe, 
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And  praise  his  gentle  soule,  and  wish  it  well, 
And  of  his  frioadly  fiuHs  full  often  tell. 
His  father  dead !  tush,  no  it  was  not  be, 
He  finds  records  of  his  great  pedigree. 
And  tells  bow  first  his  famous  ancestour 
Bid  come  in  long  since  with  the  Gonqoeroiir.    f 
Nor  bath  some  bribed  herald  first  assigned    ' 
His  qaartered  arms  and  crest  of  gentle  kind ; 
The  Scottish  barnacle,  if  I  might  choose. 
That  of  a  worme  doth  waxe  a  winged  goose ; 
Kathlesse  some  hungry  squire  for.  hc^  of  good 
Matches  the  charl'k  soone  into  gentle  blood, 
Whose  soooe  more  justly  of  his  gentry  boasts 
Than  who.  were  borne  at  two  py'd  painted  poits. 
And  had  some  traunting  merchant  to  his  sire. 
That  tnfick'd  both  by  water  and  by  fire. 
0  times !  aince  ever  Rome  did  kings  create, 
Brsae  gentlemen,  and  CsBsars  laureate. 


SATIRE  in. 
Fuimua  troes.    Vel  Tix  ea  nostra. 

WsATboots  it,Footice,though  thou  oould'fet  discourse 

Of  a  long  golden  line  of  ancestours  ? 

Or  show  their  painted  faces  gayly  drest. 

From  ever  since  bef9re  the  last  conquest  ? 

Or  tedious  bead-roUs  of  descended  blood. 

From  &ther  Japhet  since  Ducalion's  flood } 

Or  call  some  old  church-windows  to  record 

The  age  of  thy  faire  armes; 

Or  find  some  figures  halfe  obliterate 
In  rain-beat  marble  near  to  the  church-gate 
Upon  a  crosse-legg'd  tombe:  what  boots  it  thee 
To  show  the  rusted  buckle  that  did  tie 
The  garter  of  thy  greatest  grandsires  knee  } 
What  to  reserve  their  relicks  many  yeares. 
Their  silver-spurs,  or  spils  of  broken  speares } 
Or  cite  old  Oclaud's  verse,  how  they  did  weild 
The  wars  in  Turwin,  or  in  Tnmey  field  ? 
And  if  thou  canst  in  picking  strawes  engage 
Id  one  half  day  thy  fether*s  heritage  -, 
Or  hide  whatever  treasures  he  thee  got. 
In  some  deep  cock-pit,  or  in  desperate  lot 
Upoo  a  six-square  piece  of  ivory. 
Throw  both  thy  self  and  thy  posterity  ? 
Or  if  (0  shame  ! )  in  hired  harlot's  bed 
Thy  wealthy  heirdome  thou  have  buried : 
"nico,  Pontioe,  little  boots  thee  to  discourse 
Of  a  kxig  goUeo  Ihie  of  ancestours. 
Ventrous  Fortunio  his  {eirm  hath  sold. 
And  gads  to  Guiane  land  to  fish  for  gold, 
Meeting  perhaps,  if  Oroioque  deny. 
Some  straggling  pinnace  of  Pokmian  rye  : 
^eD  comes  home  floating  with  a  silken  sail, 
mt  Seveme  shaketh  with  his  cannon-peal : 
Wiser  Raymuodus,  in  his  closet  pent, 
laughs  at  such  danger  and  adventurement, 
^hea  hallihis  lands  are  spent  in  golden  soioke. 
And  DOW  hit  second  hopeful  glasse  is  broke. 
J«yet  if  bap»ly  his  third  fomace  bold, 
OvtiiUth  all  hia  pots  and  pans  to  gold : 
^  'P^  thoa,  Pontice,  if  thou  canst  not  spare. 


But  else,  look  how  their  tirtue  was  their  owne, 

Not  capable  of  propagation. 

Right  so  their  titles  beene,  nor  caq  be  thine, 

Whose  01  deserts  might  blanke  their  golden  Ime. 

Tell  me,  thou  gentle  Trojan,  dost  thou  prize 

Thy  brute  beasts'  worth  by  their  dams*  qualities  ? 

Say'st  thou  this  colt  shall  prore  a  swift^pac'd  steed 

Only  because  a  jennet  did  him  breed  ^ 

Or  say'st  then  this  same  horse  shall  win  the  prize, 

Because  his  dam  was  swiftest  Tr^nchefice, 

Or  Roncevall  his  sire?  himself  a  Gallaway  ? 

Whiles  like  a  tireling  jade  he  lags  half-way. 

Or  whiles  thou  seest  some  of  thy  sUllran  race, 

Then-  eyes  horM  out,  masking  the  miller'a  maze, 

Like  to  a  Scythian  slave  sworne  to  the  payle, 

Or  dragging  frothy  barrels  at  his  tayle? 

Albe  wise  nature  in  her  providence. 

Wont  in  the  want  of  reason  and  of  sense, 

Tkvdnce  the  native  virtue  with  the  kind, 

Making  all  brute  and  senselesse  things  inclin'd 

Unto  their  cause,  or  place  where  they  were  sowne; 

That  one  is  like  to  all,  and  all  like  one. 

Was  never  fox  but  wily  cubs  begets  ;  > 

The  bear  his  flercenesse  to  his  brood  besets: 

Nor  fearful  hare  falls  ont  of  lyon's  seed. 

Nor  eagle  wont  the  tender  dove  to  breed. 

Greet  ever  wont  the  cypress  sad  to  bear, 

Acheron  banks  the  palish  popelar: 

The  palm  doth  rifely  rise  in  Jury  field, 

And  Alpheus  waters  nought  but  olives  Vrild. 

Asopus  breeds  big  buUrushes  alone, 

Meander,  heath ;  peaches  by  Nilns  grownt. 

An  English  wolfe,  an  Irish  toad  to  s^. 

Were  as  a  chaste  man  nurs'd  in  Italy. 

And  now  when  nature  gives  another  guide 

To  human-kind,  that  in  his  bosome  bides, 

Above  Instinct,  his  reason  find  ditcourse, 

His  being  better,  is  his  life  the  worve  I 

Ah  me  I  how  seldome  see  we  sonnes  succeed 

Their  iather'k  praise,  in  prowesse  and  great  deed  ?     • 

Yet  cartas  if  the  sire  be  111  inolin'd, 

His  faults  l>e&l  his  sonnes  by  course  of  kind. 

Scaurus  waA  covetous,  hw  sonne  not  so ; 

But  not  his  pared  nayle  will  he  forego. 

Florian,  the  sire,  did  women  k>ve  alive. 

And  so  his  sonne  doth  too,  all  but  his  wife. 

Brag  of  thy  father's  fkulC^,  they  are  thine  own : 

Brag  of  his  lands  if  they  are  not  foregone. 

Brag  of  thine  own  good  deeds,  for  they  are  thine 

More  than  his  life,  or  lands,  or  golden  line* 


Like 


some  stout  seaman,  or  nhyl^sopher. 


And  were  thy  fathers  gentle  ?  that  *»  their  praise  j 
No  thaok  to  thee  by  whom  their  name  decays; 
^  viitue  got  they  it,  and  vaburous  deed  ; 
^  thoQ  ai^  PoDtiee,  and  bt  honoured. 


SATIRE  IV. 
Plus  beaque  fort 

Can  I  not  touch  some  upstart  carpeUshield 
Of  loliols  sonne,  that  never  saw  the  field  ; 
Or  taxe  wild  Pootice  for  his  luxuries. 
But  straight  they  tell  me  of  Tirenas'  eyes  ? 
Or  lucklesse  CoUingbom's  foeding  of  the  crowes. 
Or  hundreth  scalps  which  Thames  still  oveifiowei^ 
But  straight  Sigalion  nods  and  knits  his  browes, 
And  winkes  and  waltes  his  warning  hand  for  feare. 
And  lisp  some  silent  letters  in  my  eare  } 
Have  I  not  vow'd  for  shunning  such  debate  } 
Pardon,  ye  satires,  to  degenerate ! 
And  wading  low  in  the  plebeian  lake^ 
That  no  salt  wave  shall  firoth  upon  my  backa^ 
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Let  Labao^  or  mho  elie  Ust  for  mt, 

Go  loose  his  emis  and  &11  to  akhimy : 

Oaly'let  Gmllio  gnre  me  leave  a  wliile 

To  schoole  him  ooce  or  ere  I  change  my  style. 

O  lawlesse  paunch  1  the  cause  of  much  de^ght, 

Through  rauDging  of  a  currish  appetite. 

When  qJeenish  morsels  cram  the  gaping  maw, 

Withouten  diet's  care  or  trencher-law  ; 

Though  never  have  I  Saleme  rhymes  pfofost 

To  be  some  lady^s  trencher-criUoh  guest; 

Whiles  each  bit  cooleth  for  the  oraide. 

Whose  sentence  charm^  it  with  a  ffaymiog  spell. 

Touch  not  Una  ooler,  that  meUnoholy^ 

Thia  bit  were  dry  and  hot,  that  cold  and  dry. 

Yet  can  I  set  my  Qallio^g  dietii^, 

A  pestle  of  a  lark,  or  plover's  wing; 

And  warn  him  not  to  cast  his  wanton  ejme 

On  groeser  bacon,  or  salt  haberdine. 

Or  dried  ditchet  of  some  suxiked  boeve*. 

Hang'd  on  a  writhen  wythe  since  Marlin's  eve. 

Or  bornt  larke's  heele%  or  rashers  raw  nnd  greene, 

Or  melancholick  liver  of  aa  hen. 

Which  stout  Vorano  bmgs  to  make  bit  foast^ 

And  claps  his  hand  on  his  brave  ostridge  breast; 

Then  falls  to  praise  the  hardy  janixar 

That  sucks  his  hone  side,  thirsting  in  the- war* 

Lastly,  to  seal  up  all  that  he  hath  spoke^ 

Quaffis  a  whole  tunnell  of  tobacco  smoke. 

If  Martius  in  boisterous  bufb  be  dress'd. 

Branded  with  iron  plates  upon  the  breait. 

And  pdtnted  on  the  shoulders  for  the  noooe. 

As  new  come  from  the  Belgian  garrisons. 

What  should  thou  need  to  envy  ought  at  that, 

Whenas  thou  smellest  like  a  civet  cati 

Whensui  thine  oyled  locks  smooth  platted  foil,  * 

Shining  like  varnished  pictures  on  a  walL 

"When  a  plum'd  fanne  may  shade  thy  chalked  foce, 

And  lawny  strips  thy  naked  bosom  ^«ce. 

If  brabbling  MjeUse-fray,  at  each  foir  and  size. 

Picks  quarrels  for  to  show  his  valiantize, 

Straight  pressed  for  an  hungry  Swizser's  pay 

To  ^hnist  his  ^  to  each  part  of  the  fray. 

And  piping  hot  puffis  toward  the  pointed  plahie 

With  a  broad  Soot,  or  proking  spit  of  Spaine; 

Or  hoyseth  sayte  up  to  a  forraine  shore, 

That  he  may  live  a  lawlekse  oonquerour., 

If  some  such  desp'rato  hacksttr  shall  devise  • 

To  rouze  thine  hare*s-haart  ftom  her  cowardice* 

As  idle  children  striving  to  eacell 

In  blowing  bubbles  from  an  empty  shell; 

Ob,  Hercules !  how  like  to  prove  a  man. 

That  all  so  rath  thy  wariike  life  began  ? 

Thy  mother  could  thee  for  thy  cradle  set 

Her  husband^s  rusty  iron  corselet; 

Whose  jargling  sound  might  rock  her  babe  to  rest. 

That  never  plained  of  his  uneasy  nest : 

There  did  he  dreame  of  dreary  wars  at  hand, 

And  woke,  and  fbught,  and  won,  ere  he  e6M  tftand. 

But  who  hath  scene  the  Iambi  of  Tarentine, 

May  gnesse  what  Oallio  his  manners  beene ; 

All  soft  as  it  the  falling  thistle-downe, 

Soft  aa  the  fiimy  ball,  or  Morrian's  crowiie. 

Now  Oallio,  gins  thy  youth ly  heat  to  ntigne 

In  every  vigorous  limb  and  swellhig  vmine ;  [high, 

Time  bids  thee  raise  thina  headstrong  thoughts  on 

To  valour  and  adventrous  chivalry : 

Pawne  thou  no  glove  for  challenge  of  the  deed^ 

Nor  make  thy  quintaine  others  armed  head 

T*  enrich  the  watting  herald  with  thy  shame, 

And  make  thy  loise  the  scomfal  sci&ld's  game. 


HALL'S  POEMS. 

Wars,  God  forefend!  nay  God  defend  from  wari 

Soone  are  sonnes  spent,  that  not  soon  reared  Aie. 

Gallic  may  pull  me  roses  ere  they  foll» 

Or  in  his  net  entrap  the  tennis-ball. 

Or  tend  his  spar-hawke  mantling  in  her  mew. 

Or  yelping  beagles  busy  heeles  pursue. 

Or  watch  a  siniiog  corke  upon  the  sbpre. 

Or  hatter  finches  through  a  privy  doore. 

Or  list  he  spend  the  time  in  sportftil  ^amc. 

In  dai\y  ooorting  of  his  lovely  damc^  .  ,   . 

Hang  on  her  lipe^  melt  in  her  wanton,  eye^  , 

Dance  in  her  hand,  joy  in  her  iollity ; 

Here  1  little  pmill,  and  much  lesser  paine. 

So  timely  Hymen  do  the  rest  restnun9» 

Hye,  wanton  Gallic,  and  wed  betime. 

Why  should'st  thou  leese  the  pleasures  of  thy  prime  ? 

Seest  thou  the  rose-leavet  foil  ungathered  ? 

Then  hye  thee,  wanton  Gallic,  to  wed. 

Let  ring  and  ferule  meet  upon  thine  band. 

And  Lucine*s  girdle  with  her  swathing-baod. 

Hye  thee,  and  give  the  world  yet  one  dwarfo  more^ 

Such  as  it  got  when  thou  thy  selfe  wast  bore : 

Locke  not  for  wanung  of  thy  bloomed  chin. 

Can  ever  happhiese  too  soone  begin  ? 

Virginius  vow*d  to  keep  his  maidenhead. 

And  eats  chast  lettice,  and  drinks  poj^y-aeed. 

And  smells  on  camphire  fosting ;  and  that  done. 

Long  hath  he  livM,  chaste  as  a  vailed  nunne  ; 

Free  as  a  new-*absolved  damcaeU 

That  frier  Cornelius  shrived  in  his  cell. 

Till  now  he  wax*d  a  tootMease  badiekmr. 

He  thawv  like  Chaucer>li  frosty  Januere, 

And  sets  a  month's  nund  upon  smiling  Mh|% 

And  dyes  his  beard  that  did  his  age  bewray ; 

Biting  on  annys-seede  and  rosemarine. 

Which  might  the  fume  of  his  rot  lungs  refine  e 

Now  he  in  Charon's  barge  a  bride  doth  seeke, 

The  maident  mocke,  and  call  him  withered  leeke. 

That  with  a  gieene  toyle  hath  an  hoary  head. 

And  now  he  would,  and  now  he  cannot  wed. 


SATIRE  V, 
Stupet  albius  ssre. 

WouLO  now  that  Matho  were  the  satjrrist. 

That  some  fot  bride  might  grease  him  in  the  fist. 

For  which  he  need  not  brawl  at  any  bar. 

Nor  kisse  the  booke  to  be  a  peijurer ; 

Who  else  would  scome  his  rilence  to  have  sold. 

And  have  his  tongue  tyed  with  sU-ings  of  gold  ? 

Curius  is  dead,  and  buried  V)ag  since, 

And  all  that  loved  golden  abstinence. 

Might  he  not  well  repine  at  his  old  fee. 

Would  he  but  spare  to  speake  of  usury  ? 

Hirelings  enow  beside  can  he  so  base, 

Though  we  should  sCome  each  bribing  varlef^bfasic: 

Yet  he  and  I  couM  shun  each  jealous  bead. 

Sticking  our  thumbs  cloee  to  our  girdle-stead. 

Though  were  they  manicled  behind  our  backe, 

Another's  fist  can  serve  our  fees  to  takd. 

Yet  pursy  EuclKycheeriy  smiling  pray >d 

That  my  sharp  words  mighlt  curtail  their  side  trade: 

For  thdusands  beene  in  every  govemall 

That  live  by  losse,  and  rise  by  others  foil. 

Whatever  sickly  sheepe  so  secret  dies. 

But  some  foule  raven  hath  bespoke  hts  eyes  ? 

What  else  makes  N when  his  lands  are  tpenU 

Go  shaking  like  a  threadbare  maleconten^ 
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Whose  baadlesw  bonnet  vailet  hit  o^evfitnni  chin, 

And  sullen  »{{•  bewray  hit  morpbewM  skin : 

Su  ship«  be  Co  the  volflsh  westsra  isle 

Amoo^  tbe  snvftge  kernes  in  snd  enie ; 

Or  io  the  Tarkish  wurs  at  Obbsu^  pay     • 

To  nib  his  III^k  oat  till  the  Utestdny; 

Another  shtftng'  gallant  to  foreotst 

To  gttU  his  hostess  ibr  a  month*«  rspait,. 

With  some  ^tlM  tronk,  ballast  with  straw  andstone, 

Mc  for  the  pawn  of  hii  pmvision. 

Had  F— ^>'s  shop  layn  fallow  bnt  from  hence. 


His  doores  close  seaPd  as  m  some  pestilt 
Whiles  his  light  heeles  their  fenrM  flight  can  take, 
To  get  some  badgdesse  blue  upon  his  back. 
Tocollio  wns  a  wealthy  osorer, 
Sach  store  of  Incomcshad  he  erery  year. 
By  bushels  was  he  wont  to  mete  his  ooine, 
As  did  the  oMe  wife  of  TVifflalcioo. 
Conld  he  do  more  that  finds  an  idle  roome 
For  marfy  bandreth  thoomnds  on  a  tombe  } 
Or  who  rears  tip  fbor  frce*scfaooles  in  his  age 
Of  bis  old  pillage,  and  damn'd  snrplnsaga  ^ 
Yet  now  he  swore  by  that  sweete  crosse  he  kissHl 
(That  silver  crosse,  where  he  had  sacrifie'd 
His  coveting  sodle,  by  ^is  desiret  owne  doome, 
Daily  to  die  tha  Devil's  martyrdome) 
His  angels  were  all  flowne  np  to  their  sky. 
And  had  fbrsOQike  his  naked  treasury.   ' 
Farewell  Astrea,  and  her  weights  of  gold, 
Lntili  his  lingfing  calends  once  be  told ; 
Nsught  left  behind  but  wax  and  parchment  seroles, 
like  Lncian's  dfcanie  that  silver  tnni'd  to  coals. 
Should'st  then  him  credit  that  nould  credit  thee  ? 
Va,  and  mvy^  sweare  he  swore  th€  verity. 
Tbe  dmg-thnft  heir  his  shift-got  summe  mispent^ 
Comes  drooping  like  a  pentesee  penitent. 
And  beats  his  faint  fist  on  Tocullio^  doore. 
It  lost  the  last,  and  now  must  call  for  more. 
Now  batb'the  spider  caught  a  wand*ring  fly, 
And  draws  her  captive  at  her  crttel  thigh : 
Soon  is  his  errand  read  in  his  pale  face. 
Which  bears  dumb  characters  of  every  case. 
So  Cyoed's  dusky  cheeke,  and  fiery  eye. 
And  hairlesse  brow,  tells  where  he  last  did  lye. 
So  Matho  doth  bewray  his  guilty  thonght, 
While  his  pale  face  doth  say  his  cause  is  nonght 
%eBt  thou  the  wary  angler  trayle  akmg 
His  feeble  line,  soone  as  some  pike  too  strong 
Hath  swallowed  the  baite  that  soornes  the  shore, 
Yet  now  near-hand  cannot  resist  no  more  ? 
So  heth  h*i  aloofe  in  smooth  pretence. 
To  hide  his  rough  intended  violence ; 
As  be  that  under  name  of  Christmas  cheera 
Can  starve  his  tenants  all  th'  ensuing  yeare. 
Fiper  and  wax,  (God^wot ! )  a  weake  repay 
For  such  deepe  debts  and  downcast  sums  as  they : 
^Tite,  seale,  deliver,  take,  go  spend  and  speede, 
Aod  yet  full  hardly  could  his  prasaot  need 
Fftrt  with  such  snih ;  fbr  tmt  as  yester>late 
Did  Fumus  oflfer  pen-worths  at  easy  rate, 
.  For  small  disbttrsment ;  he  the  bankes  hath  broke. 
And  needs  mote  now  some  fbrtber  playne  overlook; 
Yet  ere  he  go  fUne  would  he  be  raleast, 
%•  je,  ye  ravens,  hye  you  to  the  feast. 
noTided  that  thy  knds  are  left  entire, 
]jo  be  redeemed  or  ere  thy  day  expire: 
IjAen  Shalt  thou  teare  those  idle  paper  bonds 
That  thus  had  fettered  thy  pawned  lands. 
Aa,  fodle  t  for  sooner  Shalt  thon  sell  the  rest 
"^  Make  ought  fi>r  thy  fbraMT  interest ; 


When  it  shall  grind  thy  grating  gall  for  shame. 

To  see  the  lands  that  heare  thy  grandsire^  name 

Become  a  dunghill  peasant's  summer-hall. 

Or  lonely  hermits  cage  inhospltall ; 

A  pining  gourmand,  an  imperious  sliave. 

An  horseleech,  barren  wombe^  and  gaping  grave; 

A  legpl  thiefe,  a  bloodlesse  mortherer, 

A  fiend  incainate,  a  folse  usurer: 

Albe  such  OMiyne  extort  seonis  to  be  pent 

In  the  clay  walls  of  thatched  tenement. ' 

For  cerlas  no  man  of  a  low  degree 

May  bid  two  guests,  or  gout,  or  usury: 

Unlessesome  bsne  hedge-creeping  GoUybist 

Scatten  histefiise  sen^s  on  wiiom  he  list 

For  Easter  gkires,  or  for  a  shRnve-tide  hen, 

Which  bought  to  give,  he  takes  to  sell  again. 

I  dvnot  meane  some  glening  meicfaanf s  fcate, 

That  laugheth  at  the  ooseaed  werid*s  deceit. 

When  as  an  hundred  stocks  lie  tn  hisfist, 

He  leaks  and  rinks,  and  brsaketh  when  he  list 

Bnt  Nnufefliut  eaa'd  the  needy  gallant^  care 

With  a  base  baifam  of  hb  blowen  ware 

Of  fneted  hops,  now  lost  for  lack  of  sale. 

Or  mould  biown  paper  that  oonld  nought  araile  9 

Or  what  he  cannot  tftter  otherwise, 

May  ptsasnre  FriddaM  for  treble  prioe; 

Whiles  his  fld«»  broker  Keth  in  the  wind. 

And  for  a  preMSt  chapmen  it  assign'd, 

Th9  eob-lhroat  wielch  for  tiiehr  compacted  gahie 

Buys  all  bnt  for  one  foarinr  of  the  mayne ; 

Whiles  if  bechance  tobreakehisdeanibdnght  day 

And  forftit,  for  dafonit  of  dne  repay, 

His  late cntadglad  lands;  then,  Friddine^' 

Buy  thee  a  wallet,  and  go  beg  or  pine. 

If  Mammon's  aeMe  should  ever  live  with  men. 

Mammon  himself  shall  be  a  dtiBen.    . 


SATIRE  VI. 

Quid  placet  ergo? 

I  WOT  not  how  the  worldfti  degenerates 
That  men  or  know,  or  like  not  their  estate : 
Oui  firom  the  Gades  up  to  th'  eastera  morae. 
Not  one  bnt  holds  his  native  state  foriorne. 
When  Comely  etriplings  wish  it  were  their  chance. 
For  Gnus'  distaffs  to  enohange  their  lance. 
And  weare  curi'd  perriwigs,  and  chalk  their  face. 
And  still  are  poring  on  thrir  pocket-glasse. 
Tyr'd  with  pinn*d  rufis  and  fans,  and  partlet  strips. 
And  busks  and  verdingales  about  their  hips; 
And  tread  on  corited  stilts  a  prisoner's  pace. 
And  make  their  napkin  fbr  their  spitting  puice, 
And  gripe  their  waist  within  a  nanww  span ; 
Fond  GiBni^  that  would'st  wish  to  be  a  man! 
Whose  manish  housewives  like  their  refuse  state^ 
And  make  a  drudge  of  their  uxorious  mate. 
Who  like  a  cot^queene  freezeth  at  the  rock. 
Whiles  his  braech't  dame  doth  man  the  forren  stock. 
Is  't  not  a  shame  to  see  each  homely  groome 
Sit  perched  in  an  idle  chariot  roome, 
That  were  not  meete  some  parniel  to  bestride, 
Sursingled  to  a  galled  hackney's  hide  ? 
Bach  mudcpworme  will  be  rich  with  lawlesse  gaine, 
Although  hesmother  np  mowes  of  seven  years  graine. 
And  hang'd  hfmsdf  when  oorne  grows  cheap  again  j 
Althongh  he  buy  whole  harvests  in  the  spring, 
And  foyst  m  fobe  strikes  to  the  memnring: 
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Altboagh  hit  shop  be  nrafled  from  the  light 
Like  a  day  dnogcon,  or  C^mermo  night: 
Nor  foil  nor  fulba^  can  the  carle  take  rett. 
While  his  Oeorge-Nobles  meten  in  his  chest. 
He  sleeps  hot  once,  and  dreames  of  bnrglary. 
And  wakes  and  casts  about  bis  frighted  eye, 
And  gropes  fbr  th'  eFes  in  erVy  darker  slMde ; 
And  if  a  moose  hot  stirre  he  calls  for  ayde. 
.  The  Stanly  plough-man  doth  the  soldter  see 
All  scaHeA.iHith  py'd  colours  to  the  knee. 
Whom  Indian  piUage  hath  made  ibrttmsite,       v 
And  no^  begins  to  loathe  his  former  state: 
Now  doth  he  inly  soorae  his  Kendall-Greene, 
And  his  patch'd  oockers  now  deqpised  beeoe. 
^or  list  he  now  go  whistling  to  the  carre, 
But  sells  histeeme  and  setleih  to  the  wane.' 
^Owamel  to  them  that  never  try'd  thee,  sweete ! 
Wben'hii  dead  mate  falls  groveling  at  his  foete. 
And  angr^  bullets  whistlen  at  his  eare, 
Andhis  dmi  eyes  see  nought  but  death  and  drere. 
Oh,  happy  ploughman!  were  thy  weale  wettknOwne: 
Oh,  bsppy  all  estates  except  faia  ewoe ! 
Some  drunken  rhymer  thinks  his  time  well  spent. 
If  he  can  live  to  see  hi»  name  in  print;    > 
^  Who  when  he  is  oooe  iesbed  te  the  presse. 
And  sees  his  handsell  bave  suehfinne  suoceme, 
Sung  to  the  wheele,  and  seng  tmtoibe  payle. 
He  sends  forth  thraves  of  ba&dsto  the  sale. . 
Nor  then  can  rest,>bat  volotoee  up  bodg'd  rhymes^ 
To  bave  bis  oame  jtalkVl^etf  in  fature  times. 
The  brain^ok  youth,  tlmt  (feede  his  tickled  eare 
With  sweet-sanoVl  lieaof  someiblse  traveller. 
Which  hath  the  S^niih  deoMk&read  awhile. 
Or  whet-stone  leasings  of  old  idandeville ; 
Now  with  disoeunee  breakes  Ins  mid-nigfat  sleepe. 
Of  his  adventuses  through  the  Indian  deepe, 
Of  all  their  massy  heapes  of  golden  mine, 
Or  of  the  antique  toombes  of  Palestine; 
Or  of  pamascus  magick  wall  of  glasse, 
^Of  Solomon  his  sweating  piles  of  brasse, 
]Of  the  bird  Rue  tliat  bears  an  elephant, 
Of  mermaids  that  the  sQutheme  seas  do  haunt ; 
Of  headlesse  men  of  savage  cannibals. 
The  fashions  of  their  lives  and  govemals : 
What  monbtrous  ciirtes  there  erected  be, 
Cajrro,  or  the  city  of  the  Trimty. 
Now  are  they  dung-hill  cocks  that  have  not  seen^ 
The  bordering  Alpes,  or  else  the  neighbour  Rhme: 
And  now  he  plies  the  newes-foll  grashopper, 
Of  voyages  and  ventures  to  inquire. 
'His  land  mortgag'd,  he,  sea-beat  in  the  way, 
Wishes  for  home  a  thousand  sighs  a  day. 
And  now  he  deems  his  home-bred  fare  as  leefe 
As  h^s  parebt  bisket,  or  his  barrel'd  beefo. 
Moogst  all  these  stirs  of  discontented  strife, 
Ob,  let  me  lead  an  academick  life;  - 
"To  know  much,  and  to  think  we  nothing  know; 
Nothing  to  have^  yet  think  we  have  ecowe; 
In  skill  to  want,  and  wanting  seek  for  more ; 
In  weale  nor  want,  nor  wish  for  greater  store, 
^vy,  ye  monarcbs,  with  your  proud  excesse, 
At  our  low  sayle,  and  our  high  happii 


SATIRE  VII. 

POMH  PTMH. 

Who  says  these  Romish  pageenta  been  too  high 
Jo  be  the  scorae  of  sportful  poesy  ? 


Certes  not  all  the  arerid  fludi  aaUer  wilt 

As  are  the  seven  hills,  for  a  saiyrist. 

Perdte  I  loath  an  hundred  Mathoes  toagoee,^ 

An  hundred  gamesters  shifts,  or  landloi^  < 

Or  Labeo's  poems,'  or  base  Lolio's  pride. 

Or  ever  what  1  tboogfat  or  wrote  beside. 

When  once  I  tfainke  if  carping  Aquine's  ^nglit 

To  tee  now  Rome,  were  licenced  to  the  light. 

How  hit  enraged  ghost  would  stamp  and  stare. 

That  Gnar's  throne  is  tum'd  to  Peter's  chskjrre. 

To  see  an  old  shome  loKcll  perched  high. 

Crossing  beneath  a  golden  canopy ; 

The  whiles  a  tlionsand  hairlesse  crowoee  <sroiicfa 

low  T 

To  kisse  the  precious  case  of  his  prood  toe  $ 

And  for  the  lordly  fasces  borne  of  old, 

To  see  two  quiet  crossed  keyes  of  gold, 

Or  Cybele's  shrine,  the  famous  Pantheon*^  ffSDe, 

Tum'd  to  the  honour  of  our  Lady's  name. 

But  that  be  most  would  gace  and  wonder  at» 

Is  th'  homed  mitre,  and  the  bloody  hat. 

The  crooked  stafie,  their  boule't  strange  foruk  mad 

store, 
Save  that  he  saw  the  same  in  Hell  before ; 
To  see  the  broken  nuns,  with  new-sbome  hoadt. 
In  a  blind  cloyster  tosse  their  idle  beadeei 
Or  louzy  ooules  come  smoking  from  the  stawea. 
To  raise  the  lewd  rent  to  their  lord  accrewes, 
(Who  with  ranloe  Venice  doth  his  pompe  adTsnoe 
By  trading  of  ten  thousand  courtezans) 
Yet  backward  must  absolve  a  foinale's  siane..      . 
like  to  a  false  dissembling  Theatioe, 
Who  when  his  skin  is  red  with  shirts  of  male 
And  rugged  haire-cloth  sooures  bis  greasy  i^yUi} 
Or  weddaig  garment  tames  his  stubbome  baoke. 
Which  his  hempe  girdle  dies  all  blew  and  blacke. 
Or  of  his  almes4>eule  three  dayes  supped  and  dia'd. 
Trudges  to  open  stewes  of  eitli^  kinde : 
Or  tak|ss  some  cardinal's  stable  iu  the  way. 
And  with  jsome  pampered  mule  doth  weare  the  day» 
Kept  for  bis  lord's  own  saddle  when  him  lisL 
Come,  Valentine,  and  play  the  satyiwt. 
To  see  poor  sucklings  weloom'd  to  the  light 
With  searing  irons  of  some  toure  Jacobite, 
Or  golden  offers  of  an  aged  foole. 
To  make  his  coffin  some  Franciscan'^coulei 
To  see  the  pope's  blacke  knight,  a  ckaked  firere. 
Sweating  in  the  channel  like  a  scavengere.      , 
Whom  erst  thy  bowed  hamme  did  lowly  greete. 
When  at  the  comer-crosse  thou  didst  him  meece, 
Tumblmg  his  rosaries  hanging  ait  his  belt. 
Or  his  baretta,  or  his  towred  felti 
To  see  a  laxy  dumb  acholithite 
Armed  against  a  devout  flye's  despigbt. 
Which  at  th'  high  alt^  doth  the  chalice  vatle 
With  a  broad  flie-flappe  of  a  pefu;ocke*s  tayle. 
The  whiles  the  Uquorous  priest  qpits  every  Uice 
With  bnging  for  his  moming  sacrifice, 
Which  he  reares  up  qui^  perpendiculai^e. 
That  the  mid  oburob  doth  spighte  the  chancel's  fi^e, 
Beating  their  empty  mawes  that  would  be  fed 
Wtth  the  scant  morsels  of  the  saprists'  bread : 
Would  be  not  laugh  to  death  when  he  should  beare 
The  shameletse  legends  of  St.  Christopher, 
St.  George,  the  Sleepers,  or  St.  Peter's  well. 
Or  of  his  daughter  good  St.  Petranell  ? 
But  had  he  heard  the  female  fother's  groane. 
Yeaning  in  mids  of  her  procession ; 
Or  now  should  see  the  needlesse  tiyal-cbayre, 
(When  each  is  proved  by  his  bastaid  hey  re) 
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^^r  ssw  ths  dunchcSi  ud  ntv  isw€Dd0re 
Pestet'd  with  mongrel  MintB  and-  relieks  deare. 
Should  iie  cry  out  on  Codro*ft  tadioos  toombei 
liVlieB  his  new  rage  would  ask  oo  wnnower  RMmes } 


SATIRES. 

BOOK  V. 
^TIRE  I. 


Sit 


DierentJ* 


Pabodn,  ye  glowing  eares ;  needs  will  it  out, 
Tboagh  hraaen  walls  oompass'd  my  toiigue  about 
As  thick  as  wealthy  Scrobio's  quick-set  rowes 
In  the  wide  oommon  that  he  did  eucloae. 
Pull  out  mine  eyes,  if  I  shall  see  no  vice. 
Or  let  me  see  it  with  detesting  eyes. 
XtenowDed  Aqoine,  now  I  follow  thee. 
Far  as  I  may  for  feare  of  jeopardy  j 
And  to  thy  band  yield  up  the  ivy-maoe 
From  crabbed  Persius,  and  more  spoootb  Horace; 
Or  from  that  shreif  the  Roman  poeteise. 
That  taught  her  goaaips  learned  bitiemesse ; 
Qr  Locile's  Muse  whom  thou  didst  imitate. 
Or  Menips  old,  or  Pasquillf  rs  of  late. 
Yet  name  I  not  Mutius,or  Tigilltpe, 
ThoQgh  tbey  deserre  a  keener  style  than  mine; 
Nor  meane  to  ransack  up  the  quiet  grave ; 
Nor  bom  dead  boues,  as  be  example  gave : 
I  taxe  the  living:  let  the  dead  ashes  rest. 
Whose  ^ults  are  dead,  and  nailed  in  their  chest 
Who  can  refrain  that 's  guiltleasa  of  their  crime. 
Whiles  yet  he  lives  in  such  arcroel  time? 
When  Titio'S  groiAids,.tbat  in  his  graodsire's  dayes 
Bat  one  pound  fine,  one  penny  rent  did  raise, 
A  summer  snow-ball,  or  a  winter  rose. 
Is  growne  to  thousands  as  the  worid  now  goes. 
So  thrift  and  time  sets  other  things  on  aoate. 
That  DOW  his  Sonne  soups  in  a  silken  ooate. 
Whose  grandsire  happily,  a  poore  hungry  swaine, 
Begg'd  some  cast  abbey  in  the  chur^*s  wayne: 
And  but  lor  that,  whatever  he  may  vaunt, 
Wbo  knows  a  monk  had  been  a  mendicant  ? 
While  freezing  Matho»  that  for  one  lean  fee 
Won't  term  ^tch  term  jbhe  term  of  Hilary, 
Hay  now  instead  of  those  his  simple  fees, 
Get  the  fee-simples  of  faire  manneries. 
What,  did  he  aranUnfeat  his  prince's  hand, 
For  some  streave  lordship  of  concealed  land  ? 
Or  on  each  Michael  aiMl  Lady-day, , 
Tooke  he  deepe  fiSdeito  for  an  hour's  delay  ? 
And  gainM  no  lesse  by  such  injuriooa  brawl^ 
Then  Oamius  by  his  sixth  wife's  burial  ? 
Or  bath  he  wooae  some  wider  interest. 
By  hoary  charters  from  his  grandsire's  chest. 
Which  late  some  bribed  scribe  ibr.  slender  wage. 
Writ  in  the  characters  of  another  age. 
That  Pk>wdon  selfo  might  stammer  to  rehearse. 
Whose  date  overlooks  three  centuries  of  years. 
Who  ever  yet  the  tracks  of  weale  so  try'd. 
But  there  hath  been  one  beaten  way  beside  } 
He,  when  he  lets  a  lease  for  life,  or  yeares,      > 
<As  never  he  doth  until  the  date  expues ; 


For  when  the  Ml  atate  in  his  fist  doth  lie. 
He  may  take  vantage  of  the  vaeaney) 
His  fine  afibrds  so  many  treble  pounds 
As  be  agreeth.yeares  to  lease  his  grounds: 
His  rent  in  foir  respondenee  most  arise 
To  double  trebles  of  his  one  yeare's  price. 
Ofonebaye'sbreadth,  God  wot!  a  silly  ooate. 
Whose  thatched  spars  are   furr*d  with    sluttish 

soote 
A  whole  inch  thick,  shining  like  black-moor's  brows. 
Through  smoke  that  down  the  headlessebarrel  Uowa. 
At  his  bed's  feet  fieeden  his  stalled  teeme ; 
His  swine  beneath,  his  pullen  o'er  the  beame. 
A  starved  tenement,-  such  as  I  guesse 
Stands  straggling  in  the  wastes  of  Holdernesse; 
Or  sochas  shiver  on  a  peake  hill  side. 
When  March's  lungs  beate  on  their  turf-clad  hide ; 
Such  as  nice  lipsius  would  grudge  to  see 
Above  his  lodgmg  in  wild  Westpbalye; 
Or  as  the  Saxon  king  bis  court  might  make,  - 
When  his  sides  playned  of  the  neat-beard's  eaka. 
Yet  must  he  haunt  his  greedy  landkffd's  haU  , 
With  often  presents  at  each  fiestivall : 
With  cramnfed  capons  every  new-yeare%  moine,  • 
Or  with  green  cheeses  when  his  sheep  are  shone: 
Or  many  maunds  full  of  his  mellow  fruite. 
To  make  some  way  to  win  his  weighty  suite. 
Whom  cannot  gifts  at  last  canse  to  relent. 
Or  to  win  fovour,  or  flee  punishment } 
When  griple  patrons  turn  their  stuidie  Steele  . 
To  waxe,  when  tbey  the  gohlca  flame  do  feets  » 
When  grand  Maoeaas  easts  a  glasering  eye    . 
On  the  cold  present  of  a  potKv  t      <      ■ 
And  lest  he  might  more  frankly  take  thmi  gins. 
Gropes  for  a  Frendi  crowne  in  his  empty  sleevei 
Thence  Clodius  hopes  to  set  bis  shonlders  free 
From  the  light  burden  of  his  napery. 
The  smiling  landk>rd  showes  a  sun-shine  fose,  ?   ' 
Feigning  that  he  will  grant  him  further  grace. 
And  leers  like  £sop's  foxe  upon  a  crane ' 
Whose  neck  be  craves  for  his  chlnurgian: 
So  lingers  off  tbe  lease  until  the  last. 
What  recks  be  then  of  paines  or  promise  past? 
Was  ever  feather,  or  fond  woman*s  mind 
More  light  than  words  ?  the  blasts  of  idle  wrad  1 
What 's  fib  or  fire,  to  take  the  gentle  slip. 
And  in  th*  exebequec  roi  for  surety-ship  r 
Or  thence  thy  starved  brother  live  and  die. 
Within  the  cold  CoaUharboor  sanctuary  ? 
Will  one  from  Soot^^bank  bid  but  one  groate 


My  old  tenant  may  be  turned  out^of  door^ 
Though  much  be  spent  in  th'  rotten  roofs  repaire, 
In  hope  to  have  it  left  unto  his  heir; 
Though  many  a  load  of  marie  and-mannre  layd, 
Reviv'd  his  barren  leas,  that  erst  lay  dead. 
Were  he  as  Furius,  he  would  defy 
Such  pilfering  slips  of  petty  lahdlordry : 
And  might  disk)dge  whole  colonies  of  poore. 
And  lay  their  coofe  quite  level  with  tbeir  floors. 
Whiles  yet  he  gives  as  to  a  yielding  fence, 
Tbeir  bag  and  baggage  to  his  citizens. 
And  ships  them  to  the  new-nam'd  virgin-kmd. 
Or  wilder  Wales  where  never  wight  yet  woon'd. 
Would  it  not  ves:  thee  where  thy  sires  did  keep^ 
To  see  the  dunged  folds  of  dag-tayl'd  sheep? 
And  ruin'd  house  where  holy  things  were  said, 
Whose  free-stone  walls  the  thatched  roofe  upbraid. 
Whose  shrill  saint's-bell  hangs  on  his  lovery. 
While  the  rest  are  damned  to  the  plumbery  ? 
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Yet  pure,d0vota0a  kto  tli«  tteeple  ittad* 
And  idle  batttemenU  on  either  hand : 
I^t  that,  perfaapa,  were  all  thoae  relicki  gone, 
Furius  his  lacrilege  coaid  not  be  koovae. 


SATIRE  U. 

Hetc  qucrite  Trojam. 

Houtt«keepjog  >s  dead,  Saturio,  anot*it  thou  where  ? 

Fonooth  they  lay  far  hence  in  Breek-neck  Rhtns. 

And  ever  liooe,  they  say  that  feel  and  taite, 

That  men  may  break  their  seek  aooo  as  their  tut, 

Geitet,  if  pity  dy'd  at  Cbancer^t  date, 

He  liv'd  a  widower  kmg  behind  his  mat^; 

Save  that  1  aee  some  rotten  bed-*rid  sire, 

Which  to  oat4trip  the  nonage  of  his  hei  re, 

Is  crammM  with  golden  broths,  and  drags  of  price, 

And  each  day  dyhig  lives,  and  living  dies; 

TiiioMesnrviv'd  his  wardship^  laten  eve. 

His  eyes  are  clos'd,  with  choice  to  die  or  live. 

Plenty  and  be  dyM  both  ia  that  same  yeare, 

Wlm  the  sad  sky  did  shed  to  many  a  teare. 

And  now,  who  list  not  of  his  laboor  fiule, 

Mark  wHh'Satnrio  my  friendly  tale. 

Along  thy  way  then  canst  not  bot  descry 

Fair  glittering  halls  to  tempt  the  hopeful  eye. 

Thy  right  eye  *gins  to  leap  ibr  vaine  delight, 

And  swrbeat  toes  to  tickle  at  the  sight  $ 

As  greedy  T-(~-««when  ia  the  sonndnig  mould 

He  finds  a  shinhig  potshaid  tiM  with  gold;   - 

For  never  s^en  teorota  the  pleased  eares, 

As  thcK  the  eye  of  tainting  passengers. 

All  is  not  eo'that  seemes,  for  surely  then 

Matrona  should  not  be  a  oomtesan  $ 

Smooth  Chrysaltts  should  not- be  rich  with  fraud, 

Nor  honest  R-i—  be  his  own  wife^  bawd. 

Look  not  asquint,  nor  stride  across  the  way 

like  some  demurring ^leide  to  delay; 

But  walk  on  cheeriy,  till  thou  have  espy*d 

St.  Peter^  finger  at  the  choreh-yard  sMe. 

But  wik  thou  needs,  when  thoii  art  wam*d  ao  well. 

Go  see  who  in  so  garieh  #a11s  doth  dwell  ? 

Tlifere  findest  thou  some  stately  Dorick  fkmme, 

Or  neat  lonick  worke;; ^ 

like  the  vain  bobble  of  Iberian  pride. 

That  oi^er«craweth  all  the  world  b^de» 

Which  rearM  to  raize  the  crasy  monarches  fame, 

■Strives  fbr  a  court  and  for  a  college  name; 

Yet  nought  within  bat  lousy  coules  duth  hold, 

like  a  scabb'd  cuek4w  in  a  eage  of  gold. 

^  pvide  above  doth  shade  the  shame  bekiw  | 

A  golden  periwig  on  a  black-moor's  brow. 

W1ie»  Mvvio's  first  page  of  his  poesy, 

Nail'd  to  an  hondred  postp  for  novelty. 

With  his  big  title  an  Italian  mot, 

Layes  siege  unto  Uie backward  bayer*8  groat; 

Which  all  within  is  drafty  sluttish  geere, 

Fit  fbr  the  oven,  or  the  kitchen  fire# 

So  this  gay  gate  adds  fuel  to  thy  thought. 

That  such  proud  piles  were  never  rais'd  for  nought. 

Beat  the  broad  gates  a  goodly  hollow  sound 

Whbdenbte  echoes  doth  again  rebound ; 

Bat  not  a  dog  doth  bark  to  welcome  thee, 

Nor  churiieh' porter  canst  thou  chafing  see : 

All  dumb-  and  silent,  like  the  dead  of  night, 

pt  dwellitig  ofsootfe  sleefiy  Sybarite. 

The  mailile  pavement  hid  ^itb  desert  weed, 

JMritb  howo4eek,  thvtle,  doek,  ^ud  hemtoek-seed  : 


But  if  thoo  ^aaee  east  «p  thy  woad^riay  eyes^ 

Thou  ahaltdiaoeni  npoa  the  froatispiaee 

otabis  BmTA  graven  op  on  high, 

A  firagmeat  of  aU  Flala^  poeay : 

The  meanng  is  **  Sir  Foole,  ye  may  he  gooew 

*<  Go  back  by  teave,  for  way  here  Keth  noae^** 

Look  to  the  towYed  chimnies  which  sboold  be 

The  wnid-pipes  of  good  ho^itality, 

Through  which  it  breatheth  to  the  opea  aire^ 

Betokening  life,  and  liberal  welfore; 

Lo !  there  th'  unthankful  swalk>w  takes  her  rest. 

And  fills  the  tunnell  with  her  circled  nest; 

Nor  hsJf  that  smoke  fioMjall  his  chiounes  goes 

Which  one  tobacco-pipe  drives  throogh  his  nose. 

So  raw-bone  hunger  scorns  the  mndded  walls* 

And  'gins  to  revel  it  in  lordly  halls. 

So  the  black  prince  is  brokea  looee  againe 

That  saw  no  Sonne  save  once,  (as  stories  fisine) 

That  once  was,  when  in  Trinacry  I  weene 

He  stole  the  daughter  of  the  harvest  queene^ 

And  gript  the  mawea  of  barren  Sicily 

With  long  constraint  of  {Noefiil  penury ; 

And  they  that  should  resist  his  second  rage. 

Rave  pent  themselves  np  in  the  private  cage 

Of  some  blind  lane,  and  there  they  hitk  nnknowae 

Till  th*  hungry  tempest  once  be  over-blowne : 

Then  like  the  coward  after  aelgbboor*s  finy, 

They  creep  forth  boldly,  and  ask.   Where  are 

they? 
Meanwhile  the  hnnger^^tarv'd  appurtenance 
Must  bide  the  brunt,  whatever  ill  miwhance : 
Grim  Failiine  sits  in  their  fore>pined  face. 
All  fbll  of  angles  of  unequal  space, 
like  to  the  plane  of  raany-sMed  squares. 
That  wont  be  drawne  cut  hy  geoaietars ; 
So  sharp  and  meager  that  who  should  them  see 
Would  swear  they  lately  came  from  Hungary. 
When  their  brasse  pans  and  winter  coverlid 
Have  wipM  the  maunge^of  the  horse*s  bread. 
Oh  me  2  what  odds  theie  seemeth  *twixt  their  cheer 
Aiid  the  swohie  beazle  at  an  alehouse  fire^ 
That  tonnes  in  gaHobs  to  his  bursten  paunch. 
Whose  slimy  draughts   his  drought  can  nerer 

staunch  ? 
For  shame,  ye  gaHantsI  grow  more  hospitefl, 
And  turn  your  needlesse  waidrolie  to  your  hall. 
As  lavish  Virro  that  keeps  open  doores^ 

Like  Janus  in  the  waives, 

Except  the  twel^  days,  or  the  wake-day  feast. 
What  time  he  needs  must  be  his  cousin^  gvest. 
Philene  hath  bid  him,  can  he  ehoose  but  come  ? 
Who  should  pull  Virfo*s  sTeeve  to  stay  at  home  ? 
All  yeare  besides  who  meal-time  can  attend: 
Come  Trebios,  wieloome  to  the  tablets  end. 
What  though  he  ch^on  purer  manchefs  crowne. 
While  his  kind  client  grindes  on  blacke  and  browoe, 
A  jolly  rounding  of  a  whole  foot  brood. 
From  off  the  mong-oome  heap  shall  TV«bias  kisd. 
What  though  he  quafih  pora  amber  in  bis  bovie 
Of  March-btewid  wheat,  yet  sleeks  thy  thirsting  soqI 
With  palish  oat,  frothing  in  Boston  elay. 
Or  in  a  shallow  omise,  nor  must  that  suy 
WIthm  thy  reach,  far  feaie  of  thy  cr^'d  braine, 
But  call  and  orave,  and  have  thy  cruise  agaioe : 
Else  how  should  even  tale  be  registred. 
Or  all  thy  draughts,  on  the  cbalk'd  barrel*!:  head  ^ 
And  if  be  list  revive  his  heaitless  graine 
With  some  French  grape,  or  pore  Gsnariane; 
When  idauhig  Bourdeaux  fells  nato  his  kt. 
Some  sow'risb  Roohdie  cata  thy  thirsting  throste. 
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Fhat  thoaf^  himnlfe  enrtvlh  hit  wekfime  friendT 
9ith  a  coal'd  Mtmnct  from  bis  treiidier*s  end, 
fust  IVebias'. lip  bang  toimd  his  trencher  side  ? 
For  Use  his  fist  to  trta  what  doth  betide? 
Vhat  thongfa  to  span  thy  teeth,  be  empkrys  thy 
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a  bnsy  qaestioiis  all  the  dinner  hmg  ? 

VhBt  tboogb  the  seonfoi  wailsr  lookes  aakile, 

ind  pouts  and  fiwroa,  and  eutwft  thee  the  while, 

Lnd  takes  bb  £siBMKllspith  a  jealons  eye^ 

Li  every  moTMll  he  his  last  shall  see  ?     . 

Lod  if  but  one  canseed  the  common  sise, 

)r  make  an  htthiek  in  thy  cbciske  arise, 

>r  if  percbaoee  then  ibonldest,  eie  thoa  wist, 

iold  thy  knife  npiigfat  in  th3rfriped  fist, 

>r  sittest  doable  on  thy  baokward  seat, 

)r  with  IlilDe  dhow  shad%t  thy  shared  meat, 

le  langhs  tiiee,  in  his  fellow's  ease,  to  soorae, 

Sod  asks  alond,  where  Tiebiiis  was  borne  } 

rboogfa  the  third  sewer  takes  thee  qnite  away 

rithoata  staflfi,  iHien  thoa  wovid'st  kmger  stay, 

Kliatofalltfais?  b 't  not  enoui^  to  my, 

I  din'd  at  Vino  his  owne  boMd  to  day  } 


SATIRE  in. 
KOINA  ♦lAilN. 

The  satire  should  be  like  the  porcupine, 

rbat  shoots  sharp  qails  out  in  each  angry  line, 

%nd  wounds  the  blushing  cbeeke,  and  fl^  eys^ 

Of  him  that  bean,  and  readeth  guiltily. 

Ye  antiqae  satires,  how  I  blene  your  dayes, 

That  brookM  yonr  bolder  style,  their  own  dis- 

praiie, 
Aod  well  near  wifb,  yet  joy  my  wish  is  Taine, 
I  bad  been  then,  or  they  been  now  againe ! 
For  now  oar  eares  been  of  more  brittle  mold, 
Than  those  dnU  earthen  eares  that  were  of  old : 
Sith  theirs,  like  anrils,  bore  the  hammet's  bead. 
Our  gfaase  can  never  touch  unshtvered. 
But  ftoro  the  ashes  of  my  quiet  stile 
HeDcefbiib  may  rise  some  raging  rough  Ludte, 
That  may  with-iGBch3rlas  both  find  and  leese 
The  snalcy'tresMsof  th*  Eumenides: 
Meanwhile,  sufficeth  me,  the  world  may  say 
That  I  theM»  sues  hiath'd  another  day^ 
Which  I  bane  done  with  as  devout  a  ebeere 
As  be  that  rounds  Poorspillars  in  the  yeare, 
Or  bends  his  bam  downe  in  the  naked  quire. 
*T  was  ever  said,  Frontine,  and  ever  seene. 
That  golden  derfces  but  wooden  lawyers  been. 
Coold  ever  wise  man  wish,  in  good  esUte, 
The  me  of  all  things  faidlscrimniate  ? 
Who  wots  not  yet  how  well  this  did  beseeme 
The  learned  master  of  theacademe? 
Plato  is  dead,  and  dead  is  bis  device. 
Which  nme  thought  witty,  none  thought  ever  wise, 
Yet  cartes  Mecha  is  a  Piatontst 
To  all,  they  fay,  sa«»  whoso  do  not  list; 
Because  her  husband,  a  fer-trefick^  man, 
h  a  prefes^d  Peripateeiank 
And  so  our  grandsires  were  in  ages  past. 
That  let  tbdr  lands  lye  all  so  widely  waste, 
That  nothing  was  in  pnle  or  hedge  ypent 
Within  some  proriDce,  or  whole  shire's  extent ' 
AsNataremadetheenrth,80diditlie,  . 
Save  for  the  ferrowes  cf  their  hnsbaodry ; 


Whenas  the  neighbour-lands  so  oooched  layne 
That  all  bote  show  of  one  fair  champ! an : 
Some  headlesse  crosse  they  digged  on  their  lea, 
Or  rolKd  some  marked  meare-stonein  the  way. 
Pbor  simple  |i|en !  .for  wbat  mought  diat  avatle. 
That  my  Add  migfati  not  fill  my  ndghbour*B  payle. 
More  than  a  pilled  stick  can  stand  in  stead. 
To  bar  Cynedo  fiiom  bis  neighbour's  bed ; 
More  than  the  thread-bare  client's  poverty 
Debars  th'  attorney  of  his  wonted  fee  ? 
If  they  were  thriftlesse,  mought  not  we  amend,. 
And  with  more  care  our  daogered  fidds  defend  ? 
Each  man  can  guard  what  thing  he  deemeth  deare, 
Ab  fearful  merchants  do  their  female  heir. 
Which,  were  it  not  for  promise  of  their  wealth. 
Need  not  be  stalled  up  for  fear  of  stealth ; 
Would  rather  stick  upon  the  bell-man's  cries. 
Though  profer'd  for  a  branded  Indian's  price. 
Then  raise  we  muddy  bulwarks  on  our  banks, 
Beset  around  with  tid>le  quick-set  ranks; 
Or  if  those  walls  be  over  weak  a  Vard, 
The  squared  bricke  may  be  a  better  guard. 
Go  to,  my  thrifty  yeoman,  and  upreare 
A  brazen  wall  to  shend  thy  land  from  feare. 
Do  so;  and  I  shall  praise  thee  dl  the  whil^ 
So  be  thou  stake  not  up  the  oommoo  style ; 
So  be  thou  hedge  in  nought  bat  what^thme  owne; 
So  be  thou  pay  what  tithes  thy  ndghbours  done  ; 
So  be  tholi  let  not  lie  hi  fellow'd  plalne 
That  which  was  wont  yield  usury  of  graine. 
But  when  1  see' thy  pitehed  stakes  do  stand 
On  thyincroaebled  piece  of  Mmmon  land, 
Whiles  thou  discomttonest  thy  neighbour's  kyne. 
And  waxn'st  that  none  feed  on  thy  field  sare  thine  | 
Brag  no  more,  Sctobius,  of  thy  mudded  bankes. 
Nor  tby  deep  ditobes,  n9r  three  quickset  rankes. 
O  happy  dayes  of  old  DucSlion,  '    ' 

When  one  was  landlotd  of  the  world  alone ! 
But  now  whose  chder  would  not  rise  to  yield 
A  peasant  halfe-stakes  of  his  new-mown  field. 
Whiles  yet  he  may  not  for  the  treble  price 
Boy  out  theremnantof  his  royalties? 
Go  on  and  thrive,  my  petty  tyrant's  prid^ 
Scome  thou  to  live,  if  others  live  beside ; 
And  trace  proud  Castile,  that  aspires  to  be 
In  his  old  age  a  young  fifth  monarchy: 
Or  the  red  hat  that  cries  the  lucklesse  ma3me. 
For  wealthy  Thames  to  change  his  bwly  Rhina 


SATIRE  IV. 
Possunt,  quia  posse  videntur. 

VitLros,  the  wealthy  farmer,  left  his  heire 
Twice  twenty  sterling  pounds  to  spend  by  yeaiie: 
The  neighbours  praisen  Vitlio's  hide-bound  sonne. 
And  say  it  was  a  goodly  portion. 
Not  knowing  how  some  merchants  dow'r  can  rise, 
By  Sunday's  tale  to  fifty  centuries ; 
Ot  to  wdgh  downe  a  leaden  bride  with  gold. 
Worth  all  that  Matho  bought,  or  Pontice  sold. 
But  whiles  ten*  pound  goes  to  his  wife's  new  gowne^  * 
Nor  little  lesse  can  serve  to  suit  his  owne; 
Whiles  one  piece  pays  her  idle  iraiting-man. 
Or  buys  an  boode,  or  sibrer-bandled  fknne. 
Or  hires  a  Friezeland  trotter,  halfe  yard  deepe, 
To  drag  his  tnmbrell  through  the  staring  Cheape ; 
Or  whiles  he  rideth  with  two  liveries. 
And 's  treble  rated  at  the  subsidies; 
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One  end  a  kMiiel  keeps  of  thrilllene  boandi; 
What  think  ye  raitt  of  ell  my  yonnker%  pounds 
To  diet  him,  or  deal  out  at  his  doore. 
To  colier  op,  or  stocke  his  wtoting  store  ? 
If  then  I  recfcon*d  right,  it.shonU  appeare 
That  Ibrty  pounds  serve  not  the  fiumcr's  heire. 


SATIRES. 

BOOK  VL 

SATIRE  I. 
Semel  insaniTimos. 


Labio  reserves  a  long  naile  for  the  nonce^ 

To  wound  my  margent  through  ten  leaves  at  once, 

Much  wone  than  Aristarchos  his  Maoke  pile 

lliat  pierc'd  old  Homer's  side ; 

'  And  makes  such  feces  that  me  seems  I  see 
Some  foul  Megflsra  in  the  tragedy, 
Threat'niog  her  twined  snakes  at  Taoialc*8  ghost ; 
Or  the  grim  visage  of  some  frowninit  post 
The  crabtree  porter  of  the  Guild-hall  gates ; 
While  he  his  frightful  beetle  elevates, 
His  angry  eyne  look  all  so  glaring  bright, 
like  th*  hunted  badger  in  a  moonlcsse  night : 
Or  Uke  a  painted  staring  Saracen  ; 
His  cheeks  change  hue  like  th'  air-fed  vermin  skin, 
Kow  red,  now  paie,  and  swol'n  above  his  eyes 
Like  to  the  old  Colossian  imageries. 
But  when  he  doth  of  my  recanting  beare. 
Away,  ye  angry  fires,  and  frosts  of  feare, 
Give  place  unto  hts  hopeful  temper'd  thotight 
That  yields  to  peace,  ere  ever  peace  be  sought : 
Then  let  me  now  repent  me  of  my  rage 
For  writing  satires  in  so  righteous  age. 
Whereas  I  should  have  strok'd  her  tow*rdly  head, 
And  cry*d  ep«t  in  my  satires'  stead ; 
Stth  now  not  one  of  thousand  does  amisse, 
Was  never  age  I  weene  so  pure  as  this. 
As  pure  as  old  Labulla  from  the  banes. 
As  pore  as  through  faire  channels  when  it  raines ; 
As  pure  as  is  a  black-moor*s  face  by  night, 
As  dung-clad  skin  of  dying  Hcraclite. 
Seeke  over  all  the  world,  and  tell  me  where 
Thou  find'st  a  proud  man,  or  a  flatterer ; 
A  theif,  a  drunkard,  or  a  paricide, 
A  lecher,  liar,  or  what  vice  beside  ? 
Merchants  are  no  whit  covetous  of  late. 
Nor  make  no  mart  of  time,  gain  of  deceit. 
Patrons  are  honest  now,  o*er  they  of  old. 
Can  now  no  benefice  be  bought  or  sold  ? 
Give  him  a  geldhig,  or  some  two  yeares  tithe. 
For  he  all  bribes  and  simony  defy*th. 
Is  not  one  pick-thank  stirring  in  the  court. 
That  seid  was  firee  till  now,  by  all  report } 
But  some  one,  like  a  claw-back  parasite, 
Picked  mothes  from  his  master's  cloke  in  sight. 
Whiles  he  could  pick  out  both  his  eyes  for  need, 
Monght  they  but  stand  him  in  some  better  stead. 
Nor  now  no  more  smell-feast  Vitellio^ 
Smiles  on  his  master  for  a  meal  or  two. 
And  loves  him  in  his  maw,  loaths  in  his  heart, 
Yet  soothes,  and  yeas  and  nays  oo  either  pait. 


Tittdius,  the  new-come  ti»v«Iler, 

With  his  disguised  coate  and  ringed  emre^ 

TirampKng  the  bourse's  maible  twice  a  imft 

Tells  notlung  but  statrk  truths  I  dare  well  nay; 

Nor  would  he  have  them  known  fsr  any  tliiii^v 

Though  all  the  vauH  of  his  loud  mumrar  rfn^. 

Not  one  man  tells  a  lye  of  all  the  yeare, 

Excq^  the  Almanaek  or  the  Chronicler. 

But  not  a  mao  of  all  the  damned  crew. 

For  hills  of  gold  would  saware  the  thing  oatnse. 

Pansopbus  now,  though  all  in  the  oold  wmemt^ 

Dares  venture  through  the  fsared  eastl»>gate, 

Albe  the  faithfiil  oradcs  have  foresayne^ 

The  wisest  senator  shall  there  be  slaioe: 

That  made  him  }oag  keepe  home  as  well  it  nightr 

Till  now'  he  hopeth  of  some  wiser  wight* 

The  vale  of  Stand-gate,  or  the  Suter*Bliill, 

Or  westeme  plaine  are  f^«e  from  feared  ill. 

Let  him  that  hath  nought,  fisare  nought  I  araed : 

But  he  that  hath  ought  hye  him,  and  God  speed. 

Nor  drunken  Denois  doth,  by  bieakc  of  day. 

Stumble  into  blind  taverns  by  the  way. 

And  reel  me  liomewaid  at  the  ev'ning  starre, 

Or  ride  more  eas'ly  in  his  neighbour's  chayre. 

Well  might  these  checks  have  fitted  former  ttmcs, 

And  sboukierM  angry  Skeltoo's  breathlesse  fhymet 

Fj«  Chrjrsalus  had  barr'd  the  common  boze. 

Which  erst  he  pick»d  to  store  his  private  stocks ; 

But  now  hath  all  with  vantage  paid  againe. 

And  locks  and  plates  what  doth  behind  remaine ; 

When  erst  our  dry-soulM  sires  so  lavish  were. 

To  charge  whole  boots-full  to  dieirfirieads  weUaie; 

Now  Shalt  thou  never  see  the  salt  hevt       ^ 

With  a  big-bellied  gaUon  flagonet. 

Of  an  ebbe  cruise  must  thirsty  SilsB  sip, 

That  *s  all  forestalled  by  his  upper  Up ; 

Somewhat  it  was  that  msde  his  paunch  so  peare. 

His  ghrdle  fell  ten  hiohes  in  a  yosre. 

Or  when  old  gouty  bed-rid  Enclio 

To  his  officious  fmcUx  fiur  could  show 

His  name  in  margent  of  some  old  cast  bill. 

And  say,  Lo  !~  whom  I  uamed  in  my  will,  ' 

Whiles  be  believes,  and  looking  fbr  the  share 

Tendcth  his  cumbrous  charge  with  busy  care 

For  but  a  while ;  for  now  he  sure  will  die. 

By  his  strange  qualme  of  liberality. 

Great  thanks  he  gives    but  God.  him  shield  aod 

save 
Ftom  ever  gaining  by  hb  master's  grave : 
Only  live  long,  and  he  is  well  repaid. 
And  wets  his  forced  cheeks  while  thus  he  said; 
Some  strong-smeird  onion  shall  stir  his  eyes 
Rather  than  no  salt  teares  shall  then  arise. 
So  looks  he  like  a  maihle  toward  raine, 
And  wrings  and  suites,  and  weeps,  and  wipes  agaia : 
Then  turns  his  back  and  smiles,  and  hioks  askance, 
Seas*ning  again  his  sorrow'd  ooontenance ; 
Whiles  yet  he  wearies  Heav'n  with  daily  cries, 
And  backward  death  with  devout  sacrifice, 
That  they. would  now  his  tedioos  ghos|  bereaves, 
And  wisha  well,  that  wishM  no  worse  than  Heav*o. 
When  Zoylns  was  sicke,  he  knew  not  where,  . 
Save  his  wrought  night-cap,  and  lawn  piUowbesr. 
Kind  fbolesl  they  made  him  sick  that  made  him 

fine; 
Take  those  away,  and  there  'a  his  medicine. 
Or  Gdlia  wore  a  velvet  mastick-patch 
Upon  her  temples  when  no  tooth  did  ache ; 
When  beauty  was  her  rheume  I  soon  es|9*d. 
Nor  could  her  plaister  core  her  ef  bar  pnda. 
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rhese  nset  vera,  bot  nam  thejr  oeat'd  off  Umgz 
rhen  why  did  I  a  righteous  age  that  wrong } 
would  repeat  me  were  it  not  too  late, 
^ete  not  the  aagry  wcArld  prgodicate. 
f  ail  the  seven  peniteotia] 
>r  thousand  white-waods  might  me  ooghtavaile ; 
!f  Trent  or  Thames  could  scbore  my  foule  offence 
Kad  set  me  in  my  former  innocence^ 
I  wQoldatlart^repeDtmeofmy  rage: 
^w,  bear  my  wrongs  I  thine,  O  righteous  age. 
\s  for  fine  wits^  an  hundred  thousand  fold 
Passeth  our  age  whaterer  times  of  old. 
Por  in  that  poisne  world,  our  sires  of  long  - 
Could  hardly  wag  their  too  unweildy  tongue 
As  pined  crowes  and  parrots  can  do  now, 
Whea  hoary  age  did  bend  their  wrinkled  brow : 
&nd  now  of  late  did  many  a  learned  man 
Serve  thirty  yeares  prenticeship  with  Priscian ; 
But  now  can  every  novice  speake  with  ease 
The  far-fetch*d  language  of  th'  antipodes,    [bight, 
V^'ould'st  thou  the  toQgnes  that  erst  were  leaned 
Though  our  wise  age  hath  wip'd  them  of  their  right; 
VVonld*8t  thou  the  courtly  three  in  most  request, 
Dr  the  two  baiharous  neighbours  of  the  we«t  ? 
Bibinus  seUe  can  have  ten  tongues  in  one. 
Though  in  all  ten  not  one  good  toi^e  alone. 
And  can  deep  skill  lie  smothering  within. 
Whiles  neither  smoke  nor  flame  discerned  bin  ? 
Shall  it  not  be  a  wild-fig  in  a  wall. 
Or  fired  brimstone  in  a  mineral!  ? 
Do  thou  disdain,  O  ever-learned  age ! 
The  toogne-ty'd  silence  of  that  Samian  sage : 
Forth,  ye  fine  wits,  and  rush  into  the  presse. 
And  fbr  the  cloyed  world  your  works  addresae. 
Is  not  a  gnat,  nor  fly,  nor  seely  ant. 
But  a  fine  wit  can  make  an  elephant 
Should  Bandelfs  throstle  die  without  a  song. 
Or  Adaoiantius,  my  dog,  be  laid  along, 
Downe  in  some  ditch  without  his  exequies. 
Or  epitaphs,  or  mournful  elegies  ? 
folly  itself,  and  baldnesse  may  be  prais'd, 
And  sweet  conceits  from  filthy  objects  rais'd. 
What  do  not  fine  wits  dare  to  undertake  ? 
^^^at  dare  not  fine  wits  do  for  honour^s  sake  ? 
But  why  doth  Balbos  his  dead-doing  quill 
Parch  in  bis  rusty  scabbard  ail  the  while; 
His  golden  fleece  o*ergrowne  with  mouldy  hoare, 
As  though  he  had  his  witty  works  forswore  } 
Belike  of  late  now  Balbus  hath  no  need^ 
Nor  now  belike  his  shrinking  shoulders  dread    ' 
The  catch-poll's  fist— The  presse  may  still  rettaioe 
And  brpalbe,  till  Balbus  be  in  debt  againe. 
Soon  may  that  be !  so  I  had  silent  beene. 
And  not  thus  rak'd  up  quiet  crimes  Onseen. 
Silence  is  safo,  when  saying  stirreth  soke. 
And  makes  the  stirred  puddle  stink  the  more. 
Shall  the  controller  of  proud  Nemesis 
In  lawlesse  rage  upbraid  each  other's  vice. 
While  no  man  seeketh  to  reflect  the  wro^g. 
And  curb  the  rauage  of  his  misvuly  tongue  ? 
By  the  two  croanes  of  Pamasse  ever-green. 
And  by  the  cloven  head  of  Htppocreoe 
As  f  true  poet  am,  I  here  avow 
(So  solemnly  kiss'd  he  his  laurell  bough) 
If  that  bold  satire  unrevenged  be 
For  this  so  sancy  and  foule  iiyury. 
So  Labeo  weens  it  my  eternal  shame 
To  prove  I  never  eam*d  a  poet's  name. 
But  would  1  be  a  poet  if  I  might, 
To  rub  my  browea  three  days  and  wake  three  nights, 


And  bite  my  naib,  and  lerateh  my  dullard  head* 

And  curse  the  backward  Muses  on  my  bed 

About  one  peevish  syllable ;  which  out  sought 

I  take  up  Thales  joy,  save  for  forethought 

How  it  shall  please  each  ale-knigfat*»^oeo8uringeyet 

And  hang*d  my  h^  for  fear  they  deen^awiy : 

While  thread-bare  Martiall  turns  his  merry  note 

To  beg  of  Rofus  a  cast  winter-ooate  ; 

While  hnngty  Marot  leapeth  at  a  beane. 

And  dieth  like  a  starved  C^ipnchein  ; 

Go,  Ariost,  and  gape  for  what  vaky  foU 

From  trencher  of  a  flattering  cardinall ; 

And  if  thou  gettest  hot  a  pedant's  fee, 

Thy  bed,  thy  boaid,  and  cdhtier  livery, 

O  honour  for  beyond  a  brazen  shrine. 

To  sit  with  Tarleton  on  an  ale«poef  s  signe ! 

Who  had  but  lived  in  Augortns'  dayes, 

'T  had  been  some  honour  to  be  cvowil*d  with  bayes; 

When  Lucan  stretched  on  his  niarble  bed    . 

To  think  of  CsBsar,  and  great  Pompey's  deed : 

Or  when  Achelaus  shav'd  his  mourning  head» 

Soon  as  he  heaid  Stesiohorus  was  dead. 

At  least,  would  some  good  body  .of  the  rest 

Set  a  gold  pen  on  their  bayo-wraathed  crest : 

Or  would  their  foce  in  stamped  coin  ezpre8ie> 

As  did  the  Mytelens  their  poetegae* 

Now  as  it  is,  beshrew  him  if  he  migU, 

That  would  his  browes  with  Caesar's  laurell  dight* 

Though  wbat  aiPd  me,  I  might  not  well  as  they 

Rake  up  some  forwome  tales  that  sroother'd  lay 

In  chinmey  comers  smoak'd  with  winter  fires, 

To  read  and  roc'k  asleep  our  drowsy  sires  ? 

No  man  his  threshoki  better  kmiwes,  than  I 

Brute's  finit  arrival,  and  first  victory ; 

St.  Geoige^  sorrell,  or  his  crosse  of  blood, 

Arthur's  round  board.  Or  Caledonian  wood. 

Or  holy  battles  of  bold  Charlemaine, 

What  were  his  knights  did  Salem's  siege  maintaina : 

How  the  mad  rival  of  foire  Angelice 

Was  physick'd  from  the  new-found  paradise. 

High  stories  they,  which  with  their  swelling  stnunt 

Have  riven  Frontoe's  broad  rehearsal  plaine. 

But  so  to  fill  op  books,  both  backe  and  side. 

What  needs  it?  Are  there  not  enow  beside  ? 

O  age  well  thriven  and  well  fortunate. 

When  each  man  hath  a  Muse  apropriate; 

And  she,  like  to  some  serrile  eare-boar'd  slave,. 

Must  play  and  sing  when  and  what  he  'd  have ! 

Would  that  were  all 'small  fault  in  number  lies, 

Were  not  the  feare  from  whence  it  should  arise. 
But  can  it  be  ought  but  a  spurious  seed 
That  growes  so  rife  in  such  unlikely  speed  ? 
Sith  Pontian  left  his  barren  wife  at  home, 
And  spent  two  years  at  Venice  and  at  Rome, 
Retnmed,  hears  bis  blessing  ask'd  of  tl|ree. 
Cries  out,  **  O  Julian  law  1  adultery !" 
Though  Labeo  reaches  right  (who  can  deny?) 
The  tme  strains  of  heroick  poesy ; 
For  lie  can  tell  how  fury  reft  his  sense. 
And  Phoebus  flU'd  him  with  intelligence. 
He  can  implore  the  heathen  deities 
To  guide  his  bold  and  busy  enterprise;     ^ 
Or  filch  whole  pages  at  a  clap  for  need 
From  honest  Petrarch,  clad  in  English  weed ; 
While  big  htt  olk*p!  each  stanza  can  begin. 
Whose  trunk  and  taile  sluttish  and  heartlesse  been. 
He  knowes  the  grace  of  t*hat  new.  elegance, 
'  Which  sweet  Pbilisides  fetch'd  of  Jate  from  France, 
That  well  beseem'd  his  high-stil'd  Ajrcady, 
Though  others  marre  it  with  much  liberty, 
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In  epiibett  to  johie  ti^  vordet  in  one 

Fonooth,  Ibr  adjectivM.ooti  'tiUnd  alonet 

At  a  grent  poet  conid  of  Bpcdnis  say. 

That  be  was  SameU-fmon-^tua.    - 

ijiptlT  be  namea  tbe  tpirit  of  Aftiopbel ; 

Now  batb  not  Labeo  done  wondtoof  well  ? 

Bat  ere  bit  Mnae  bar  weapon  learn  to  wetid. 

Or  dance  a  sober  pnrbicfce  in  tbe  field. 

Or  marcbing  wade  In  Mood  no  to  tbe  kneei. 

Her  ama  wnm  goes  by  two  degrees, 

Tbe  sbeepe-oo*e  fir*  batb  beene  ber  nnnery 

Wbere  she  batb  wome  ber  idle  mfaocy. 

And  in  bigb  startnpa  walk'd  tbe  putnr'd  pkhies, 

To  tend  bertasked  berd  tbat  tbere  remaines. 

And  winded  still  a  pipe  of  oate  or  bitare. 

Striving  for  wages  who  (be  praise  shall  beaie  $ 

As  did  wbilere  the  bonsely  Oarmdite, 

Felknring  Vhrgil^  and  be  TbeociHe; 

Or  else  batb  beene  in  Vemu  cbambeir  trained 

To  plily  with  Cupid,  tiH  she  bad  attained 

To  comment  well  upon  4  beauteoos  face. 

Then  was  she  fit  for  an  beroick  plaoe ; 

As  witty  Pontan  in  great  earnest  said. 

His  mistress*  brensti  were  like  two  weights  oTiead. 

Another  thipks  her  teeth  might  liken'd  be 

To  two  faire  rankes  of  pales  of  ivory, 

To  fence  in  stfre  tbe  %rild  beast'  of  ber  tongue, 

FMm  either  going  far,  or  going  wrong ; 

Her  grinders  like  two  chalk-stones  in  a  mill, 

Which  shall  with  time  and  wearing  waxe  as  ill 

As  old  Catillaes,  which  wont  every  night 

Lay  up  her  holy  pegs  till  next  day-light. 

And  with  them  gfind  soft-simpiing  all  tbe  day, 

When,. lest  her  langht^  should  ber  gums  bewray. 

Her  hands  must  hide  ber  month  if  she  but  smile ; 

Faine  would  she  seem  all  firfxe  and  frolicke  stil). 

Her  forehead  fidre  is  like  a  brazen  hill 

Whose  wrinkkdfonrowsj'wbiob  her  age  doth  breed, 

Are^  dawbed  full  of  Veniee  chalke  for  need  s 

Her  eyes  like  silver  saucers  &ire  beset 

With  shining  amber,  and  with  shsdy  let, 

Her  lids  like  Cupid's  bow  case,  where  he  hid^s 

The  weapons  that  doth  wound  the  wanton-ey'd : 

Her  chin  like  PSndus,  or  Parnassus  bill. 

Where  down  desoend»th*o*terflowing  stream  doth  fill 

Hif*  well  of  ber  M»  month. — Each  hath  his  praise. 

Wt^t.would  not  but  wed  poets  now  a  dayes! 


ANTHEMES 


roR 


>     THE  CATHBDRAL  OP  EZCBTBB. 

Loin  what  am  I  ?  A  worm,  dust,  vapour,  nettling! 

What  is  my  lifo  ?  A  dieam,  a  daily  dying  I 
What  is  my  flesh  ?  My  soul's  uneasie  clothing ! 
What  is  my  time  ?  A  minute  ever  flying  t 
My  time,  iny  flesh,  my  life,  and  I ; 
What  are  we,  Lord,  but  Tanity  ? 

Where  am  I  Lord  ?  downe  in  a  vale  of  death : 

What  is  my  trade  }  sin,  my  dear  Ood  offending ; 
My  sport  sin  too,  my  stay  a  puffs  of  breath : 
What  end  of  sin  ^  Hell's  horronr  never  ending: 
My  way,  my  trade,  sport,  sUy,  and  place 
Help  up  to  make  up  my  dolefnll  case. 


Lord  wbifcart  thou  >  pnralife^ power,  bennty. 
Where  dwelPst  tbon }  npaibove  in  perisot 
What  b  thy  time  ?  etennty  it  isc 
Whatstate?  attendance  of  each  gloriona 
Thyself  thy  place,  tl^  daye^,  thy 
Pass  all  the  thbnghts  of  powett  createu 


How  sballl  reaeh  tbee,  Lord  ?  Ob,  soar  I 
Ambitious  soul :  but  which  way  should  I  Am  9 

Tbon,  Lord,  art  wAy  and  end:  what  wings  hmw«  I  f 
Aspiring  tbongfats,  ef  fiutb,  of  bops,  of  lore  : 

Oh,  let  these  wings,  tbat  way  akma 
'  Present  me  to  iby.blissfiill  throne. 


CHRIfTBIAS  l>AY. 

ImioiTAU  babe,  who  this  dear  day 
Didst  change  thine  Heaven  for  our  clay. 
And  didst  with  flesh  thy  godhead  vail. 
Eternal  Son  of  Ood,  all-bail. 

Shhie,  happy  star ;  ye  angels  sing 

Glory  on  high  to  Heaven's  King : 

Run,  shepherds,  leave  your  nightly  watch. 

See  Heaven  come  down  to  Bethleem*s  cratch. 

Worship,  ye  sages  of  the  east, 
Tbe  King  of  go^s  in  meanness  drest. 
O  blessed  maid,  smile  and  adore 
ThetSod  thy  womb  and  srmes  have  bore* 

Star,  angels,  Shepherds,  and  wise  sages ; 
Thou  virgin  glory  of  all  ages 
Restored  frame  of  Heaven  and  Earth 
Joy  in  your  dear  Redeemer's  birth. 


Leave,  O  my  soul,  this  baser  world  below, 
O  leave  this  dolefall  dungeon  of  mo. 
And  scare  afoft  to  that  supernal  test 
That  maketh  all  the  saints  and  angels  blest : 
Lo,  tiiere  tbe  Godhead's  radiant  throne, 
like  to  ten  tliousand  Suns  in  one  I 

Lo,  there  thy  Saviour  dear,  in  glory  digfat, 
AdorM  of  all  tbe  powers  of  Heavens  bright ; 
Lo,  where  that  bead  that  bled  with  tlioroy 
Shines  ever  with  celestial  honour  crown'd : 
That  hand  tbat  held  the  scomftill  read 
Makes  all  the  fiends  infemall  dread. 


Tbat  back  and  side  tbat  ran  with  bloody  streams 
Daunt  angds'  eyes  with  their  nM^^>^>^  beames  ; 
Those  feet,  once  festened  to  tbe  cursed  tree, 
T^rample  on  Death  and  Hell,  in  glorious  glee. 
Those  lips,  once  drencht  with  gall,  do  make 
With  their  dread  doom  the  world  to  quake. 

Behold  those  joyes  thou  never  canst  behold ; 
Those  precious  gates  of  pearl,  those  streets  of  gold^ 
Those  streams  of  life,  those  trees  of  Paradise 
That  never  osn  be  seen  by  mortal  eyes : 

And  when  thou  ieest  this  state  divine, 

Think  timt  It  is  or  dmU  be  thine. 
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^  there  the  happy  tK»pe  of  pure*  sprigbtt 
rhat  live  above  ii|  endleti  true  deligbti  > 
&nd  see  where  ooce  thyself  ihalt  ranged  be, 
hnd  look  aod  long  for  immortalitie: 

And  now  b^fforeohand  lielp  to  ling 

Alldojahs  to  Heaven's  king. 


ow 
MR.  GREENHAM'S  BbOK 

OF  THE  SABBATH. 

Wbilc  Oreenham  writeth  on  the  Sabbath's  rest. 
His  soul  enjojTB  not,  what  bis  pen  ezprest : 
ffis  work  enjoys  not  what  it  self  doth  say. 
For  it  shall  never  find  one  resting  day. 
A  thousand  bands  shall  toss  each  page  and  line. 
Which  shall  be  scanned  by  a  thousand  eine  ; 
That  Sabbath's  rest,  or  this  Sabbath's  unrest, 
Hud  is  to  say  whether's  the  happiest. 


ELEGY 

OH  DB.  WHITAKSB^ 

BmiB  ye  my  browes  with  mourning  cyparisse, 
And  palish  twigs  of  deadlie  poplar  tree. 

Or  if  some  sadder  shades  ye  can  devise^ 
Those  sadder  shades  vaile  my  light^thing  eie : 

I  loath  the  laurel-bandes  I  loved  best. 

And  sH  that  maketh  mirth  and  pleasant  rest 

If  ever  breath  dissolv'd  the  world  to  teares. 
Or  hollow  cries  made  Heaven's  vault  resound : 

If  ever  shrikes  were  sounded  out  so  deare, 
That  all  the  world's  wast  might  heare  around : 
,  Be  mine  the  breath,  the  teares,  the  shrikes,  the  cries, 

Yet  still  my  griefe  unseene,  unsounded  lies. 

Thou  flattering  Sun,  that  ledst  this  loathed  fight. 
Why  didst  thou  m  thy  saffron-robes  arise  ? 

Or  foldat  not  op  the  day  in  drierie  night  ? 
And  wakst  the  westeme  worides  amazed  eies  ? 

And  never  more  rise  from  the  ocean. 

To  wake  the  mom,  or  chase  night-shades- again. 

Heare  we  no  bird  of  day,  or  dawning  mome,       « 
To  greet  the  Sun,  or  glad  the  waking  eare : 

Sing  out,  ye  scrich-owles,  lowder  then  aibme. 
And  ravens  blacke  of  night ;  of  death  cf  driere : 

And  all  ye  barkmg  foules  yet  never  seene. 

That  fill  the  moonlesse  night  with  hideous  din. 

Nov  shall  the  wanton  Devih  daunce  in  rings 
Ifl  everie  mede,  and  evene  heath  bore : 

The  Elvish  Faeries,  and  the  Gobelins : 
The  hoofed  Satyres  silent  heretofore : 

ReUgioo,  Vertue,  Moses,  holie  mirth 

Have  now  (bcswome  the  late  forsaken  Earth. 


*  King's  professor,  and  master  of  St  John's  Col- 
i«Se, Cambridge;  he  died  in  1595.  This  Elegy 
^^  aonexcd  to  the  Carmen  Fun^re  CaroU  Homi, 

1596.    N, 


The  Prince  of  Darknesse  gins  to  tyrannize. 
And  reare  up  cruel  trophies  of  bts  rage 

Faint  Earth  through  h^  despairing  cowardice 
Yeelds  up  herselfe  to  oadlesse  vassalage : 

What  champion  now  shal  tame  the  power x>f  Hell, 

And  theonrulie  spirits  overquell  ? 

The  worid's  praise,  the  pride  of  Natnre*s  proofe. 
Amaze  of  times,  hope  of  our  faded  age : 

Religion's  hold,  Earth's  choice,  and  Heaven's  love, 
Patterne  of  vertue,  patron  of  Muses  sage : 

All  these  and  move  were  Whitaker's  alone. 

Now  they  in  him,  and  he  and  all  are  gone. 

Heaven,  Earth,  Nature,  Death,  and  every  Fate  , 
Thus  spoird  the  cardesse  world  of  woonted  joy : 

Whiles  each  repin'd  at  others'  pleasing  state. 
And  all  agreed  to  work  the  world's  annoy : 

Heaven  strovewith  Earth,  Destiny  gave  the  doome. 

That  Death  should  Earth  and  Nature  overcoibe. 

Earth  takes  one  part,  when  fbrced  Nature  s^des 
The  soule,  to  flit  into  ^e  yeelding  skie : 

Sorted  by  Death  into  their  fatal  en^ 
Foreseene,  fbresett  fVom  all  eternitie : 

Destinie  by  Death  spoyl'd  ficeble  Nature's  frame. 

Earth  was  despoyl'd  when  Heaven  overcame. 

Ah,  coward  Nature,  and  more  crueQ  Death, 
Envying  Heaven,  and  unworthy  mold, 

Unweildy  carkasse  and  unconstant  breath. 
That  did  so  lightly  leave  your  living  hold : 

How  have  ye  all  conspir'd  our  hopelesse  spigbt. 

And  wrapt  us  up  in  Griefe's  eternall  night 

Base  Naturo  yeeldes,  imperious  Death  commandei^ 
Heaven  desires,  durst  lowly  dust  denie  ? 

The  Fates  decreed,  no  mortall  might  withstand^ 
The  spirit  leaves  his  load,  and  lets  it  )ie. 

The  fencelesse  corpes  corrupts  in  sweeter  clay. 

And  waytes  for  worms  to  waste  it  quite  away. 

Now  ginne  your  triumphes.  Death  and  Destinies, 
And  let  the  trembling  world  witnesse  your  <^   st : 

Now  let  blacke  Orphney  raise  his  gastly  ne'-  '  ^ 
And  trample  high,  and  hellish  fome  outc  it : 

Shake  he  the  Earth,  and  teare  the  hollow  skiei^ 

That  all  may  feele  and  feare  yoor  victories. 

And  alter  your  triumphant  chariot. 

Drag  the  pale  corpes  that  thus  you  did  to  die. 
To  show  what  goodly  conquests  ye  have  got 

To  fright  the  world,  and  fill  the  wooadring  eie : 
Millions  of  lives,  of  deathes  no  conquest  were. 
Compared  with  one  ooely  Whitakere. 

But  thou,  O  soule^  shalt  laugh  at  their  deqpite. 
Sitting  beyond  the  mortall  man's  extent. 

All  in  the  bosome  of  that  blesKd  upright : 
Which  the  great  God  for  thy  safe  conduct  sent. 

He  through  the  circling  spheres  taketh  his  flight, 

And  cuts  the  solid  skie  with  spiritoall  might 

Open,  ye  golden  gates  of  Paradise, 
Open  ye  wide  unto  a  welcome  ghost; 

Enter,  O  soule,  into  thy  boure  of  blisse, 
Through  all  the  throng  of  Heaven's  boast : 

Which  shall  with  triumph  gard  thee  as  thou  go'st 

With  psalmes  of  conquest  and  with  ctownes  of  cost 
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Seldome  had  ever  soule  such  entertaioes,  {crowne. 
-  With  such  sweet  hymnes,  and  fuch  a  gloiious 
Mor  with  such  joy  amidi  the  heavenly  tniineta 

Was  ever  led  to  his  Cre^tor*8  throne : 
There  now  he  lives,  and  sees  his  Saviour's  face, 
And  ever  sings  sweet  tongs  unto  his  grace. 


Meaaewhile,  the  memorie  of  his  migfatie  aami 
Shall  live  as  long  as  aged  Earth  sbal  last: 

Enrolled  on  benil  walles  of  fame. 
Ay  miog'd,  ay  moum'd :  and  wished  oft  in  i 

U  this  to  die,  to  live  for  evermore. 

A  double  life :  that  neither  liv*d  afore  ? 
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LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  ALEXANDER, 

EARL  OF  STIRLING. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


VVilliam'Albxandsr,  another  of  those  men  ofgenius  who  have  anticipated  tW  style 
of  a  more  refined  age,  b  said  to  have  been  a  descendant  of  the  ancient  femily  of  Mac- 
donald.  Alexander  Macdonald,  his  ancestor,  obtained  from  one  of  the  earls  of  Argyle 
a  grant  of  the  lands  of  Menstrie  in  the  county  of  Clackmanan ;  and  our  author's  sur- 
name was  lak^  from  this  ancestor's  proper-name.  He  was  bom  about  the  year  1580, 
and  from  his  infancy  exhibited  proofs  of  genius,  which  his  friends  were  desirous  of 
improvbg  by  the  best  mstmction  which  the  age  afforded.  Travelling  was  at  that  time 
an  essential  branch  of  education,  and  Mr.  Alexander  bad  the  advantage  of  being  ap" 
pointed  tutor,  or  rather  companion,  to  the  earl  of  Argyle,  who  was  then  about  to  visit 
the  continent. 

On  his  return  to  Scotland,  he  betook  himself  for  some  time  to  a  retired  life,  and 
endeavoured  to  alleviate  the  sorrows  of  ill-requited  love  by  writing  those  songs  and 
sonnets  which  he  entitled  Aurora.  Who  his  mistress  was,  we  are  not  told ;  bat 
it  appears  by  these  poems  that  he  was  smitten  with  her  charms  when  he  was  only  in 
his  fifteenth  year,  and  neither  by  study  or  travel  could  banish  her  from  his  affection^ 
When  all  hope,  however,  was  cut  off  by  her  marriage,  he  had  at  last  recourse  to  the 
same  remedy,  and  obtained  the  hand  of  Janet  the  daughter  and  heiress  of  sir  William 
Erskine. 

Soon  afler  his  marriage,  he  attended  the  court  of  king  James  VI,  as  a  private  gen- 
tleman, but  not  without  being  distinguished  as  a  man  of  learning  and  personal 
accomplishments,  and  particularly  noticed  as  a  poet  by  his  majesty,  who,  with  all  his 
failings,  had  allowable  pretensions  to  tlie  discemment,  as  well  as  the  liberality,  of  a  pa- 
tron of  letters.  James  was  fond  of  flattery,  and  had  no  reason  to  complain  that  his 
courtiers  stinted  him  in  that  article ;  yet  Mr.  Alexander  chose  at  this  time  to  employ 
his  pen  on  subjects  that  were  new  in  the  palaces  of  kings.  Having  studied  the  ancient 
moralists  and  philosophers,  he  descanted  on  the  vanity  of  j^ndeur,  the  value  of  truth, 
the  abuse  of  power,  and  the  burthen  of  riches.  Against  all  that  has  ever  been  ob- 
jected to  courti  and  ministers,  to  minions  and  flatterers,  he  advised  and  remonstrated 
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with  prolix  freedom  in  those  tragedies  whioh  he  calls  monarchic ;  which,  however  unfit 
for  the  stage,  seem  to  have  been  written  for  the  sole  purpose  of  teaching  sovereigns  hoir 
to  rule,  if  they  would  render  their  subjects  happy  and  loyal,  and  thdr  reigns  prosperous 
and  peaceful 

His  first  production  of  this  kind,  the  tragedy  of  Darius,  was  printed  at  Edinbur^  in 
l603,  4to.  and  reprinted  in  l6(H,  with  the  tragedy  of  Crssus,  and  A  Paraenesis  to  the 
Prmce,  another  piece  in  which  he  recommends  the  choice  of  patriotic,  disinterested,  and 
public-spirited  counsellors.  Hie  prince  intended  to  be  thus  instructed  was  Heni^  ;  but 
it  is  said  to  have  been  afterwards  inscribed  to  Charles  I.  in  what  edition  I  have  not  been 
able  to  discover.  The  D^cation  occurs  in  the  folio  edition  of  l637,  "To  Prince 
Charles;"  which,  if  a  rqpublication,  may  mean  Charles  I.  but  if  it  then  appeared  for  the 
first  time,  Charles  11.  Some  of  our  author's  biogn^>hers  have  asserted,  that  prince 
Henry  died  before  the  publication,  which  was  the  reason  of  its  bemg  inscribed  to  prince 
Charles ;  but  Henry  died  m  l6l!^,  eight  years  after  the  appearance  of  the  Paraenesis^  andb 
to  a  prince  of  his  virtues  it  must  have  been  highly  acceptable.  In  this  same  volume,  Mr. 
Alexander  published  his  Aurora,  containing  The  Fvst  Fancies  of  his  Youth;,  and  in  16O7 
he  reprinted  Cnesus  and  Darius,  vrith  The  Alexandrian  Tragedy,  and  Julius  Csesar.  In 
1612,  he  pVmted  An  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Prince  Henry;  a  poem  of  which  no  copy  b 
known  to  exist,  except  one  in  the  University  Library  of  Edinbuigh. 

With  these  productions  king  James  b  said  to  have  been  delisted*  and  honouiM  the 
author  vrith  his  conversation,  calling  him  his  philoiophicai  poet.  He  began  likewise  to 
bestow  some  more  substantial  marks  of  his  favour,  as  soon  as  Mr.  Alexander  followed 
him  to  the  court  of  England.  In  the  month  of  July  l6l3,  he  appointed  hhn  to  be  one 
of  the  gentlemen  ushers  of  the  presence  to  prince  Charles ;  but  neither  the  manners  dot 
the  honours  of  the  court  made  any  alteration  in  the  growing  propensity  of  our  author's 
Muse  towards  serious  subjects.  From  having  acqmred  the  title  of  a  philosophical,  he 
endeavoured  now  to  earn  that  of  a  divine  poet,  by  publishing,  in  i6l4,  hb  hiigest  work, 
entitled  Domesday,  or  the  Great  Day  of  Judgment,  printed  at  £did>urgh,  in  quarto, 
afterwards,  in  the  same  size,  in  London;  and  again  in  folio,  with  his  other  works.  In 
1720^  the  fiiBt  two  books  were  edited  by  A.  Jobnstoun,  encouraged  by  the  fiivoorahle 
opinion  of  Addison  :  aqd  Addison  had  probably  been  induced  to  read  our  autlior's  woriu 
by  one  of  the  correspondents  of  The  Spectator,  who  recommended  the  feUowmg  lines, 
from  the  Prologue  to  Julius  Caesar,  as  a  hint  to  critics. 

Show  your  small  Ulent,  and  let  that  Mifflce  ye ;  . 
But  grow  not  vain  upon  it,  I  advise  ye. 
For  every  fop  can  find  out  foults  in  plays : 
You  *Il  ne'er  arrive  at  knowing  when  to  praise ». 

'  Addbon,  however,  did  not  live  to  see  Johnstonn's  edition. 

The  same  year  in  whkh  thb  bst  work  appeared,  the  king  appointed  him  master  of  the 
.request)^  and  conferred  i^Km  him  the  order  of  knightliood.  And  now,  in  tfaeopinionof 
hb  biographer,  hb  views  began  to  descend  fix»m  the  regions  of  supposed  perfection  and 
coQtc^litnH^t  to  tho^  ot^ecU  which  are  more  commonly  and  more  sucottsfiilly  aocom- 
plbhed  iu  tb^  ^unsbins  of  a  court.  Having  prqfCffted  thesetdement  of  a  colony  in  Nova 
Sootia,  he  ^014  a  <xiwd^rable  sum  of  money  m  that  quarter,  andjoioed  witha  com- 

>  $pect.  No.  dOO< 
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pany  of  adiient^rers  who  were  wiDhig  to  embaik  their  property  in  the  same  cooeem. 
His  majesty,  in  whose  favour  be  still  stood  high,  made  him  a  giant  of  Nova  Scotia,  on 
the  21  St  of  September,  i62i,  and  intended  to  create  an  order  of  baronets  for  the  more 
dignified  Support  of  so  great  a  work;  but  was  diverted  from  this  part  of  bis  purpose 
by  the  disturbed  state  of  public  afiairs  towards  tlie  close  of  his  reign.  His  successor,  how- 
ever, showed  every  inclination  to  promote  the  scheme,  and  si^  William,  in  1635,  published 
a  pamphlet,  entitled  An  Encouragement  to  Colonies ;  the  object  of  which  was  to  state  the 
progress  already  made,  to  recommend  the  scheme  to  the  nation,  and  to  invite  adventurers. 
But  before  this,  there  is  reason  to  think  he  had  a  ham!  in  A  Brief  Relation  of  the  Disco- 
very and  Plantation  of  New  England,  and  of  Sundry  Accidents  therein  occurring,  irom 
the  Year  of  our  Lord  l607  to  this  present,  l622 :  t<^ther  with  the  State  thereof  as  it 
now  standeth ;  die  General  Form  of  Government  mtended,  and  the  Division  of  the  whole 
Territorie  into  Counties,  Baronies,  &c. 

Kii^  Charles  appears  to  have  been  fally  persuaded  of  the  excellence  and  value  of  tiie 
project,  and  rewarded  sir  William  Alexander  by  making  him  lieutenant  of  New  Scotland, 
and  at  the  same  tune  founded  the  order  of  knights  barone^  in  Scotland.  Each  of  these 
baronets  was  to  have  a  liberal  portion  of  land  allotted  to  him  in  Nova  Scotia,  and  their 
nomber  was  not  to  exceed  one  hundred  and  fifty ;  their  titles  to  be  hereditary,  with  other 
privileges  of  precedence,  &c.  Sir  William  had  also  a  peculiar  privilege  given  him  of  coin- 
ing small  copper  money,  which  Occasioned  much  popukr  ckmour ;  and,  upon  the  whole, 
the  sclieme  does  not  appear  to  have  added  greatly  to  his  reputation  with  the  public,  al- 
though, perhaps,  the  worst  objection  that  could  be  made,  was  bis  want  of  success. 
AAer  many  trials,  he  was  induced  to  sell  hb  share  in  Nova  Scotia,  and  the  lands  were 
ceded  to  the  French,  by  a  treaty  between  Charles  I.  and  Lewis  XIII. 

But  whatever  oppoation  or  censure  he  encountered  from  the  public  in  this  afiair,  he 
still  remained  m  high  credit  with  the  king,  who,  in  I626,  appointed  hhn  secretary  of  state 
for  Scotland,  and  in  l6dO,  created  bun  a  peer  of  that  kingdom  by  the  title  bf  viscount 
Canada,  lord  Alexander  of  Menstrie.  About  tliree  years  after,  he  was  advanced  to  the 
title  of  eari  of  Stiiiing,  at  the  solenmity  of  his  majesty's  coronation  in  Holyrood  House. 
His  lordship  appears  to  have  discharged  the  office  of  secretary  of  state  for  Scotland  with 
universal  reputation,  and  endeavoured  to  act  with  moderation  during  a  crisis  of  peculiar 
delicacy,  when  Laud  was  endeavouring  to  abolish  presbytery  in  Scotland,  and  to  establish 
episcopacy.  •  .  * 

His  last  appearance  as  an  author  was  in  the  republication  of  all  his  poeticaJ  works,  ex- 
cept The  Aurora,  (but  with  the  addition  of  Jonathan,  an  unfinished  poem)  under  the  titl^ 
of  Recreations  with  the  Muses » ;  the  whole  revised,  corrected,  and  very  much  altered,  by 
the  author.  He  died  on  the  12th  of  February,  l640,  in  his  sixtieth  year.  Of  his  per- 
sonal character  there  is  nothing  upon  record ;  but  his  Doomsday  is  a  monument  to  his 
piety. 

He  left  by  his  lady,  1.  William,  lord  Alexander,  viscount  Canada,  his  eldest  son,  who 
died  in  the  office  of  his  msye^'s  resident  in  Nova  Scotia,  during  his  fiither's  lifetime ; 
William,  the  son  of  this  young  nobleman  succeeded  his  grandfather  in  the  earldom,  but 

*  "  Oldys  and  Pinkertoo  mentioa  an  edition  of  this  work  in  1797,  but  this  has  not  been  seen  by  the 
present  editor."  Mr.  Park,  in, his  edition  of  Walpole's  Royal  and  Noble  Authors,  artksle  Stirling. 
Oldys  wrote  our  author's  life  for  the  Biog.  Britannica,  a  very  confused  narrative,  which  was  copied  into 
Br.  Kippis's  edition,  without  alteration  or  addition.  The  life  in  Cibber  is  rather  better.  Lngbaine 
a  very  erroneous.    C 
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died  about  a  month  after  him.    2.  Henry  Alexander,  afterwards  earl  of  Stirlkig :  3.  Jolm> 

and  two  daughters,  lady  Mai^ret  and  lady  Mary.    Henry  Aleiander  settled  in  England, 

and  was  succeeded  in  titles  and  estate  by  tm  grandson  Henry,  who  died  in  1739»  aad  was 

the  last  male  descendant  of  the  first  earl.    A  claimant  appeared  in  1776^  but  being 

unable  to  prove  his  descent  before  the  house  of  peers,  was  ordered  not  to  assume  the 

title*. 

Besides  the  writings  already  enumerated,  the  earl  of  Stirling  published,  in  l6^,  folio^ 
A  Supplement  of  a  Defect  in  tb«  third  Part  of  Sidneys  Arcadia,  |>rinted,  according  to  Mr. 
Park,  at  Dublin ;  and  A  Map  and  Description  of  New  England,  with  a  Discourse  of 
Plantation  and  the  Colonies,  &c.  Lond.  1 630,  quarto.  He  has  also  Smmets  prefixed  to 
Drayton's  Hert>ical  Epistles;  to  Quin*s  Elegiac  Poem  on  Bernard  Stuart,  lord  Aubigne; 
to  Abemethy's  Christian  and  Heavenly  Treatise,  concerning  Physicke  for  the  Soule ;  and 
several  are  interspersed  among  the  works  of  Drummond,  as  are  a  few  of  his  letters,  and 
Anacrisis,  or  a  Censure  of  the  Poets,  in  the  folio  edition  of  Drummond's  Works,  which 
last  Mr.  Park  considers  as  very  creditable  to  bis  lordship's  critical  talents.  Two  pieces 
in  Ramsay's  Eveigreen,  entitled  The  Comparison  and  the  Solsequium,  are  ascribed  to 
him  by  lord  Hailes.  Such  of  these  miscellanies  as  could  be  procured  are  now  added  to 
liis  works,  with  the  chorusses  of  his  tragedies,  &c. 

Our  author  has  been  liberally  praised  by  his  contemporaries  and  by  some  of  his  sue* 
pessors,  by  John  Dunbar,  Arthur  Johnstoun,  Andrew  Ramsay,  Daniel,  Davis,  of  Hereford, 
Hayman,  Hab^ngton,  Drayton,  and  Lithgow.  His  style  is  cei^tainly  neither  pure  nor 
correct,  which  may  perhaps  be  attributed  to  his  long  familiarity  with  the  Scotch  language, 
but  his  versification  is  in  general  very  superior  to  that  of  his  contemporaries,  and  ap- 
proaches nearer  to  the  e)epnce  of  modem  times  than  could  have  been  expected  from  one 
who  wrote  so  much.  There  are  innumerable  beauties  scattered  over  the  whole  of  his 
works,  but  particularly  in  his  Songs  and  Sonnets ;  the  former  are  a  species  of  f rregtUar 
odes,  in  which  the  sentiment,  occasionally  partaking  of  the  quaintness  of  his  age,  is  more 
frequently  new,  and  forcibly  expressed.  The  powers  of  mind  displayed  in  his  Doomsday 
and  Panenesis  are  very  considerable,  although  we  are  frequently  able  to  trace  the 
idluskms  and  imagery  to  the  language  of  holy  writ;  and  he  appears  to  have  been  less 
insfMred  by  the  sublimity,  than  by  the  awful  importance  of  hb  subject  to  rational  bemgs. 
A  babit  of  moralizing  pervades  all  his  writings,  but  in  the  Doomsday  he  appears  deq>ly 
impressed  with  his  subject,  and  more  anxious  to  persuade  the  heart,  than  to  delight  tfao 
in^igination. 

»  tScnt  Mag.  1776,  p.  505.    C 
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EARL  OF  STIRLING. 


AFRO  R  A. 

COMTAXNINO 
THE  VIRIT  FANCIES  OP  THE  AUTHOR*S  YOUTH. 

TO  THE 
RIGHT  HONORABIrB  AMD  VERTTOVB  LADY, 

THE  LADY  AGNES  DOWGLAS» 

COUMISSSS  OF  ARGYLB. 
KADAMB, 

Whev  I  remember  the  manie  obligationB  which  I 
owe  to  your  manifbld  merits,  I  oflentimes  accuse 
my  selfe  to  my  self,  of  forgetfolncs,  and  yet  I  am 
to  be  exeosed;.  for  how  can  I  satisfie  so  infinit  a 
debt,  since  whilst  I  go  to  disengage  my  self  in 
some  measare,  by  gintng  yon  the  patronage  of 
these  Tnpolished  Hnes  (which  indeed  for  their 
manie  erronrs,  had  need  of  a  respected  sanctuary) 
I  bnt  engage  my  self  further,  while  as  you  take 
the  patronage  c»f  so  irnpolished  lines.  Yet  this 
sbal  not  discourage  me,  for  alwayes  I  carie  this 
adoantage,  that  as  they  were  the  fruits  of  beautie, 
so  shal  they  be  sacrificed  as  oblations  to  beantie. 
And  to  a  beantie,  though  of  it  selfe  most  happie, 
yet  more  happie  in  this,  that  it  is  thought  worthie 
(and  can  be  no  more  then  worthy)  to  be  the 
outward  coner  of  so  many  inward  perfections. 
So  aasnriiig  my  selfe,  that  as  no  darknesse  can 


abide  before  the  Sunae,  so  no  deformitie  cah  be 
found  in  those  papers,  oner  which  your  eyes  hane 
once  shined.    I  rest 

Your  honors  most  humbly 
denoted, 

WILLIAM  ALEXAlfDBR« 


w. 


AVE  OR  A. 

SONET  I.  ' 


Hit'ST  charming  fencies  moue  me  to  reueale 
The  idle  rauings  of  my  brain-sicke  youth. 
My  heart  doth  pant  within,  to  heare  my  mouth 
Vnfold  the  follies  which  it  would  qooceale : 
Yet  bitter  critickes  may  mistake  my  mind; 
Not  beantie,  no,  but  vertue  i-ais'd  my  fires, 
Whose  sacred  flame  did  cherish  chast  desires. 
And  through  my  cloudie  fortune  clearely  shined. 
But  had  not  others  otherwise  aduis'd, 
My  cabinet  should  yet  these  scrolen  containe. 
This  childish  birth  of  a  conceitie  braine. 
Which  I  had  still  as  trtfiing  toyes  despis'd: 
Pardon  those  errouri  of  mine  voripe  age; 
My  tender  Muse  by  time  may  grow  more  sage^ 


SONET  IL 

As  yet  three  lusters  were  not  quite  expir*d^ 
Since  I  had  bene  a  partner  of  the  light. 
When  I  beheld  a  face,  a  face  more  bright 
Then  glistring  Phoebus  when  the  fields  are  fir'd  z 
Long  time  amazM  rare  beaotie  I  admir'd. 
The  beames  reflecting  on  my  captiu'd  sight. 
Till  that  surpriz'd  (I  wot  not  by  what  flight) 
More  then  I  could  conceiue  my  soale  desir'd, 
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My  Uker*s  ftcte  I  kmg'd  for  to  comprise. 
For  still  I  doabtod  who  had  made  the  rape. 
If 't  was  a  bodie  or  an  airie  shape. 
With  ftan'd  perfectkms  for  to  mocke  the  eyes : 
At  last  I  knew  t  was  a  most  diuine  creature. 
The  crowne  of  th'  Earth,  th'  ezcellencie  of  Natnre. 


SONET  in. 

T^T  sobtiU  Oreeke  who  for  t'  aduance  his  ait, 
Sbap'd  beautie's  goddesse  with  so  sweet  a  grace, 
And  with  a  learned  pensill  limn*d  her  foce, 
Till  all  the  world  admired  the  workman's  part. 
Of  such  whom  Fame  did  most  accomplishM  call 
The  naked  snowes  he  seoerally  perceiued. 
Then  drew  th*  idsa  which  his  soule  conceioed. 
Of  that  which  was  most  eiqaisite  in  all : 
But  had  thy  forme  his  fancie  first  possest. 
If  worldly  knowledge  could  so  high  attaine. 
Thou  mightst  haueq>ar*d  the  curious  painter's  paine. 
And  satii^e  him  more  then  all  the  rest. 
O  if  he  had  all  thy  perfections  noted. 
The  pamter  inth  his  picture  strai^t  had  doted. 


SONG  /. 


O  WOULD  to  God  a  way  were  found. 
That  by  some  secret  syrapathie  Tnknowne, 
My  faire  my  fancie*B  depth  might  sound. 
And  know  my  stato  as  clearely  as  her  owne. 
Then  blest,  most  blest  were  I, 
No  doubt  beneath  the  skie 

I  were  the  happiest  wight : 
For  if  my  stato  they  knew, 
It  mtblesse  rockes  would  rue^ 
And  mend  me  it  they  might. 

But  as  the  babe  before  the  wand. 
Whose  foultlease  part  his  parents  Fill  net  trust. 

For  vtry  feare  doth  trembling  stond, 
Andi)uakes  to  speake  although  his  cause  be  lost: 
So  set  before  her  face. 
Though  bent  to  pleade  for  grace, 

I  wot  not  how  Ifotle: 
Yet  minding  to  say  much, 
That  string  I  neuer  touch. 
But  stand  dismaid  and  pale. 

The  deepest  riners  make  least  din. 
The  silent  soule  doth  most  abound  in  care ; 

Then  might  my  brest  \^.  read  within, 
A  thousand  volumes  wmtld  be  written  there. 
Might  silence  show  my  mind, 
Sighes  toll  how  1  were  pin'd, 
Or  lookes  my  woes  relate ; 
Then  any  pregnant  wit. 
That  well  reniarked  it. 
Would  soooe  disceme  my  state. 

No  fiiuour  yet  my  foire  affimrds, 
But  looking  haugfaUe,  though  with  humble  eyes. 

Doth  quite  ooofouikl  my  staggering  words ; 
And  as  not  spying  that  thing  which  she  spies. 


A  mirror  makes  of  me, 
Where  she  her  selfo  may  see : 

And  what  she  brings  to  pane, 
I  tremblrog  too  for  feare, 
Moue  neither  eye  nor  eare. 

As  if  I  were  her  glasse. 


Whilst  hi  this  manner  1 1 
like  to  the  stotue  of  some  one  that 's  dead. 

Strange  tjnrants  in  my  bosome  raigoe, 
A  field  of  fancies  figbU  withra  my  head: 
Yet  if  the  toqgue  were  true. 
We  boldly  might  pursua 
That  diamantine  hart 
But  when  that  it  H  restram'd, 
f      Ab  doom'd  to  be  disdained. 

My  sighes  show  how  I  smart. 

No  wonder  then  although  I  wracke. 
By  them  betray'd  in  whom  I  did  confide. 

Since  tongue,  heart,  eyes,  and  all  gaue  backe. 
She  iustly  may  my  childishnesse  deride. 
Yet  that  which  1  oonceale. 
May  serue  for  to  reueale 
My  ferueucie  in  loue. 
My  passions  were  too  great. 
For  words  t*  exprdse  my  sUte, 
As  to  my  paines  I  prone. 

Oft  those  that  do  deserue  disdaine, 
For  foi^ng  foncies  get  the  best  reward : 

Where  I  who  feele  what  they  do  faine. 
For  too  much  loue  am  had  in  no  regard. 
Behold  by  proofe  we  see 
The  gallant  liuing  free. 

His  fancies  doth  extend  : 
Where  he  that  is  orecoroe, 
Raio'd  with  respects  stands  dumbe. 
Still  fearing  to  offend. 

My  bashfulnesse  when  she  beholds. 
Or  rathe;-  my  affection  out  of  boundj. 
Although  my  face  my  stete  vnfolds. 
And  in  my  hew  disooueis  hidden  wounds: 
Yet  ieasting  at  my  wo. 
She  doubts  if  it  be  so, 

Aa  she  could  not  conceiue  it 
This  grieues  me  most  of  all. 
She  triumphs  in  my  fall, 
Not  seeming  to  perceiue  it 

Then  since  in  vaine  I  plaints  impart 
To  scomfull  eares,  in  a  contemned  scronle ; 

And  since  my  toung  betrayes  my  hart. 
And  cannot  tell  the  anguish  of  my  soule: 
Hencefborth  Pie  hide  my  losses. 
And  not  recompt  the  crosses 

That  do  my  ioyes  orethrow : 
At  least  to  sensele^  things. 
Mounts,  vales,  woods,  floods,  and  tpringi^ 
I  shall  them  onely  show. 

Ah  vnaffected  lines, 

True  modeb  of  my  heart* 

The  worid  may  see,  that  in  you  shines 

The  power  of  passion  more  then  art 
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SONET  IV. 


Ovct  to  debate  «iy  caiue  wbilst  I  drew  neere, 
My  staggetfog  toong  against  me  did  ccRMpire, 
And  whilst  it  should  haoe  charg'd,  it  did  retire, 
A  certaine  signe  of  loue  that  was^iincere : 
I  saw  her  heaaenly  vertues  shine  so  cleere, 
that  I  was  fints'd  for  to  oonbeale  my  fire, 
And  with  respects  enen  bridling  my  desire. 
More  then  my  1if«B  I  held  her  honopr  deere, 
And  though  I  bnm'd  irith  all  the  flames  of  lone. 
Yet  frozen  with  a  renerent  kind  of  feares, 
I  darst  not  poore  my  passions  m  her  eares; 
Lest  so  I  might  the  bojpe  I  had  remone. 
Thos  kme  mar'd  lone,  desire  desire  restrain'd ; 
Of  mind  to  mooe  a  world,  I  dnmbe  remained. 


SONET  V. 


Ko  wonder  though  t>at  this  my  blisse  dismaies. 

Whilst  rendred  Tp  to  neoer-pteas'd  desires, 

I  bume,  and  yet  must  couer  cursed  fires, 

Whose  flame  it  selfe  against  my  will  bewrayes. 

Some  times  my  fitire  to  launce  my  wound  assayes, 

And  with  th*  occasion  as  it  seemes  conspires. 

And  indirectly  oft  my  state  inquires, 

Which  I  would  hide  whilst  it  it  selfe  betrayes. 

If  that  a  guiltie  gesture  did  disclose 

The  bideoos  horronrs  that  my  soule  contain'd. 

Or  wand  ring  words  derio'd  from  inward  woes^ 

Did  tell  my  state,  their  treason  I  disdain'd : 

And  I  could  wish  to  be  but  as  I  am, 

If  that  she  knew  how  I  conceale  the  same. 


SONET  VI. 

HvcK  hosts  of  thoughts  imbattled  in  my  brest, 

Are  eoer  busied  with  intestine  warres. 

And  like  to  Cadmus  earth-borne  troupes  at  iarres, 

Haue  spoird  my  soule  of  peace,  themselues  of  irest. 

Thus  forc*d  to  reape  such  seed  as  I  haue  sowne, 

I  (hauing  interest  in  this  doubtfuU  strife) 

Hope  mneh»  feare  more,  doubt  most,  rnhappie  life. 

What  ener  side  preoaile,  I  'm  still  oretbrowne : 

0  neither  life  nor  death !  6  both,  but  bad 
]inparadiz*d,  whiles  in  mine  owne  conceit. 

My  fancies  straight  againe  imbroyle  my  state, 
Aoid  in  a  moment  make  me  glad  and  sad. 
Thtts  neitber  yeelding  qnite  to  this  nor  that, 

1  line,  I  die,  I  do  I  wot  not  what. 


SONET  VIII. 


SONET  VII. 

A  FiAMc  of  lone  that  glanoceth  in  tliose  eyes. 
Where  maiestie  with  sweetnesse  mixt  reoiaines, 
Doth  poore  so  sweet  a  poysnn  in  the  Teines,  [dyes. 
That  who  them  viewes  straight  woundedwondring 
Bot  yet  who  would  not  looke  on  those  cleare  skies, 
And  loue  to  perish  with  so  pleasant  paines. 
While  as  those  lights  of  loue  hide  beautie's  traine 
With  iuorie  orbes,  where  still  two  starres  arise: 
When  as  those  christall  comets  whiles  appeare, 
Eye-rauish'd  I  go  gasing  on  their  rayes. 
Whilst  they  enrich'd  with  many  princely  prayes. 
Ore  hosts  of  hearts  triumphing  still  retire : 
Those  planets  when  they  shine  in  their  owne  kinds. 
Do  boast  t*  orethrow  wliola  monarchies  of  minds. 


Ah,  what  disastrous  fortune  bane  I  bad ! 

Lo^  still  in  league  with  all  that  may  annoy. 

And  entred  in  enimitie  with  ioy, 

I  entertaiue  all  things  that  make  me  sad^ 

With  many  miseries  almost  gone  mad : 

To  purchase  paines  I  all  my  paines  employ. 

And  Tse  all  meanes  my  selfe  for  to  destroy. 

The  tenour  of  my  starre  hath  bene  so  bad. 

And  though  my  state  a  thonsand  times  were  worsci 

As  it  is  ebe  past  bounds  of  all  beleefe : 

Yet  all  Pandora's  plagues  could  not  haue  force, 

To  aggrauate  the  burthen  of  my  griefe: 

Th*  occasion  might  moue  mountaines  to  remorce : 

I  hate  all  helpe,  and  hope  for  no  releefe. 


SONET  DC 

Althouob  that  words  chain*d  with  aflTeetion  foile, 
As  that  which  makes  me  burst  abasht  t'  vnfold. 
Yet  lines  (dumbe  orators)  ye  may  be  bold, 
Th'inke  will  not  blusb,  though  paper  doth  looke  pale, 
Ye  of  my  state  the  secrets  did  containe. 
That  then  through  ctoudsof  darke  inuentionsshin'd  s 
Whilst  I  disclosM,  yet  not  disclos'd  my  mind, 
Obscure  to  others,  but  to  one  ore  plaine. 
And  yet  that  one  did  whiles  (as  th'  end  may  prone) 
Not  mark,  not  vnderstand,  or  else  despise. 
That  (though  misterious)  language  of  mine  eyes. 
Which  might  haue  bene  interpreted  by  loue. 
Tlnis  she,  what  I  discQuered,  yet  conoeal'd : 
Knowes,  and  not  knowes;  both  hid,  and  both  reaeal'd* 


ELJ^GTE  L 

CvaN  asthe  dying  swan  almost  bereft  of  breath. 
Sounds  dolefoll  notes  and  drearie  songs,  a  presage 

of  her  death : 
So  since  my  date  of  life  almost  expir'd  I  find. 
My  obsequies  I  sadly  sing,  as  sorrow  tunes  my*  mind. 
And  as  the  rarest  bird  a  pile  of  wood  doth  irame, 
Which,  being  fir*d  by  Phoebus'  rayes,  she  fills  into 

the  flame: 
So  by  two  snnnie  eyes  I  giue  my  fancies  fire, 
And  borne  my  selfe  with  beauties  raies,  eoen  by 

mine  owne  desirew 
Thus  th'  angry  gods  at  length  begin  for  to  relent. 
And  once  to  end  my  deathfUll  life,  for  pitie  are  con- 
tent, [pine. 
For  if  th'  infemall  powers,  the  damned  souls  would 
Then  let  them  send  them  to  the  light,  to  leade  a  life 
like  mine. 

0  if  I  could  recowit  the  crosses  and  the  cares. 
That  from  my  cradle  to  my  beare  conduct  me  with 

despairs ;  [stand : 

Hien  hungrie  Tantalus  pleas'd  with  his  lot  would 

1  famish  for  a  sweeter  food,  which  still  is  reft  my 

hand, 
Like  Iiion'is  rpstlesse  wheele  my  fancies  rowle  about ; 
And  like  his  guest  that  stole  Heau'n's  fires,  they 

teare  my  bowels  out. 
I  worke  an  endles  task  and  loose  my  labour  still: 
Eoen  as  the  bloudic  sisters  do,  that  «mptie  as  they 

fill. 
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As  Sisiph^f  stone  returaes  his  gm\de  ghost  t'  appall, 
I  euer  raise  my  hopes  86  highr  they  bruise  me  with 

their  &11. 
And  if  I  conld  in  summe  my  seuerall  griefes relate 
All  would  forget  their  proper  harms,  and  only  waile 

my  state. 
So  grieuous  is  my  paine,  so  painfull  is  my  griefe, 
T^t  death,  which  doth  the  world  affright,  wold 

yeeld  to  me  releefe# 
I  haue  ihishaps  so  long,  a&in  a  habit  bad,  [am  sad. 
I  thinke  I  luoke  not  like  my  selfe,  but  when  that  I 
As  birds  flie  but  in  th'  aire,  fishes  in  seas  do  diue. 
So  sorrow  is  as  th'  element  by  which  I  onely  Hue: 
Yet  this  may  be  admir'd  as  mor^  thf  n  strange  in  me, 
^Although  in  all  my  horoscope  not  bae  cleare  point 

I  see. 
Against  my  knowledge,  yet  I  many  a  time  rebell, 
And  seeke  to  gather  groiiods  of  hope,  a  Heau*n 

amidst  a  Hell. 
O  poyson  of  the  mind,  that  doest  the  wits  bereape: 
And  shrouded  with  a  cloke  of  loue  ddst  al  the  world 
deceiue.  [dash, 

Tbotf  art  the  rocke  on  which  my  comforts*  ship  did 
It 's  thou  that  daily  in  my  wounds  thy  hooked  heades 

dost  wash. 
Blind  tyrant  it  is  thou  by  whom  my  hopes  lye  dead : 
That  whiles  throwes  forth  a  dart  of  gold,  and  whiles 
a  lumpe  of  lead.  [states. 

Thus  oft  thou  woundest  two,  but  iVi  two  diffrent 
Which  through  a  strange  antipathy,  th'  one  loues, 

and  th'  other  hates. 
O  but  I  erre  I  grant,  I  should  not  thee  upbraid. 
It 's  I  to  passion's  tyrrannie  that  haue  my  aelfe  be- 
ttaid :  [amisse : 

And  yet  this  cannot  be,  my  iudgements  aymes 
Ahfdeare  A7rora,it  is  thou  that  ruin'd  hast  myblisse: 
A  £iiult  that  by  thy  sexe  may  partly  be  excus'd. 
Which  stil  doth  loath  what  proferd  is,  affects  what 
is  refus'd.  [troule. 

Whilst  my  distracted  thoughts  I  striuM  for  to  con- 
And  with  fain'd  gestures  did  disguise  the  anguish  of 
my  soule,  [loue. 

Then  with  inuiting  lookes  i^nd  accents  stampt  with 
The  mask  that  wad  vpon  my  mind  thou  labordst  to 
remoae.  [spide. 

And  when  that  once  ensnar'd  thou  in  those  nets  me 
"    Thy  smiles  were  shadow'd  with  disdainesythybeauties 
cloth'd  with  pride.' 
To  reattainc  thy  gprace  I  wot  not  how  to  go:    [so  ? 
Shall  I  once  fold  before  thy  feete,  to  pleadefor  favour 
^  no,  rie  proudly  go  my  wrath  for  to  asswage,    , 
And  liberally  at  last  enlarge  the  raines  vnto  my  rage. 
He  tell  what  we  were  once,  our  chast  (yet  feruent) 
leuesj  [didst  djsprou^ 

Whilst  in  effect  thou  seem*d  t'  affect  that  which  thou 
Whilst  once  t'  engraue  thy  name  vpon  a  rock  I  sat, 
Tbou\owM  to  write  mme  in  a  mind,  more  flrmeby 
far  then  that:  [thine: 

The  marble  stone  once  stampt  retauies  that  name  of 
But  ah,  thy  more  then  maihle  mind,  it  did  not  so 
with  mine :  [againe ; 

So  that  which  thral'd  me  first,  shall  set  me  free 
Those  flames  to  which  thy  loue  gaue  life,  shall  die 

with  thy  disdaine. 
But  ah,  where  am  I  now,  how  is  my  judgment  lost! 
I  speak  as  it  were  in  my  power,  like  one  that 's  free 

to  host: 
Haue  I  not  ^Id  my  selfe  to  be  thy  beautie's  slaue  ? 
And  when  thou  tak'st  all  hope  from  me,  thou  tak'st 
but  what  thou  gaut. 


That  former  loue  of  thitie,  M  so  pooesse  my  > 
That  for  to  harbor  other  thoughts,  no  roome  r^t 

behind-  [wrong, 

And  th*  only  means  by  which  I  mind  t'  aueo^e  this 
It  is,  by  making  of  thy  praise  the  burden  of  my  song. ' 
Then  why  shouldst  thou  such  spite  for  my  goodwil 

retume?  [bume? 

Was  euer  god  as  yet  so  mad  to  make  his  temple 
My  brest  Uie  temple  was,  whence  incense  tbou  re- 

ceiu'd,  [would  haue  eaa'd. 

And  yet  thou  set'st  the  same  a  fire,  which  oUien 
But  why  should  I  accuse  Avrora  iu  this  wise  ? 
She  is  as  faultlesse  asshee  's  faire.as  innocent  as  wise. 
It's  but  through  my  mis-lucke,  if  any  fault  there  be : 
For  she  who  was  of  nature  mild,  was  crueil  made 

by  me. 
And  since  my  fortune  is,  in  wo  to  be  bewrapt, 
lie  honour  her  as  oft  bdSMpe,  and  bate  mine  owne 

mishap.  [proue. 

Her  rigorous  oourse  shall  seme  my  byall  part  to 
And  as  a  touch-stonefor  to  trie  the  vertueof  my  kroe. 
Which  when  her  beauUe  fades,  tha\\  be  as  cleare  as 

now,  [her  brow: 

My  oonstancie  it  shall  be  known,  when  wriokled  is 
So  that  such  two  againe,'  shall  in  no  age  he  found. 
She  for  her  face,  I  for  my  faith,  both  worthy  to  be 

crown'd. 


MADRIG.  /. 

Whek  ih  her  face  mine  eyes  I  fixe, 

A  fearefull  boMnesse  takes  ray  mind. 

Sweet  bony  loue  with  gall  doth  mixe,  '  ^ 

And  is  vnkindly  kind : 

It  seemes  to  breed. 

And  is  indeed 

A  speciall  pleasure  to  be  pin*d. 

No  daCnger  then  I  dread : 

For  though  I  went  a  thousand  times  to  Stiz^ 

I  know  she  can  reuiue  me  with  her  eye  ; 

As  many  lookes,  as  many  Hues  to  me  i 

And  yet  had  t  a  thousand  harts. 

As  many  lookes  as  many  darts. 

Might  make  them  all  to  die. 


sEsrm  L 

Hard  is  my  fortdne,  stormie  is  my  stat^ 
And  as  inconstant  as  the  waning  sea. 
Whose  course  doth  still  depend  vpon  the 
For  lo,  my  life  in  danger  euery  houre, 
And  though  euen  at  the  point  lor  to  be  lost. 
Can  find  no  comfort  but  a  flying  show. 

And  yet  I  take  such  pleasure  in  this  show,^ 
That  still  I  stdnd  coutented  with  my  state. 
Although  that  others  thinke  me  to  be  lost : 
And  whilst  I  swim  amidst  a  dangerous  sea, 
Twixt  feare  and  hope,  are  looking  for  the  hoiure, 
Whenmy  last  breath  should  glideamongstthe  windi. 

Lo,  to  the  sea-man  beaten  with  the  winds. 
Sometimes  the  Heau'ns  a  smiling  face  will  show, 
So  that  to  rest  himselfe  he  finds  some  houre. 
But  nought  (ay  me)  can  euer  calme  my  state. 
Who  with  my  teares  as  I  would  make  a  sea. 
Am  flying  Silla  in  Charibdis  Ictt 
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^ilote  tliai  was  Vtktlj  to  b«  tost, 
^  t  li*tti  fCJip'd  Ihe  furour  of  the  mwAs^ 
^'  ht  fqrj^et  the  dan^vn  gf  the  9««^ 
_  _nc  if  ciD  neucr  «how, 
Fiokaoof  iqu'€t  »tatr. 

T  »t»ll  from  hour©  to  bout«. 

t  oilier  see  Ibftl  liappe  houre» 
I  (irhoi^  hupei  uucc  vUerty  were  lo$t) 
"  ft  nii«af|t')  to  re-crci't  my  state, 

for  lo  (>rDath  foorlU  sueh  dolorous  wind*, 
t  mj  setfe  ID  coiHUncie  do  ihow 
«S«i|tst  ibe  v]ioe»  Amidst  Ihe  s«»- 

By  wstcrs  make  ta  end  a  sea* 
iy  i»miitc!S  make  ia  end  en  houre  i 
Ittjn  what  irant  bofore  th'  effect  dotb  show  : 
I  *fce  Iftbctun  that  I  long  haue  lost* 
I  ttML  was  but  wTCstiing  i?ith  th<*  wjnda^ 
:  in  end  f^oncnrre  lo  bles»e  my  $tate. 

)  Qoeemy  stcirme*tfte!ad  state  sau'iffrntn  the  *ea^ 
^l«  erf  aduefve  winds,  may  in  otic  hour* 
'>}'  all  my  UbQR  lovt,  at  lea^^t  in  shonr. 


^M2  //. 

WntL'sT  I  by  wailinp  ma^ht 
V  hAu«  in  loroe  sort  3^<»iisr*d  my  piefe, 
I  fDund  tb»l  rage  gune  no  rvlicfe, 
4»j  camfuin^asc  did  but  tner^afie  my  ft?»rrt  i 
TVo  fvjw  He  motime  for  noujjht. 
But  In  my  secret  thfiujrht* 
Wtll  ihaatirize  «li  my  miichfefc. 
't  laii|  expfTHcnc'd  veo  well  witne^e  beares, 
'  ^at  leM«i  csurinol  qnencU  sixties,  nor  sifhs  dfie 


1^  cA^lme  a  st<imiic  brow, 
11»t  worltl  doth  km>w  how  ]  did  smirt. 
Vet  eould  mrl  moue  that  marblp  hart, 
Whifh  vrtj  loo  much  lo  cra«l|ie  incUn'd  i 
E nit  to  her  rigour  now, 
}  tift  my  hand«  and  bqw, 
AaJ  in  hef  ^rare  will  claime  no  part? 
^  ^W  ffeat  fuincs  of  purpose  to  be  pin'd, 
M  OBcly  moimie  to  »Qti£ge  my  mind* 

How  !  my  dayei  haue  fpcnl» 
Th*  Hcau'nf  atfoue  no  doubt  they  know  ; 
TKi  world  hath  likewise  f^ene  below, 
^^iit*H»ith  my  nighm  I  poyfon'd  a1  the  ay  re: 
Tiime  itrTeame*  wliii^h  I  auguneni, 
Tho«*  *ood^  Ttbere  I  lament, 
Ithmke  my  slAte  eottld  cIcanMy  show; 
h  tli'fw-  th»  mme  rest*  r^pstred  as  rare, 
^*i  tacb  bke  me^nAtroui  tbiug^  si^d  to  declare, 

l^kt  trip«  whemi  f  did  bide, 

iVf  for  lo  chide  my  fhjward  fate; 
irhiillnp  waird  my  wf  etc  bed  state, 
J  while*  to  h«:ttre  my  vofuil  sonf : 
TSwy  flprtd  their  branches  wide, 
Of  pQrpa«ie  lae  lo  hide : 
'H.rii  <if  tlMrif  l^atiei  did  make  my  teate  ; 
^^i  ti  ttii?y  fwmon  had  a%  Ihey  are  ttronf , 
•^iiMibtbaiibey  woo  Id  ioyna  I*  auenje  my  wronf* 


The  beaits  in  ettery  g !««» 
Which  first  to  kill  me  had  ordain'd* 
Were  by  my  priyikdge  tcatrainM, 
Who  indent  eed  wai  within  those  boondi; 
I  harbor'd  in  a  dt'o, 
I  Aed  the  sight  of  men, 
No  ligne  of  reason  I  retained. 
The  beasts  they  flie  not  when  \hG  htinter  sotmdst 
M  I  a^  mine  owtie  thoughts  when  Cupid  hounds. 


This  moues  aie,  my  disi 
And  sorrowes  sometime  (o  conceal«, 
Leil  tbat  tbe  torments  whirh  £  feele, 
Might  likewistf  my  coucittxetu  annoy. 
And  partly  I  eonfeiie, 
Because  Ihe  mesnes  grow  letse 
By  which  t  should  suah  barmes  reueale  t 
Which  I  pifutust,  doth  but  preiudge  my  ioy, 
Tbal  stiSl  do  striue  my  selfe  for  to  destroy, 


AU  comfort  I  despight. 
And  willingly  wit!i  wo  comport. 
My  passions  do  appeara  a  sport  | 
I  take  a  special  I  pjeasure  to  complains  x 
All  things  that  moiie  delight^ 
1  ffitii  di^lalne  acquite. 
5fmali  ease  seemes  much,  long  trouela  £hort, 
A  world  of  pleasure  ig  not  worth  my  paine, 
I  will  not  cbangf;  my  h}$»«  with  others  gaJQ«, 


Here  robb'd  of  all  repose^ 
Not  interrnpted  by  repaire, 
My  fancren  freely  I  declare: 
And  counting  all  my  crossee  one  by  od% 
I  daily  do  disclose 
To  woods  and  vales  my  woes* 
And  as  f  saw  Aurora  there, 
I  thinke  lo  her  that  I  my  state  t 
When  in  effect  it  is  bat  to  a  itx»ne. 


This  my  most  monstrous  it  I, 
Compassion  mou»  in  euery  tbinj  t 
When  as  I  shout  the  torrenu  ring  ; 
\Vhen  I  begin  to  grone,  the  b4;a<;ts  they  bray: 
The  trtes  they  teares  distill. 
The  riuert  all  stand  still, 
The  birds  my  tra|fedic  they  sing j 
The  wofuLl  Bccbo  waites  nFpim  my  way, 
Prompt  to  resound  my  accents  wheti  1  stay« 


When  wearied  I  remaine. 
That  ii'hs,  tesres,  voice,  and  all  do  fatl^, 
D^scoluur'd*  bloudles^e,  and  g rorwne  pale^ 
Vpon  tbf:  rarth  my  bodie  1  dittend: 
And  then  ort^come  willi  pain«, 
t  agonrie  againe; 
And  passions  do  m>  farre  preiiaite. 
That  though  1  want  the  meanes  my  wo«  to  vpeni^ 
A  mournful  1  meaning  neuer  hath  an  eiad«. 


My  child  in  desert*  borne, 
For  ghefe  tun'd  eares  thy  accents  frame, 
And  tell  lo  those  thy  pLamts  that  scome, 
Tbou  pl^Ld'st  fer  piiic,  not  for  ftma. 
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I  ■WBAKB,  Aororm,  by  thy  tUrrie  eyes, 
And  by  those  golden  locket  whose  locke  none  slips, 
And  by  the  corall  of  thy  rosie  lippes. 
And  by  the  naked  moves  which  beantie  dies, 
I  sweare  by  all  the  iewels  of  thy  mind, 
Whose  Kke  3ret  neaer  worldly  treasure  boaght| 
Thy  solide  iudgement  and  thy  generous  thought. 
Which  in  this  darkened  age  haue  dearely  shin'd : 
I  sweare  by  those,  and  by  my  spotHsBe  looe, 
And  by  my  secret,  yet  most  feruent  fires, 
That  I  bane  neuer  nurc'd  but  chast  desires, 
And  such  as  modestie  might  well  approue. 
Then  since  I  loue  those  vertuous  parts  in  thee, 
Shouldst  thou  not  loue  this  vertuous  mind  in  me  ? 


SONET  XI. 

Aa,  that  it  was  my  fortune  to  be  home. 

Now  in  the  time  of  this  d^^ener'd  age, 

When  some,  in  whom  impietie  doth  rage, 

Do  all  the  rest  discredit  whilst  they  scome. 

And  this  is  growne  to  such  arustome  now. 

That  those  are  thought  to  haue  the  brauest  spirits, 

,  Who  can  faine  fencies  and  imagine  merits : 
As  who  but  for  their  lusts  of  loue  allow. 
And  yet  in  this  I  had  good  bap,  I  find. 
That  chancU  to  cbaine  my  thoughts  to  such  an  one. 
Whose  iudgement  is  so  cleare,  that  she  anooe 
Can  by  the  outward  gestures  iudge  the  mind. 
Yet  wit  and  fortune  rarely  waite  on  one, 

*  She  knowes  the  best,  yet  can  make  choice  of  none. 


SONET  XIL 

SwBiT  blushing  goddesse  of  the  golden  morning, 
Faire  patronesse  of  all  the  world's  affaires, 
Hiou  art  beoome  so  carelesse  of  my  cares, 
That  I  must  name  thee  goddesse  of  my  mounting. 
Lo,  how  the  Sonne  part  cX  thy  burthen  bcares. 
And  whilest  thou  doest  in  pearly  drops  regrate, 
As  't  were  to  pitie  thy  distressed  state. 
Exhales  the  christall  of  thy  glistring  teares ; 
But  I  poure  forth  my  vowes  before  thy  shrine, 
And  whilst  thou  dost  my  Unirog  seate  despise. 
Do  drowne  my  heart  in  th'  ocean  of  mine  eyes; 
Yet  daign*st  thpu  not  to  drie  these  teares  of  mine, 
Vnlesse  it  be  with  th*  .£ttta  of  desires, 
Which  euen  aondst  those  fioods  doth  foster  fires. 


SONET  XIIL 
Lo,  how  that  Time  doth  still  disturbe  my  peace, 
And  bath  his  course  to  my  confusion  bent ; 
For  wben  th*  occasion  kindly  giues  consent. 
That  I  should  feed  vpon  Aurora's  face : 
Then  mounted  on  the  chariot  of  the  Sunne, 
That  tyrant  Time  doth  post  so  fast  away, 
Hiat  whilst  I  but  aduise  what  1  should  say, 
I  *m  forcM  to  end  ere  I  haue  well  begun : 
And  then  againe  it  doth  so  slowly  file. 
Whilst  I  lease  her  whom  1  hold  ooely  deare, 
Each  minute  makes  an  houre,  each  houre  a  yeare, 
Yeares  lusters  seeme,  one  luster  ten  to  me. 
Thus  changing  course  to  change  my  state  I  know. 
In  presence  time  proues  swift,  in  absence  slow. 


SONET  XIV, 


Wbbn  first  I  ▼iew*d  that  ey-enchaliting  Hct, 
Which  for  the  world  cbiefe  treasure  was  < 
I  iudging  simply  alt  thmgs  as  they  seem*d» 
Thought  humble  looses  had  proroist  pitie  plsure  ; 
Yet  were  they  but  ambushmeots,  to  deceiue 
My  ore-rash  heart  that  foarM  no  secret  fires  : 
Thy  bashfnlnesse  eroboldned  my  desiil«s» 
Which  seem'd  to  offer  what  I  was  to  crane. 
Can  cmeltie  then  borrow  beautie's  shape  ? 
And  pride  so  decke  it  selfe  with  modest  lookes  ? 
Too  pleasant  baites  to  hide  snoh  poison'd  hookes^ 
Whose  msuspected  slight  none  can  escape. 
Who  ca^  escape  this  nkxe  then  dioeltish  art. 
When  golden  baires  disguise  a  brazen  heart  ? 


SONET  XV. 

Stat,  blubring  pen,  to  spot  one  that 's  so  pore  ; 

She  is  my  loue,  altbopgh  she  be  Tukind, 

I  must  admire  that  diaraantine  nmid. 

And  praise  those  eyes  that  do  my  death  procare  : 

Nor  will  I  willingly  those  thoughts  endure. 

That  are  to  such  apostasie  inclki'd. 

Shall  she,  euen  she  in  whom  all  vertoe  shin'd. 

Be  wrong'd  by  me  ?  shall  I  her  worth  iniure  > 

No,  rather  let  me  die,  and  die  disdain'd, 

Long  ere  I  thinke,  much  lesse  I  speake  the  thisi^ 

That  may  disgrace  Tuto  her  beantie  briuf^, 

Wbo  ore  my  fancies  bath  so  sweetly  raigo'd. 

If  any  pitying  me  will  damne  her  part, 

rie  make  th'  amends,  and  for  her  errour  —uut. 


SONET  XVI. 

Loot  so  eagag'd  my  fancies  to  that  foire, 
That  whilst  I  Hue  I  shall  aduance  her  nanne. 
And  imping  stately  fothers  in  her  fome. 
May  make  it  glide  more  glorious  through  the  mrez 
So  she  in  btauUc's  right  shall  haue  her  sbsuc^ 
And  I  who  striue  her  praises  to  piocJaioie, 
Fjioourag'd  with  so  excellent  a  tbeama^ 
May  rest  inrold  among  those  that  were  rare. 

0  if  my  wit  were  equsJl  with  her  worth ! 
Th'  Antipodes  all  rauishHl  by  report. 

From  regions  most  remou'd  should  here  reaort. 
To  gaze  vpon  the  face  which  I  set  forth: 
Or  were  my  wit  but  equall  with  my  will, 

1  with  her  praise  both  Titan's  bowers  should  fill. 


SONET  xvn. 

I  SAW  size  gallant  nympbes,  I  saw  hot  ooe^ 

One  stain'd  them  all,  one  did  them  onely  grace  : 

And  with  the  shining  of  her  beauteous  face, 

Gaue  to  the  worid  new  light  when  it  had  none. 

Then  when  the  god  that  guides  the  light  was  gooe^ 

And  ore  the  hils  directed  had  his  race, 

A  brighter  farre  then  he  supplide  his  place. 

And  lightned  our  horizon  here  anone. 

The  rest  pale  jnoones  were  bettered  by  this  saime,  j 

They  borrowed  beames  from  her  star-staining  eyes :  ] 

Still  when  she  sets  her  lights,  their  shining  dis% 

And  at  their  opening  is  againe  begun: 

Pho^bns  all  day  I  would  be  bard  thy  lights 

For  to  be  shin'd  on  by  this  sunne  at  nighL 
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KOKET  XXV. 


In^  eri$uU,  pure  as  Uie  Sunnebeaines, 
hud  ibr  huiuMir  for  to  be  lite  ^bjise 
I  fly  miMt  itnintit;  beaiuie  eiier  wast; 
Sil '  ,       .idow  did  rurich  thy  strcame*, 

h  "W  caniHit  W  hriii)fht  for  otOfiie, 

^»'  ■■'■      "        '■- 'k 'fit  thy  fill  ofJoue^ 

►!  lies  piiiiiu*^ 

'•»"  ,;athfr  borne: 

xiAiin^raii  liquqr  thai  he  fib  aboi|f« 
Ti  th*  f'nfh'  ranhh'd  ffoii*  th*  inferior  rouad, 
iir  (UioiighFenowri'ii) 
whilst ihi!  hi^r  It p^ did  mouej 
^^-^  k-.T*.!!* ,   M  -.1  burititl^  with  desiTf*, 
iL  4il  iby  waters  c&noot  queoch  Lby  ^e&. 


SONET  XXVI. 

Ut  tliee  lemtie,  my  lotie,  io  beauties  field 
■lef«d  eokHii^  « hi  let*  and  brnd  tbine  ey«; 
f  (liat  are  bashfuU  stilU  I  quite  despite, 
*impfe  ^ml«  nm  too  soonc  inuuM  to  yccld  : 
ri^d  in  Ihy  coyqt^nanee  »it, 
ill  no  iniurie  recent e; 
1  ir  ).o[  .liiti'  tliec,  «tiil&  akboujjrli  thou  haue 

e  of  pridp,  «u  it  be  ruTd  bv  »ii» 
I*  ici  f  h.mtjKe  A  pu«eifu1l  ji^nard, 

ll!i4HiQ:hi:;tall  &eruik  ihieigf  eitcbuec, 
'  ii  power  th«  pasiioos  to  subdue, 
fsuuld  yt  glorie  ebsleog e  a  reward : 
^  IKK  fall  in  bui!  with  thiru^  owd«  i«*]fe; 
cftM  was  lost  on  such  a  shelfe. 


SONET  XXVIt 

of  lbo»e  T  cantm  bitt  diiprotie, 
U»t  ihcir  thru] dome  mu%t  bomouet 
11  my  ftcife  to  such  a  one* 
i  vcrtiie  h  nat  worth  my  tciue*^ 
liy  fcirtimf  to  br  thratl, 
U-  fciued  witb  a  golden  baiulj 
t  (^^^,  ['1p  dit^  by  HecitiH*  batwJ  x 

irS  fame  cxru<-e  my  Ikll; 
'i^neri  I  inq&t  be  bltnd, 
•     T/ing  on  the  ^unne| 

lie  jfreatest  Imin- bene wottne, 
j  iUch  a  peneroas  ttiittd ; 
•)  thit  I  hftye  allowed  of  fame, 
.g«r  if  1  wiouc,  if  (gse,  no  bbatnc. 


SONEr  XXVlIt 

'5<  »hlUi  that  Ulbmoi  drd  wmfalne  her  blisje, 
**l^«*t«  left  her  church  m  iiiitch  admired, 
'    M^  ^'  l»P«lhcr  rrom  that  bnonds  rptir  d, 
^^^  fli  Ibe  al(i«pic  fihepb«ard  steale  a  ki»e, 
J^  i^«*ter  grace  I  crane  to  clitne, 
>'' "  ?*  "*>  pixHeiAe  wbilei  wbiUt  *be  repo«es, 
;j  ^  °*'t:f-"  kv^  the  ati^Mrlfekiuiii^  rosei, 
^  -^'1'*-  '^f  hrr  that  which  wa»  ttoltie  of  him  ; 
[|ijw  that  tbi^t  would  onely  protie^ 
I*  whereof  lb'  onp  halfe  would  «ant, 
'jtoi    "^  *'"'  "^'^'^  ^'**  Mfjrpbey*  power  t^upplmnt; 
T^^f  *^^  did  he f  dbpleasure  moue, 
^  J™  ******  *'*  ^>t  I  f^^^'*!  againe, 
*^»»«*Cb  kmt  I  Ukc  would  gjue  her  twajne. 


SONET  XXIX         ^ 
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I  i>riri£  not  Endimiofi  now  tM>  mtsr^ 

Nor  oil  th*  hnppinesBc  his  »l€«p«  did  yeetd. 

While  as  Diana,  strayijif  Ihmugb  the  field* 

Snek'dfrom  hissle«p-tieard  lippta  h^lnae  for  herioref 

Whil'st  I  embraced  the  Ahadow  of  my  death, 

1  dreamiiig  did  farre  ^rt^nter  plrasure  prouc, 

And  quaff  d  with  Cnpid  sugred  draught*  of  \Qut, 

Then,  knie-tike*  feeding  on  &  ncctar'd  breath  r 

Now  iudge  which  of  vn  two  tTiight  be  in«t  prowd; 

He  g*jt  ft  kl^e  yet  not  f:njoy*d  it  right. 

And  I  got  none,  yet  tasted  that  ddighl 

Which  VentJi  oo  Adonis  once  bestow'd; 

He  ociely  p}t  the  bodte  of  a  kmc^ 

And  I  the  sou  It*  of  it,  whtcli  he  did  mlsfl^ 


SONET  XXX 
Asfimnfc  sprite-,  file  low,  yet  fiie  despaire, 
Thy  haiig^htk  thought  the  heau'nly  powers deapi«e. 
Thus  ballanc'd,  lo,  bet^Ut  the  ElarUi  aod  th"  atr^ 
1  wot  not  whether  for  to  fall  or  riic; 
Throtigh  dt^perate  ditngei^  whiles  I  scale  the  ikie% 
As  if  that  nought  my  coitrage  could  re$trame, 
Wheel  lo»  aouii  downe  in  thf  center  lie*       [t^iog  * 
That  rest lesie  mind,  which  tb*  Heau'nsdi^oEicec«Ql 
t  toyle  for  that  which  J  cannot  attaJne: 
Yet  rorlune  nought  but  ^ckleneisie  aflbords: 
Where  I  Uaue  bene,  I  hope  to  be  againe  ; 
She  once  must  change,  her  common  course  recofda. 
Although  my  bap  be  hard,  ray  heart  ii  hi^ 
And  it  mint  mouat,  or  e|c«  my  boditi  die. 


ELEGIE  II 

Lrr  not  the  world  beleeue  tir  acctisiof  of  ray  &|« 
Tend^  lo  allitrc  it  to  condole  with  ttie  my  tra^ck 

stutei  [r,^e^ 

Mor  that  I  haue  *enl  fwrth  the?c  stormie  lot  res  of 
So  by  disburd'ning  of  my  brest,  m?  sorrowes  toas- 

»*^ag:e,  '  j-ji^e^ 

Noj  tK>,  that  seruea  fbr  nought,  I  crane  DOii^cb  re- 
Nor  wiU  1  yeeld  that  any  should  be  partners  of  my 

^fiefe. 
My  fanta^tc  to  feed  I  only  ^pend  those  teares  t 
My  plaints  ple^M  me,  no  mo^icke  sounds  so  iweetTy 

in  my  earet, 
I  wish  that  from  my  birtli  1  had  acquainted  bene 
Still  with  raishap*,  and  neuer  had  but  woes  and 

hon'DursseeDc; 
Then  iernumnt  of  ioyea,  lamenting  as  [  dc^ 
As  thinking:  all  men  did  the  like,  I  might  contitnt 

me  too, 
Ent  ah,  my  fate  was  worse:  fer  it  (as  \n  m  tfava) 
Sbow'd  me  through  litle  blinkes  of  blisge,  the  state 

wherio  I  wa*.  [boore^ 

Wbieb  vn perfected  ioyes,  acarce  constant  for  an 
Was  like  but  to  a  watrie  Sunne,  that  shinej  befora 

a  shourc. 
For  if  1  euer  thought  or  rather  dream'd  of  ioyea. 
That  title  lightning  but  fore^how'd  a  thunder  of  atK 

noyes; 
It  was  but  like  the  frwit  that  Tantalus  tormeisU, 
Which  while  he  s«es  and  nought  attain^  his  hun- 
ger but  aug^ent«. 
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Ww  m  the  thaddv  of  that  but  imagined  mirth, 
Cal'd  all  the  croMei  to  record,  I  -suffer*d  since  my 

birth. 
Which  are  to  be  bewail'd,  but  bard  to  be  redrest : 
Whole  ftrange  effects  may  well  be  felt,  but  camiot 

be  exprest.  [put, 

lodge  what  the  feeling  was,  when  thinking  on  things 
1  tremble  at  the  torment  yet,  and  stand  a  time  agast 
Yet  do  I  not  repent,  but  will  with  patience  pine : 
For  though  I  moume,  I  murmure  not,  like  men  that 

do  repine. 
I  graunt  I  waile  my  lot,  yet  I  approue  her  will ; 
What  my  Boole's  oracle  thiokesgood,  T  neuer  shall 

thinke  ill. 
If  I  had  onely  sought  a  salue  to  ease  my  paines, 
Lorig  since  I  had  bewail'd  my  lot  alongst  th'  £ly- 

sian  plaines : 
Yet  mind  I  not  in  this  selfis-louer-llke  to  die. 
As  one  that  car'd  not  for  her  losse,  so  I  my  selfe 

were  free.  [secure. 

No,  may  ten  nights'  annoyes  make  her  one  night 
Aday  of  dolors  Tnto  her  a  moment's  mirth  procure: 
Or  may  a  yeare*8  laments  reioyce  her  halfe  an  houre. 
Hay  seuen  years'  sorrows  make  her  glidi  I  thai  not 

tliink  them  soure. 
And  if  she  do  delight  to  beare  of  my  disease. 
Then  d  blest  I,  who  so  may  baue  th'  occasion  her 

to  please : 
For  now  the  cause  I  line,  b  not  for  loue  of  life, 
But  onely  for  to  honour  her  that  holds  me  in  this 

strife. 
And  ere  those  vowes  I  make  do  Tnperfonn'd  escape. 
This  world  shal  once  againe  renuerst  resume  her 

shapelesse  shape.  [strong. 

But  what,  what  haue  I  vow'd  ?  my  passions  were  too 
As  if  the  mildestof  the  world  delighted  to  do  wrong: 
As  she  whom  I  adore  with  so  denote  a  mind, 
Gould  rest  content  to  see  me  sterue,  be  glad  to  see 

me  pin'd.  [cares. 

No,  no,  she  wailes  my  state,  and  would  appease  my 
Yet  interdtted  to  the  Fates,  eonformes  her  will  to 

theirs.  [vaue. 

Then  6  vnhappie  man,  whom  euen  thy  saint  would 
And  yet  thy  cruell  destinie  doth  damoe  thee  to  the 

graue.  [feares, 

This  sentence  then  may  seme  for  to  confound  my 
Why  burst  [  not  my  brest  with  sighs,  and  drowne 

mine  eyes  with  tears  ? 
Ah,  I  haue  moum'd  so  n>och,  that  I  may  mourn 

no  more,  [their  store. 

My  miseries  passe  numbring  now,  plaints  perish  in 
The  meaqes  t'  vnlode  my  brest  doth  quite  begin  to 

fiiile; 
For  being  drunke  with  too  much  dole,  I  wot  not 

how  to  waile. 
And  since  I  want  a  way  my  auKoish  to  reueale. 
Of  force  contented  with  my  Fate,  Tie  suffer  and 

conceale. 
And  for  to  vse  the  world,  euen  as  my  loue  vs'd  me, 
l*le  vse  a  coont'oanoelike  to  one,  whose  mind  from 

g^ef  were  free. 
For  when  she  did  dfedaine,  she  show'd  a  smiling  face, 
Euen  then  when  she  denoune'd  my  death,  she 

seem'd  to  promise  grace. 
So  shall  1  seeme  in  show  my  thoughts  for  to  repose. 
Yet  in  the  center  ofroy  soule  shall  shroud  a  world 

of  woes :  [controule, 

Then  wofull  brest  and  eyes  your  restlesse  course 
And  with  no  ootward  signei  betray  the  aoguirii  of 

my  soule. 


Eyes,  raineyoar  shoures  within,  anovze  thela 

no  more. 
Passe  drowne  with  a  deluge  of  teares  the  brest 

burnt  before : 
Brett,  arme  your  selfe  with  sighes,  if  or6  w«ake 

defend. 
Then  perish  by  your  proper  fires,  aod  make 

honest  end. 


80NO  IV. 

O  Brrna  time  that  dost  begin  the  yeare, 
And  dost  begin  each  bitter  thing  to  breed ! 
O  season  sowre,  that  season'st  so  with  gall 
Each  kind  of  thing,  in  thee  that  life  doth  Ukt 
Yet  cloak*st  thy  sowrenesse  with  a  sweet-lil&hsi 
And  for  my  share  dost  make  me  still  topiae, 
As  one  that 's  rob'd  of  rest. 

Now  when  through  all  the  Earth  the  bsaest  briic, 
In  signe  of  ioy  is  cloa^'d  with  sommers  weeti, 
Euen  now  when  as  bin,  harbes,  woods,  valesudal 
Begin  to  spring,  and  off  th'  old  mines  skaU 
Thoo  but  begin'st  mine  angaish  to  renew; 

0  rigour  rare,  to  bamsh  me  from  mine, 

When  birds  do  build  their  nest 

By  these  thv  fierce  efiiscts  it  may  appeare, 
That  with  the  Bull  ^e  Smme  soiouraes  indeed. 
What  sauage  BuU  disbanded  from  his  stall. 
Of  wrath  a  signe  more  inhumane  oould  malte? 
Ore  all  the  Earth  thou  powr^  dowae  piessaot  deri 
But  with  dupairt  dost  all  my  hopes  oaDfiae, 
^ith  teares  to  b^  my  brest 

Now  when  the  time  tr  increase  is  drawing  oeire, 
Thou  in  my  brest  of  sorrow  sow^  the  seed, 
And  those  Old  griefos  thon  goest  for  to  recall, 
That  foding  lung  and  would  the  staike  fonake. 
Thus  how  can  I  some  huge  mishap  eacbew, 
Who,  kil'd  with  cort^  all  comfort  must  rengoe. 
And  yeeld  to  th'  amorous  pest? 

The  Heau'n  of  my  estate  growcs  ncoer  dearc, 

1  many  torments  foele,  yet  worse  do  dread : 
Mishaps  haue  me  inniron'd  with  a  vatti 

And  my  heart  stmg  with  paines  that  netier  sWc: 
Yet  to  the  end  I'le  to  my  deare  be  troe; 
So  this  sharpe  airt  my  cdnstancie  shaiJ  fine, 
Which  may  come  for  the  beat 

He  write  my  woes  vpon  this  pine-tree  here, 
That  passengers  such  rarities  tnay  rcade, 
Who  when  they  thinke  of  this  my  wretched  tu^ 
With  sighes  may  ting  those  euils  that  b»»«'^ 

quake, 
And  for  compassion  waile,  while  as thcy^icw, 
How  that  I  there  with  such  a  sauage  hue, 
A  tyrant's  trophees  drest 

This  time  dcrir'd  of  all  PMo  hold  desrc. 
And  as  that  all  thmgs  now  to  ftmrisb  sp«^  * 
So  mouing  on  this  sea^inoiron'd  ball,         ^^, 
Foorth  teares  to  bring  mine  eyes  shall  ener  w^ 
And  wh'ilst  euen  senriesse  things  my  wnt^wi  i^ 
I  shall  not  tpare  no  part  of  my  highie, 
My  selfo  for  to 
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«otirest  lir^rtjeA  tbsli  bt!  my  swepte»t  cheajre, 
to  [inj>l<jng  my  pakkca  1  onely  feed  i 
dufi^^eriii  dai-ke  shkll  »eriie  me  lor  a  bftll, 
like  m  SUtt^  f  shall  compiuilODS  la1t«» 
logli  neticfr  cuaie  da  my  state  pirsue, 
Df  vomavood  bare  1  aiind  to  make  tny  wiiie, 

rtm^  &Ual|  ]  be  dijitre^t, 
for  uaCA  Wk^fairt  doth  oot  vpaa  me  rtie, 
My  liopvs  S€:t  in  the  wesL 

^l^irattt  ^r«»  admse  thee  with  ih^  h^artt 
pri  tiell  ri3  time  if  that  th<)U  think'^t  to  loue  mc« 
X   p^risli  «hir^t  Lhuu  ihink'st  to  proite 


ft", 


SONET  XXXt 


lo  ^»ti  witit  the  omeet  to  &at  thy  ptirt: 
a««ci«sBt  tny  ieli»  so  done  aecum, 
frisai  tIeEpttire's  refuge  I  scarce  refra)ii& 
l«ittff'eft  colours  do  the  tuoaest  «tain«i 
rtohle  miods  di>  s<ioiiC«t  hur«t. 
3  b  ot3  thus  t  h  y  ra  rest  tm**are  venter  ? 
.M  Hit'  «tai^1itie  thtiufhts,  the  hurd'noiii  uar^s, 
eiiery  hflrfottr  that  the  health  iiiipaire«| 
»'*  liic  beartt  aa  to  the  bodii^'s  ccnler: 
:  e'tMdlarM^d  with  so  great  a  iraj^ht, 
aai  to  yeeld  m to  the  butthcQ  KtfiLJgbt. 


SONET  XXXIL 


tiirFft  of  my  hope,  which  tteoer  falleni 
at  th'  firtt  all  Cypid'i  power  despise  : 

rrjw  while  as  thori  trm*d  thine  eyes; 
ic  canons,  thy  disdainei  their  balles : 
lU)  beauties  jo  a  gallant  ^it, 
resist  atl  tby  a^^ults  a  time  t 
9ii,  I  Hod  ill  i?nili  (my  wrack  thy  crime) 
J I  Ireaaoct  fteiters  in  the  itrongest  fort, 
a,  iic!«iii|f  thou  wast  Kke  to  I«3ei5  the  fieliJ, 
ihougbts  soine  fauour  didst  impart, 
k«  biib'd  oratom  infonnM  the  harl, 
^.r  wmild  prone  kbd^  if  I  could  y€«ld  ; 
hat  can  this  grace  thy  beautle's  stxaittei  ? 
i«  po  true  miomk  that  tr^asoa  fairws. 


SONET  xxxiin 

p  tbou  knifw^ftt  how  thou  thy  selfe  liost  harme. 
'  Ivt  prcindi^t  thy  blt^e,  and  »poile  my  reitt 
ttton  «-onld**t  mdt  tU«  yce  out  oflhy  bfeat, 
tby  r  Noart  would  kindly  warmiu 

tt»Y  iMt  our  myrA  ooutniule, 

"       >hfiutdV  Thou  see  I 
ii'd  in  Qie, 
[  .ure  Kjy  ioule* 
ciM  iu  my  i^iia^  thine, 
ui^ic'd   thou  slHHlM'jSt  uot 
muMCp 
Kor  bea^  tbe  buitbefi  of  Ibjr  ffltcf**  ttloiie  j 
N«,  1  «i«U  Itaoa  my  Miak  in  what  wei«  thim^ 
AAd  wbil'itwe  Una  AooJd  audc*  mtt  won&tret  one, 
h«ppi0  karOMmla  would  uiakt  theoi  nocie. 


SONKT  XXXIV. 


WiUT  Tuewuth  motion  makes  ray  n  v  ? 

Is  this  the  thiol  poore  martyrM  di^  ? 

rVnd  whiJ'st  their  torment  doth  thtu  ^m-  unuiiy, 
\»  Oirjsc  that  raut;,  do  for  a  ji^  appnme  ! 
Although  lie  bring  bi*  gicjituessc  froin  aboui;, 
4[|d  rule  the  world  according  U\  his  wiU, 
Yet  doth  he  eocu  from  Uio^  all  rest  rcm<nw, 
Tl>at  wete  denoted  to  hii^  deitic  ttilip 
Can  tl^at  which  btb'  original!  of  ill, 
Frf>[n  wbicb  dotb  flow  an  oct^an  of  mi&cbiefei 
Whose  poymoiu  waues  doth  ntuny  thousands  kill. 
Can  that  be  looe?  no,  't  is  the  ^urce  of  giief& 
\wi  all  tboae  erre  that  hold  this  Taiae  conoeUi 
Then  I  «n«  too^  ona  \a  %hh  feame  ^tate. 


Wmta  m&  tbe  day  de^uerc  1.1  his  light, 

I  wander  through  the  sotitarie  iieldii 

And  wh#B  tbe  eueuin;^  bath  obscur'd  the  eaith. 

And  htfth  witi)  silence  lolt'd  the  world  aslecfie  * 

Then  ra^e  1  like  a  mad^uian  in  my  hed^ 

Which,  being  ^fd  with  tighcs,  [  quendi  with  ttitre&r 

But  ere  Aurora  ri»e  to  £petid  her  teares^ 
Still  languishing  againe  to  sec  the  light. 
As  th'  enemie  of  my  rest,  I  flie  my  bed. 
And  take  me  to  the  most  deserted  tieldss 
There  js  no  Eoule  sauo  I  bnt  gets  some  sleepe^ 
Though  one  would  secke  through  all  the  peopled 
Earth. 

Whiles  th'  ^na  of  my  fires  affrights  the  Earth, 
And  whiles  it  dreads,  I  drowne  it  with  my  Icares ; 
And  it  '5  suspidou^iike,  I  neither  sleepe, 
WHien  Phcehtis  giues  nor  gathers  in  bis  light : 
So  many  pi  leu  of  grasse  not  cloath  tbe  fields, 
As  I  deuise  designcs  with! a  my  bed* 

Vnto  the  time  I  find  a  frostie  bed. 

Digged  within  the  bowels  of  the  Earth, 

Mine  eyes  salt  fiouds  shall  still  oreSow  the  fields: 

1  lixike  not  ibr  aa  abstinence  from  teares, 

Till  first  I  be  secluded  from  the  light. 

And  end  my  torments  with  an  eudleste  ileepe. 

For  now  when  1  am  porpotied  to  steepe, 
A  thoosand  thcHights  ajoajle  me  in  my  bod, 
Tliat  ofi  I  il(j  d^paire  to  see  the  light : 
O  woutd  lo  fiod  I  were  dissolu'd  in  earth  j 
Then  vould  the  tan  age  beasts  bemone  with  tea  res, 
Tbetr  neighbour's  death  tbrongh  all  th'  t^npeopled 
fields. 

WbilVt  rauish'd  whiles  t  walke  alongst  tbefieldi. 

The  lookers  ou  lament,  I  lose  my  sleepe ; 

But  of  the  crocadiles  those  he  the  teartss^ 

So  to  perswade  me  for  to  go  to  slcepe  j 

A»  beinff  sure,  when  onee  I  leaue  tbe  light, 

'To  lender  me  the  greatest  wretch  00  Ui>  Earth. 

O  happiest  tin  th^  Earth,  if  to  the  firJdt 
t  might  ^tjU  :ice  Iht:  light  and  neuer  aleepe, 
Drinking  salt^iearei,  and  oiAkuis  iloDtfft  my  hed. 
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SONET  XXXV. 


Wflnc  I  behold  thtt  face  Ibr  which  I  pinM, 
And  did  my  selfe  so  long  in  vahie  annoy. 
My  touDg  not  able  to  vnibld  my  ioy, 
A  wondring  silence  onely  showes^my  mind : 
Bat  when  againe  thou  dost  extend  thy  rigour, 
And  wilt  not  daigne  to  grace  me  with  thy  sight. 
Thou  kil'st  my  'comfort,  and  to  spotlit  my  might, 
That  scarce  my  corps  retaines  the  vitaH  vigour. 
Thy  presence  thus  a  great  contentment  brings> 
And  is  my  sooles  inestimable  treasure : 
But  6, 1  drowne  in  th*  ocean  of  displeasure^ 
When  I  in  absence  thinke  vpon  those  things. 
Thus  would  to  God  that  I  had  seene  thee  neaer, 
Or  would  to  God  that  I  might  see  thee  euer. 


SONET  XXXVI. 

LoTi,  witnesse  thou  what  was  my  spotlesse  part, 
Whil'st  thou  amaz'd  to  see  thy  Nymphes  so  (aire, 
As  loth  to  part  thence  where  Uiey  did  repaire. 
Still  murmuring  did  thy  plaints  t'each  stone  impart: 
Hien  did  mine  eyes  betitke  them  to  my  hart. 
As  scorning  to  behold  all  those*  though  rare, 
And  gaz'd  vpon  her  beauties  image  there. 
Whose  eyes  baue  furoish'd  Cupid  many  a  dart : 
And  as  denoted  only  vnto  her. 
They  did  disdaine  for  to  bestow  their  light. 
For  to  be  entertained  with  any  sight, 
Saue  onely  that  which  made  them  first  to  erre. 
Then,  famous  riuer,  through  the  ocean  glide. 
And  tell  my  loue  how  constant  I  abide. 


.    ^NET  XXXVII. 

I  CANVOT  comprehend  how  this  doth  come. 
Thou  whose  affections  neuer  yet  were  warme, 
Which  cold  disdaine  with  leaden  thoughts  doth  arme: 
Though  in  thy  selfe  still  cold,  yet  bum*!»t  thou  some. 
Euen  as  the  Snnne  (as  th'  astrologian  dreames) 
In  th'  airie  region  where  it  selfe  doth  moue, 
Is  neuer  bote,  yet,  darting  from  aboue. 
Doth  parch  all  things  that  repercusse  his  beames: 
So  thou  that  in  thy  selfe  from  fires  art  free, 
Who  eye's  indifferent  still,  as  Titan's  stayes. 
Whilst  I  am  th*  obhect  that  reflect  thy  rayes : 
That  which  thou  neuer  hadst,  thou  workst  in  me. 
Since  but  below  thou  show'st  that  power  of  thine, 
I  would  the  zodiacke  be  whence  thou  dost  shine. 


SONET  xxxvra. 

Mt  teares  might  all  the   parched  sands  haue 

drench*d. 
Though  Phaeton  had  Tudone  the  liquide  frame : 
rie  furnish  Vulcan's  fomace  with  a  flame. 
That  like  the  Vestals*  fire  was  neuer  quench'd. 
And  though  tb*  infected  aire  turmoil'd  remain^. 
It  by  my  sighes  and  cries  may  be  refin'd : 
And  if  the  bodie  answer  to  the  mind, 
If  no  Earth  were,  mine  might  maketh'  Earth  agdine: 
Though  all  the  sauage  flockes  lay  dead  in  heapes, 
With  which  th*  Arabian  deserts  are  best  stgr'd. 
My  brest  might  many  a  fiercer  beast  affoord, 
If  like  tliemselues  all  cloath'd  with  monstrous  shapes: 
And  thus  within  my  selfe  I  create  so, 
A  world  with  all  the  elements  of  wa 


SONET  XXXIX. 


MrsT  I  attend  an  Turelenting  will. 

Which  neuer  any  slgne  of  fsnour  shew  ? 

Ah,  why  should'st  thou,  Aurora,  thus  pursne 

An  innocent,  that  neuer  did  thee  ill  ? 

I  did  not  with  the  Greeke  conspire  to  kill 

Thy  Sonne,  for  whom  thou  shed'st  such  flouds  of  dew: 

But  I  as  one  that  yet  hb  destine  rue. 

For  to  condole  with  thee,  huge  teares  distill  ; 

And  like  the  louing  birda  that  came  each  yeaie, 

Vpon  his  tombe  to  ofier  vp  their  bloud : 

So  shall  I  too  powre  foortb  a  skarlet  flond. 

And  sacrifize  a  heart  that  holds  thee  deare : 

That  since  my  life  to  make  thee  loue  lackes  foree, 

At  least  my  death  may  moue  thee  to  reaioiwe. 


SONET  XL. 

Tar  cruelties  (fierce  faire)  may  be  eaocaa'd : 

For  it  was  I  that  gaoe  thy  beautie  powre. 

And  taught  thee  when  to  smile,  and  when  to  k>wre, 

Which  thou  hast  since  still  to  my  rume  vsed: 

As  he  that  others  purpos'd  was  to  pine. 

And  for  his  brasen  bull  a  guerdon  c)aim*d. 

Was  tortur'd  firsi  with  that  which  he  had  fmm'd. 

And  made  th*  experience  of  his  curst  engine : 

So  in  this  manner  dost  thou  me  torment. 

Who  told  thee  fint  the  force  of  thy  disdaines: 

But  ah,  I  suffer  many  greater  paines. 

Then  the  Sicilian  tyrants  could  inuent : 

And  yet  this  g^eues  me  most  that  thou  disgrac'd. 

Art  in  the  rancke  with  such  like  tyrants  placed. 


SONET  XLL 

Ir  that  so  many  braue  men  leaning  Greece, 

Durst  earst  aduenter  through  the  raging  depth. 

And  all  to  get  the  spoiles  of  a  poore  sheepe. 

That  had  bene  famous  for  his  golden  fleece. 

O  then  for  that  pure  gold  what  should  be  sought, 

Of  which  each  haire  is  worth  a  thousand  such  ! 

No  doubt  for  it  one.  cannot  do  too  much. 

Why  should  not  precious  things  be  dearely  bought? 

And  so  they  are,  for  in  the  Cokhik  guise. 

This  treasure  many  a  danger  doth  defeml : 

Of  which,  when  1  haue  brought  some  one  to  end. 

Straight  out  of  that  a  number  doth  arise : 

Euen  as  the  dragon^  teeth  bred  men  at  armes, 

Which,  ah !  t'  orethrow,  I  want  Medea's  channes. 


SONET  XLU. 

Opt  with  that  mirror  would  I  change  my  shape, 
From  which  my  faire  askes  counsdl  euery  day. 
How  she  th'  vntainted  beauties  should  array. 
To  th'  end  their  fierce  assaults  no  soule  may  acape. 
Then  in  my  bosome  I  behoou'd  t'  embrace 
That  which  I  loue,  and  whilst  on  me  she  gaaiVl, 
In  her  sweet  eyes  I  many  a  time  anoaz'd. 
Would  woo  my  selfe,  and  borrow  thence  a  grmee> 
But  ah,  I  seeke  that  which  I  haue,  and  morc^ 
She  but  too  oft  in  me  her  picture  spies. 
And  I  but  gaze  too  oft  on  those  foire  eyes^ 
Whence  I  Uie  humour  draw  that  makes  mine  aoic 
Well  may  my  loue  come  glasie  her  selfe  m  mc^ 
In  whom  all  what  she  ja,  the  world  nay  pea. 
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SOf^ET  xuit 


*rtf5ffhi  wVtli  ^ime  b^jETin  to  5top  tiiiive  eares  : 

^\  wlie»>  the  rnjciitlik  d<jtK  shed  foorth  tctrra, 
1  fltf*  t«4iy,  f^ir  fcfflff:  lo  lie  betrsid* 
[  ktKiw  i.fi*?n  us  UiEJti  Kceni'ftt  to  »alle  my  state. 
Thy  fAe«  15  fin  true  table  of  thy  miod  : 
^tvi  ttK»o  wouJdsi  Mt^iirr  show  thy  wife  so  kind, 
Wft  n£)l  thy  thoughts  are  hatcrhmg  wme  deceit; 

hilst  vifh  %-a(oc  liojHs  I  boil  go'st  about  lofiU  tae. 

^   r  V.  JiMT  Ptu  those  dmmf  of  tauour  teod  \ 
'I    -    3M.   .jedih  thy  criiHilies  ihoiild  end, 
r  .   J  u.uk  >t  by  ^uing  lifesfaine  lo  \\\\  m?  .- 

^'^  "'^  ^ f  Shalt  nwt  thus  ihy  jri-^atnesse  raise, 

lir^akc  tlie  Lnnnpet  that  prqei*im'd  thy  prmisc. 


SOM?  r. 


SONET  XLIV. 

0  *T,.  I  *t,;nVe,  >iid  do  tn^t  thm?t«  amH^ 
Z  I>hih^iphtfr5  ireri'  alJ  hut  fuoles, 

'J  u  I'lirjoii^  fjueslkitii  in  their  M*hoo)^ 

mctMjJ**  tti^t  apprehend  the  hiffhrii  hXx^m. 
U\  I  ltau«  Icarad  rn  ih*  atjademc  uf  Joi^e, 

*  "^""^  '**'*^'^  **^*^'^  "^*"  viid*:r?tood  I 
kiw  aod  bi-  beltiu'd.  thia  is  the  gorxl, 
_'  tei*h  1^^  nic^  sou^paijfiie  ill  the  »oHd  wljl  proue, 
H^L  which  aelrphts  V3  mofit  must  be  our  treasure  - 
^  ro  ^hat  greater  ioy  can  ouo  aspire, 
P<>W3se  alJ  that  he  doth  detire. 
1*0  united  soulei  do  mdt  in  pkaiurc? 
rr 'J  tiMS  freat^l  g^cud  ean  be  iiiucr.ted, 
f « It  M  great  jt  c»jauot  be  augmented. 


SONET  XLV- 
T  weran  dm  at  Prvcris  ra^tng  ftts^ 

^1'^  ■*>  atTra;^  of  thy  enuiiglmg  grafie: 
ul        b.  friany  ifnTcrcn  ill  thy  face, 
^  h'*-  fjia^ickti  may  ciichannt  the  rarest  wits, 
J«  W^^l'^*  »^hat  i.r.„Uf  thy  (uokes  haue  bred, 

*■  Wwdiiof  of  ^o  rriany  lo  be  vii-w^d; 
A  •afe  irf  r^,i<^  ore  thy  beauties  spnd  t 
nJoi  eui^  gmzTfig  oQ  thme  ynnrie  bro*rca, 
"•  ^l'^'^^  **^**  f**5'  chnstalj-pdnted  eyes, 
' '     to  Ihij'  maiTtiu(|t  skiei, 
flymfnean  vuwp«, 
J  ^^.  ^.  ..,i4ii*-'d  not  tu  be  no, 

^^^  1  6ail  pannrr  bene  of  Procns'  wo. 

SONET  XLVL 

^•»ow  by  Sty,^  whijfit  all  thedi'pihs  did  trembFe. 

?  *^  h^i  d^.t.e  dnrit  ba^e  stylei  impart, 
•r.wlil  1,^  tj,^^  tatona's  tnipe  reiieioble: 
'  ^r*  -M  .hikDuoc^d  bit  rehell,  in  a  rage 
V  ail  rneanet  for  to  betray  me, 
<*  aue  to  any  ft»r  to  Flav  me, 
t>y  my  wracke  hi^  m%u\i  a«swag« ; 
'  i^Jf^f 'rt  to  tiniftti  (  npid\  titylea, 
AM  ^™'lw:'  '^  ^P**^  *^*'  ™'*'*  *"  bcautit^'A  bounds, 
TTm  „      '^l  ^«hrew  me  *,th  a  world  cif  woyoAs 
nu*  p»ph^^  ^li^  lf»ii*port  my  spoi*es, 
^*  I  w«,  that  all  rouit  fall  m  rod, 
^'JL  V*  ^'****^  ^*^  tlictn«low  contend. 


AiojJofi  the  border  of  a  pleasant  plain^ 
The  &Rd  Alexia  did  hit  gannents  tear«. 

And  though  aloncj  yet  learinj^  m  be  plaioi^ 

Did  maime \m%  word*  mith many  a tigband  teaiwi 

Fur  nhdst  he  le^n^d  him  dg*nt;  irpgn  «  grfvoe, 

Hi»  woLmda  agajoe  began  for  to  ^tm  gre«tie. 

At  last  in  ihow  as  one  whose  hopes  w<<r«  tight, 
From  famung  breath   he  fore'd  tboce  wordi  „ 

'*  ^^^T"  ^^^^^  *'™^  t^'">  >He  light,      f  Mstl  1 
Of  all  the  world's  ddigbU  mtoe  one»y  pmti  * 

Ho»  Jong  shall  1  in  barrrn  lield;  thiii  ear^ 

whij'fft  to  my  sad  laments  thoo  lend^st  no  eare  1 

Whwsh  »ho«re8  the  world  my  better  part  %  not ' 
5otmd: 
And  yet  thou  Jei^st  nse  iprnd  th(»e  pTam^  rn  viint 
1"'  amaze   the  world   with  many  a  nionnifbU 
«oiii)d : 

And  wbilft  that  J  to  gricfc  enlarge  the  raSnw, 
I  A  shonre  of  sorrow  ore  my  visage  raines. 

'*  Ah,  what  hane  I  whereon  my  hopes  to  found. 
That  hopM  t^  haue  had  repose  within  thine  arm& 

Yet  haue  not  any  signe  of  fannur  found, 
Thy  marbk  mind  inch  frozen  fancies  anne  > 

For  when  in  bumble  sort  for  graue  l  pmy, 

Thou  trium|)h*i»t  ore  me,  as  thy  beautie's  pray, 

''  I  thai  tmns|jortcd  once  was  neare  gone  wood. 
Now  wtth  bug  trauel*  growing  faint  and  Icane, 

Wl.de  as  I  wander  through  the  deten  mood, 
Mj  wearied  botlie  on  each  tree  miist  loane; 

And  whd'st  my  heatt  is  with  strange  barpiei  riot, 

1  pay  to  sorrow  the  ac€U»toiii'd  rent* 

'*  And  fchirst  I  wandar  like  lh«  woundad  d«5r*. 
That  ker-kcs  for  dlcunm©  to  i^cure  his  H^arre, 

And  come  to  thee  whr>m  I  hold  o<ieIy  dc«rv\ 
Thou  dost  (fierce  faire)  at  my  djiisirr  »carre : 

And  mak'it  me  from  a^  kind  of  comfort  bart'd* 

Line  in  the  deisetls  like  a  raging  bard. 

"  nh  ^  ^^^^  **"*  ^^  rotaoei  V  imdo  the  hand. 
^  iTiat  thou  hast  framed  of  those  thy  g%ilden  bcktt! 
lie  fiingLr  D*y  faticie*  in  a  despemte  band. 

And  burst  a^uwler  all  thy  beautic'»  locket: 
Thffn  to  thy  brtst  those  line  troupes  will  lca4, 
There  frtiui  about  thy  Ikcajt  to  melt  the  lead. 

"  But  ah,  I  boast  m  vaine;,  thii  cannot  be, 
Although  my  selfc:  to  many  ihapiis  1  turne  t 

I  <>n*lf  labour  like  the  restle*ie  bee, 
That  toyles  in  vaine  to  «me  another^t  tttni«. 

My  hai*es.  which  om:e  wing'd  with  thy  fauoun  rM 

Are  Calling  now,  as  doth  the  blasted  r^H«.  * 

**  That  thow  my  torments  rannot  Jong  time  last, 
Xnmf  dee^imng  rye*  t*ie  world  may  rtsde, 

io,  wounded  with  Uiy  pride  I  fall  at  Jai^t, 
A  a  doth  before  the  wtnds  a  beaten  reed  ; 

And  thTi  my  death  with  i^hame  thv  cheelui  nay  die 

9tpcc  saeri^cM  to  thy  dildili^  j  i|^«  .        ^ 
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SONET  XJUVn. 
Wflsv  whiles  I  hcarc  ■ome  gallants  to  giu«  fwrth, 
Th«t  those  whom  they  adore  are  onely  (aire. 
With  who»  tl»«y  thHike  none  other  can  compare ; 
The  beaude  of  beantie,  and  the  height  of  worth, 
Then  iefekrasie  doth  all  my  loyes  controtile, 
Jbr  6 1  thiiAa,  who  oao  accomptishM  be, 
(Thcfe  is  oo  Sonne  bat  one)  sane  onely  she 
Whom  I  hwie  made  the  idole  of  my  soale ; 
And  this  suspition  woonds  my  better  parts : 
I  rage  to  bane  a  rniall  in  my  liglrt, 
Jkski  yel  fpould  rage  fane  more,  if  any  migfat 
OiQO  her  their  ey«.  and  yet  hold  backe  their  bemrts; 
Too  gfBtt  afiection  doth  those  ^ssions  moue, 
I  may  ikA  trwt  my  shadow  with  my  loaa. 


$ONCT  XLVin. 
Whih  as  I  come  to  thy  respected  sight. 
Thy  lookeaare  all  so  cbast,  tfay  words  so  grant, 
That  my  afectioo^  do  the  lotle  reoeaue. 
And  like  to  darknes  yeeld  vnto  tbe^light ; 
sail  Tertue  holds  the  baUaaee  of  thy  wk. 
In  which  great  reason  ponders  enery  thought, 
Axid  thou,  deare  ladie,  nener  staind  in  ought. 
Thus  oie  thy  selfie  dost  as  an  empresse  sit. 
O  what  is  beantie  if  not  free  from  blame. 
It  hath  the  soule  as  White  as  is  the  skinne. 
The  froth  of  vanitie,  the  dregs  of  sinne, 
A  wracke  to  others,  to  it  selfe  a  shame ; 
And  as  it  is  most  preciovis  if  kept  pure. 
It  is  as  fkiuch  abhorr'd  if  once  impure. 


eONGVL 

Woth  silence  hils  the  world  asleep^,     . 

And  starres  do  glance  in  th*  azure  field. 

The  mountaines  making  shadowcs  ore  the  ^lainei. 

All  creatures  then  beteke  themselues  to  res^ 

And  to  the  lnw  of  nature  yeeld, 

Sane  I,  who  no  good  order  keepc. 

That  then  begin  to  feele  my  palnes  j 

For  in  the  zodiacke  of  my  brest. 

The  soMie  that  I  adore  her  light  reuines, 

Whilst  wearied  Pheobos  in  the  ocean  diacs. 

The  world's  cleare  day  was  night  to  me. 

Who  seem'd  aslcepc  still  in  a  trance, 

And  all  my  words  were  spoken  through  a  dreame  i 

But  then  when  th'  earth  puts  on  tli'  vmbragious 

My  passions  do  themselues  aduancc,  [maske. 

And  from  those  outward  lets  set  free, 

That  had  them  earst  restrained  with  shame, 

Do  set  me  to  my  wofull\aske : 

Then  from  the  night  her  prinilege  I  take. 

And  in  diipigbt  of  Morpheos  I  win  wake. 

Bat  straight  tbe'Sanoe  that  giaes  me  light. 

With  many  dnskish  vapors  cled. 

Doth  seeme  to  boast  me  with  some  fearefUl  storme ; 

And  whilst  I  gaze  vpon  the  glorious  beames; 

La^  maUmorpbos*d  in  my  bed, 

I  lose  at  once  my  sbapber  sight  j 

And  taking  on  another  forme. 

Am  all  diMolu*d  in  bitter  streames. 

Whore  many  mcpiters  bathe  themaelges  anooe^ 

At  which  straas^lighjtthct  F4a9«  HfldSt^msiaoiia. 


But  whilst  I  seeke  mo  vpnatf  V  i 

My  waters  ar#dride  vp  agame,* 

And  as  the  mightie  giant  that  loot  tam^: 

I  wot  not  whether,  if  tbundred  or  thundrtog. 

Against  the  Heau'ns  smokes  forth  disdained 

And  makes  mount  £tna  tremble. 

So  I  setad  forth  a  flood  of  flames. 

Which  makes  the  world  for  to  sUnd  wondn^g. 

And  neuer  did  the  licmnian  fomace  bume. 

As  then  my  brest,  whilst  all  to  fire  I  tume. 

At  last  no  conbtancie  below, 

Thus  plagued  in  two  dioers  shap^a, 

I'm  tum'd  into  my  selfe,  and  then  I  <piak^ 

For  this  I  haue  by  proofe  foand  woret  of  aU  : 

Then  do  my  b<^  fall  dead  in  beapey. 

And  to  b'  aueng'd  of  their  orethrow, 

Strange  troupes  of  thoughts  their  masters  make. 

Which  tosse  my  fancic  like  a  b^U : 

Thus  one  mishap  doth  come  as  th'  other  s  past. 

And  still  the  greirtest  orossc  comes  eoerksU 

To  tell  the  starres  my  night  I  passe. 

And  much  conclude,  yet  questions  do  anw  ;^^ 

I  harrengues  make  though  dumbe,  md  teethoo^ 

blind,  ^  , , 

And  though  alone,  am  hem»d  abont  wit*  baa* : 
I  build  great  castelf  in  the  skies, 
Wboao  tender  turrets  hot  of  glasae. 
Are  straight  oretuni'd  with  enery  wind. 
And  rear»d  and  raz'd,  yet  witiiout  haads; 
I  in  tfi%  sUte  strange  miseries  detect. 
And  more  deuise  then  thoosaads  can  aObot. 
* 

My  Sonne  whilst  thua  I  itaod  perplexed. 
The  darknesse  doth  againe  cootitmlc. 
And  then  I  jraze  ^pon  that  dfnitte  grace. 
Which  as  that  I  had  view'd  Medusae's  head, 
Transfbrm'd  me  once ;  and  my  sad  sonic. 
That  thus  hath  bene  so  strangely  vext, 
Doth  from  her  seate  those  troubles  chase. 
The  which  before  dispaire  had  made. 
And  all  her  pow*r  rpon  contentment  feeds. 
No  ioy  to  that  which  after  wo  sncceeds. 


And  yet  those  dainties  of  my  ioyes^ 
Are  still  confected  with  some  feares. 
That  wdl  accustora'd  with  my  cmell  ftt^ 
Can  n»uer  trust  the  gift  that  th'  enemie 
And  onely  th»  end  true  witnesse  bearea : 
For  whilst  my  soule  her  pow*r  implayai. 
To  surfet  in  this  happie  stote, 
The  Heau'n  againe  my  wracke  contrraes. 
And  the  worid's  Sonne  cnnying  this  of  mine. 
To  dafkcn  my  loue's  world  begins  to  shme. 


SONSrXLIK. 

iTHiKKEthatClprisinahiglidiidaine,         

B»rr»dbythebarb'foqsTm*ettih«ta»qntnI«««»e, 

To  re^erect  the  mines  of  her  state, 

Gomeaore  their  bonnds  t'  estsd>lisbbeautie%wi^e ; 

And  whilst  her  greatnessa  doth  begin  to  ris^ 

As  sdainii^  templet  built  of  baMr  frame. 

She  in  thoee  losieflooweB  t>  enstall  her  na 

ReaiMtfMtly  «Ums  in  thgritaim  «yc^ 
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»  bofting  itill  »ilh 


^hkb  Tiiy  &in«  vopsnq^ni'd  doth  flee, 
iUt  tItAa  by  beAati«,  brautifr  iiiiei  by  thee. 


Ha  Cniiit 


SOSAET  U 


t  Cupid  ii»d  CdTOptM^bn  of  tnj  state^ 
wooncfed  *^tth  ft  vODd^rfull  remgr^e, 
^1  tfrit  he  vould  my  cruet L  ftiirc  rnforcCi 
i  roixr  of  her  cold  coaceit : 
jinc  tils  purpoie  to  fiilftJl, 
ucii  tit  rsffT  a  volly  from  the  *ki<ft, 
M  recejtie  the  dait»  witbia  her  eyes  ; 
a  Im  thmn  ertsmll  qyiutrs  kept  thefii^stiU. 
Hho  Tiiimt  W^ri*  ebey  win,  oft  io*e  the  game; 
And  thr  prrytifnpttmas  mipd  get*  mmnicit  Ibilea, 
I^>  '  h»u  e  tri  umpbM  ore  her  spotl^s, 

^\  ,  and  went  away  with  sbajne  * 

*  ■  i  « ii#rf:  ?»-    nop  d  1'  haife£  helped  me  by  ttijs  ttriiW, 
btwif  bt  ber  armci  «rberewkb  to  take  my  life. 


r 


m^wt  Li 


L'ji,  the  Bynif^  thai  ore  my  fande  ntigoe^ 
..'t  ^rhercaA  !  p  ■     '  ;  ..'    ak', 

hatiicerli  y  ,rt  to  mottc  ? 

loyal  I  loue, 
-t  ttkMc  griefea  ap«rt, 
'leaf 'I  lu!ii,,  wjicii  Uiat  yQ«  had  my  haft, 
coy  your  cikii^taiicje  to  prott^^ 
ri«  now  be  free: 
-ighes  n^oii»Is» 
.  r  iki  your  wauttrls, 
ze  m  m**  ;*^ 
icgao  to  wcepe, 
>iiaai^'«i  wk%k  tiie«teepe. 


SONET  LIT. 

mm.  4tlkj^t  huge  building  to  bcliotd, 
tlieftUfK  iiiouataioei,  ^iod$p  and  &IB0119 
fprtuj^s  f 

nmu  uiit«titt*  «f  iniMarkei.,  and  Eiich  tHmp 
tba  b<iG»tM!i  of  faine  baue  bene  iiiitil'd  : 
iiately  lown^^  that  i<\  thesvarr*^  were  rais'4,' 
•oitld  tlidr  mines  see  (their  Ueaiitie  'u  gone) 
vbi^  tbe  vorld'l  Ibfee  parttij  cac  li  bost^  of  one^ 
"^       p  Hannibill,  md  Beetor  pmis'd  i 
loe  «f  thu^e,  I  loiifl  a  tif  ht  as  rare* 
ta  1l»  iSlift  ore  my  life  as  quceoe  dotb  tit, 
W In  Vftte^ie.  Falips  10  wit; 
b  PMbt  ebsfft,  tb»i  VeouK  farre  more  faire: 
M  ftafil  bar  Jookci  «aea  tlireftieii  d«a(h  to  loep 
anftiCk  sweat  I  Kanruit  die. 


J90NET  Lin, 

Jlttw,  cUttiv  Fb^  that  i«ttie  be  not  tpent, 

'bibrfcOfiimob  h'wllamps  did  tya^e  thee  mooe, 
i  tb«  ffrat  thmulcfer  thimdred  froib  aboue* 


To  pitje  bis  coe<ju»U  be  cotitcDt; 

That  TO  edec*  dfith  the  Irke  fbftTi(>e  proue, 

TlMvnrne  hindloBf  fi^m  tJne  highest  flemu^ni  if 

lone: 
Here  bumfnf  on  tbf  bmti&m  f  llfEieot, 
The  ^ucGcW  did  001  teMfid  np^diiiifoe. 
Vet  mil  it  J  like  .(ly  gca^uw*  imeni, 
Wbifjh  ciiniKil  be  f^ondemtt^d  by  tlte  emttt. 
Thai  faull  va.^  lbrt%tBe%,  tbuugh  th*  ione  to  ttim;; 
And  by  my  falJ  I  &haJ|  be  hmcmr^d  oft, 
Mf  fall  dotlh  vilnene  t  was  oac^  aloft. 


90XET  LIV. 

Great  god  tbal  guides  the  dotpbJD  thrtiofh  Ibe 
decpe, 

I/Xkke  DOW  AS  thctti  didflt  then  with  smilipg  gracei. 
When,  seekta^  onoe  her  beauties  to  embrace 
ThoM.  foncM  the  lalre  Amimoue  ta  weepc  x 
The  liquid  moaarcbie  Ihou  cautt  ooi  keepe. 
If  Lhui  the  bhifttring  ps^  v^urp  thy  place  j 
Rfse  and  against  his  blast!  erect  thy  face  ; 
li-X  Triton *a  trumpet  sound  the  teas  aateepei 
With  thine  ownf*  a  rmes  the  wind  iHy  boMmo  woupd^ 
And  whilst  that  it  thy  followers'  fall  contriiiei, 
Thj?  trdent  lo  indang^r  dayly  Btriui^s, 
And  desalaCe  wonrd  render  nil  thy  bound »: 
Then  if  thou  thitik'*t  for  to  pFeseme  thy  *Utej 
Let  not  such  itormes  dbturb  thy  watrie  keate. 


11  band#. 


SOKKT  LV. 

I  EWtriE  Neptune  crff .         -^      '      ' 

Did  build  that  bft 

Nor  that  he,  emp?r 

J>)th  brooki^a  pi  or 

But  that  embmcin.:  s 

As  Aehilous  with  Alcidi^  u^ict. 

Still  wreitfin^  wiih  the  riuall  earth  he^cmei, 

For  cameitnf     '        "    ^  Eic:r  happie  Dtrst : 

Thui  Ti'ould  1 1  trgm  bfr  presence  *ti1!. 

For  when  I  aa...  _.-....,  lit?  fnnn'd  my  sail^. 

With  mitd  Zephir^  &rre  yet  prosprous  ftiles* 

And,  tike  t'  %ly?^f,  gaue  me  wind  at  wiH; 

But  when  I  would  retume,  O  what  dei^eiti 

Wtth  tumbling  waue»  thou  barr'tt  tbe  glavi«  f^t«l 


SObTET  LVL 

Loj  now  reuiiiing  toy  diteit'itm*  stile, 

I  prosecute  the  ten  our  of  my  late, 

And  follow  fortb  ftt  daageir%  hifbe^  fate, 

In  forraine  realmes  ray  lortti&e  lor  a  white  i 

1  might  bane  leam*d  this  by  my  I  ait  eule. 

That  change  of  countries  cannot  cbanga  ray  itata: 

Where  euer  that  my  bodie  seeke  a  »«ate, 

J  ieane  my  heart  iti  Albion's  gbriouf  yie  ; 

And  aince  then  banisbt  from  a  tottf  ly  »if  bt« 

I  marled  baue  my  tBind  to  sad  oonc^its, 

Tbottgh  to  the  furthest  part  that  faiae  dilalfil, 

I  might  00  Pegasus  addreise  my  flight  ^^ 

Yet  should  1  still  whilst  I  tnigbi  breatb  or  mou^, 

Kemaioa  the  numttar  of  wiijiay  aad^M^ 

Gooc 
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STIRUNG'S  POEMS. 


SONET  LVIT. 


WmuTth'  Apeiim  teems  doth'd  with  mofwfltovmtiiit. 
As  if  that  their  pure  white  all  hues  did  staine, 
I  match  them  with  thy  matehlease  faire  agaiiiei, 
Whose  Hllies  hane  a  Instar,  that  they  want : 
But  when  some  die,  train'd  with  a  pleasant  show, 
In  their  plaine-seeming  depths,  as  maoy  do^ 
Then  I  remember  how  Aurora  too. 
With  louely  rigoor  thousands  doth  onSthrow. 
Thus  is  it  fataU  by  th'  efieoU  we  know. 
That  beaotie  must  do  harme,  more  then  delight  i 
For  lo  the  snow»  the  whitest  of  the  white, 
Comes  from  the  clouds,  t*.  engender  yce  below ; 
So  she  with  whom  for  beautie  none  compares. 
From  clouds  of  cold  disdaine,  raines  downe  dc  spaires. 


SONET  LVIII. 

Fkarc  not,  my  faire,  that  euer  any  cbaunce 
So  shake  the  resolutions  of  my  mind, 
Hiat,  like  Pemophon,  changing  with  the  wind, 
I  thy  fame's  rent  not  labour  to  enhaunce : 
The  ring  which  thou  in  signe  of  fauoor  gaue. 
Shall  from  6ne  gold  transforme  it  selfe  in  glasse  t 
The  diamond  which  then  so  solid  was, 
Soft  like  the  waxe,  each  image  shall  recelue: 
First  shall  each  riuer  tume  vnto  the  spriug. 
The  tallest  uke  stand  trembling  like  a  reed. 
Harts  in  the  aire»  whales  on  the  mountaines  feed. 
And  foule  confusions  seaze  oo  euery  thing ; 
Before  that  I  begin  to  change  m  ought. 
Or  oo  another  but  bestow  one  thought 


SONET  UX. 

WntLrr  euery  youth  to  entertaine  his  loue. 
Did  straine  his  wits  as  farre  as  they  might  reach. 
And  arming  passions  with  a  pow'rfull  speach, 
Vsde  eath  patheticke  phrase  that  seruM  to  moue: 
Then  to  some  comer  still  retired  alone, 
I,  whom  melancholly  from  mirth  did  leade. 
As  hauing  view'd  Medusae's  snakie  head, 
Seem*d  metamorphos'd  in  a  marble  stone : 
And  as  that  wretched  mirrour  of  misc^hiefe, 
Whom  earst  Apollo  spoil'd,  doth  still  shed  teares. 
And  in  a  stone  the  badge  of  sorrow  beares. 
While  as  a  humid  vafiour  showcs  her  griefe  : 
So  whilst  transform'd  as  in  a  stone  I  stay, 
A  firie  smoke  doth  blow  my  griefe  away.' 


SONET  LX. 

Tai  Heauens  beheld  that  all  men  did  despise. 
That  which  the  owner  from  the  graue  aoquitee. 
That  sleepe,  the  belly,  and  some  base  delights. 
Had  banish'd  vertne  from  beneath  the  skies ; 
Which  to  the  world  againe  for  to  restore, 
The  gods  did  ane  of  theirs  to  th'  Earth  trantlbrre, 
And  with  as  many  blessings  following  her. 
As  earst  Pandora  kept  of  plagues  in  store. 
She,  since  she  came  withm  this  wretehed  vale, 
Both  in  each  mind  a  krae  of  glorie  breed ; 
Bettering  the  better  parts  that  bane  OMSt  need, 
JtaA  showes  how  worldlings  to  the  oloads  may  scale: 
She  clearos  the  world,  bnt  ah,  hath  darkned  me^ 
Made  Wind  by  bar,  my  telfo  I  cannot  tee. 


SONET  ua 


How  long  shall  I  bestow  ny  time  in  Taiae, 

And  sound  the  prajses  of  that  spilefull  boy; 

Who,  whilst  that  I  for  bim  my  paioes  inploy* 

Dotb  guerdon  me  with  bondafe  and  disdaiaa  ? 

O,  but  for  this  I  must  his  glorie  raise. 

Since  one  that  H  worthie  triumphs  of  my  fall ; 

Where  great  men  oft  to  such  hane  bene  nnade  thrall. 

Whose  birth  was  base,  whose  beantic  without  praise. 

And  yet  in  this  his  hatred  doth  appeare. 

For  otherwise  I  might  my  losse  repaire. 

But  being,  as  she  b,  exceeding  faire, 

I  'm  fbrc'd  to  hold  one  that 's  mgratefbU  deare : 

These  euerchangingtboughts  which  nought  can  bia^ 

May  well  beare  witoesse  of  a  troubled  mind. 


SONET  UOL 

Wnnr  as  the  Sunne  doth  drinke  vp  all  the  streivncs. 
And  with  a  feruent  heate  the  flowres  doth  kill; 
The  shadow  of  a  wood,  or  of  a  hill. 
Doth  serue  vs  for  a  targe  against  his  beames : 
But  ah,  those  eyes  that  borne  me  with-xlesire. 
And  seeke  to  parch  the  substance  of  my  aoole. 
The  ardour  of  their  rayes  for  to  oontroule, 
I  wot  not  where  my  selfe  fbr  to  retire : 
Twixt  them  and  me,  to  haue  procured  some  ease, 
I  interpos'd  the  seas,  woods,  hils,  and  riuers ; 
And  yet  am  of  those  neuer  emptied  quiuers 
The  obiect  still,  and  bume,  be  where  I  please: 
But  of  the  cause  I  need  not  fdr  to  doubt. 
Within  my  brest  I  beare  the  fire  about. 


SONET  IXUL 

Oft  haue  I  heard,  which  now  I  must  deny. 
That  nought  can  last  if  that  it  be  extreame  ; 
Times  dayly  change,  and  we  ISkewrse  in  them} 
Things  out  of  sight  do  straight  forgotten  die : 
There  ncnhing  is  more  Tehement  then  krae. 
And  3ret  I  bume,  and  home  still  with  one  flame. 
Times  oft  haue  cbang'd,  yet  I  remaine  the  same, 
Nought  from  my  miml  her  ims^  can  remoue : 
The  greatnesse  of  my  loue  aspires  to  ruth. 
Time  vowes  to  crowne  my  constancie  In  th'  end, 
And  absence  doth  my  fiuicies  but  extend ; 
Thus  I  perceiue  th<  poet  spake  the  truth. 
That  who  to  see  strange  countries  were  inoWd, 
Might  change  the  aire,  but  neuer  change  the^  miod* 


SONFTLXIV. 

I  WOT  not  what  strange  things  I  hane  deaign'd, 
Rut  all  my  gestures  do  presage  no  good ; 
My  lookes  are  gastly-like,  thoughtt  are  my  food, 
A  silent  pausing  showes  my  troubled  mind  t 
Hoge  hosts  of  thoughts  are  mustrhig  in  my  brest, 
Whose  strongest  are  eomhieted  by  despnhre. 
Which  haue  inuoln'd'my  hopes  in  snch  a  snare, 
That  I  by  death  would  seeke  an  endles  reet. 
What  fbrie  in  my  brett  strange  cares  enroulca, 
And  in  the  same  would  rearesteme  Plutoe  sseate! 
Go  get  yon  helnce  to  the  Tartarian  gate,  - 
And  breed  such  tenxmrt  in  the  dannied  soulcs : 
Too  many  grieuous  plagues  my  state  eztorse. 
Though  apprehended  horraait  host  not  wurse. 
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/ 


Ml NB  eyes  would  euer  on  thy  beaittiei  gaze. 
Mine  emtm  ate  mer  greedU  of  thy  fnOM, 
My  hoLTt  is  euer  mosing  on  the  same. 
My  tongofl  woold  still  be  homed  with  thy  pnimi 
I  woold  mine  eyes  were  blind  and  ooold  not  see, 
I  would  ^aa  earn  wera  daafe  and  woald  not  ieara^ 
1  woald  fliy  heart  would  naocr  hold  thee  deare, 
1  would  my  tongue  aU  such  reports  would  flee: 
Th'  eyes  in  their  circles  do  thy  picture  hoM, 
Th>eares'  conducts keepa  still  ecchoes  of  thy  fM>tth; 
The  heart  can  neuer  harre  sweat  Auocies  forth. 
The  tosigne  that  which  I  thinka  ttust  still  Yolbld : 
Thy  beauties  then  fton  which  I  would  reMI^ 
Th'  eyes  see,  th*  eares  heare,  th'  heart  thinks,  and 
tongue  must  tell.  ^ 


SONET  XCV. 

WaiLa  as  tlC  undanted  squadrons  of  my  mind, 
•On  mountaines  of  deserts  rear*d  high  desires, 
And  my  prood  heart,  that  euermore  aspires. 
To  scale  the  Heauen  of  beautie  had  designed : 
•The  £aire-fac'd  goddesse  of  that  stately  f  ramis 
Looked  on  my  haughtie  thoughts  with  scorpe  a  space; 
Then  thuudred  all  that  proud  gigantik^  race. 
And  from  her  lightning  lights  throw*d  n^ny  a  flame. 
Then  qnite  for  to  confotind  my  loftie  cares, 
Euen  it  the  first  encounter  as  it  chanc'd, 
Th'  ore-daring  heart  that  to  th*  assault  adaanc*d« 
Was  coa*red  with  a  weight  of  huge  dispaires. 
Beneath  the  which  the  wretch  doth  still  remalne, 
Casting  foith  flames  of  farie  and  disdaine. 


SONET  XCYi: 
Taoui  tygressa,  tell,  contents  it  not  thy  sight. 
To  see  oae  die  each  day  a  thousand  times  ? 
O  how  oould  I  commit  such  monstrous  crimes. 
As  merit  to  this  martirdome  by  night  ? 
Not  only  hath  thy  wrath  adiiidg*d  to  pune, 
This  earthly  prison  tiiat  thy  pletme  keepel, 
But  doth  the  sonle  while  as  the  hodie  slaepes. 
With  flkany  fearefull  dreames  from  rest  restraine. 
Lo,  thus  I  waste  to  wotke  a  tyrant's  will. 
My  dayes  in  torment,  and  my  nights  in  terroor. 
And  here  confin'd  within  an  endlesse  errour, 
Without  repentance  do  perseuer  still : 
That  it  18  hard  to  iadge  though  both  be  lost, 
Whose  constancie  or  croeltie  is  most 


SONET  XCVII. 

Looks  to  %.  tyrant  what  it  ia  to  yeeld, 
Wh5  printiogslill  to  publish  my  di«gnK:a« 
The  storie  of  my  oreliitow  in  my  foce. 
Erects  pale  trophees  in  that  bkmdlasse  field  i 
The  world  that  views  this  stmnge  triumphal!  arke, 
Reades  in  my  lookes  as  lines  thy  beautle's  deeds, 
Whidi  hi  each  mind  so  great  amaaement  breads, 
That  I  am  made  of  many  eyes  the  marke: 
But  what  auailes  this  tygresse  triumph,  O 
And  oould'st  thou  not  be  crnell  if  not  knowne. 
But  in  this  meagre  map  it  must  be  showne. 
That  thou  insalcst  to  see  thy  subiects  so  ? 
And*  my  disgrace  it  grieues  me  not  so  much. 
As  that  it  should  be  said  that  thou  art  such. 


S019BT  xcvni. 

Lbt  otheni  of  the  world's  deeayhig  tall; 
I  eaay  tiot  those  of  the  golden  age, 
That  did  their  carelesse  thoughts  for  nought  engage. 
But  cloy'd  with  all  delights,  lio'd  long  and  well : 
And  as  for  me,  I  mind  t*  applaud  my  fate ; 
Though  1  was  long  in  comming  to  the  light. 
Yet  ma^'  I  mount  to  fortune's  highest  height. 
So  great  a  good  could  neuer  come  too  late ; 
I  'm  glad  that  it  was  not  my  chance  to  liue. 
Till  as  that  heaoenly  creature  first  was  borne;, 
Who  as  an  angell  doth  the  Earth  adome, 
And  buried  Tertue  in  the  tombe  reniue : 
For  vice  ooerfiowes  the  worid  with  such  a  flood. 
That  in  it  all,  sane  she,  there  is  no  gegd. 


SONET  XCEX. 

Whiut  curiously  I  gaz'd  on  beautie*s  skies. 
My  sottle  in  litle  liquid  ruslets  runne. 
Like  SBOwie  mountaines  melted  with  the  I 
Was  liquified  through  force  of  two  faire  eyes, 
Thence    sprang  pure  springs   and  neuer-taintad 
In  vbicb  a  nymph  her  image  did  behold,  [strearoes^ 
And  cruell  she  (ah,  that  it  should  be  told) 
Whiles  daign'd  to  grace  them  with  some  chearfuH 
"nil  once  beholding  that  her  shadow  so,     [beames. 
Made  those  poore  waters  partners  of  her  praise. 
She  by  abstraoting  of  her  beautie*s  rayes, 
With  griefe  coogeard  the  source  from  whence  Uiey 
But  through  the  yce  of  that  vniust  disdaine,  [flow : 
Yet  still  transpares  her  picture  and  my  paine. 


SONET  C 
AtftoaA,  now  bane  I  not  cause  to  rage. 
Since  af  1  thy  fishing  but  a  frog  bath  catch*d  ? 
May  I  not  monme  to  see  the  morning  match'd. 
With  one  that 's  hi  the  enening  of  his  age  > 
Should  hoary  lockes,  sad  messengers  of  death. 
Sport  with  thy  golden  hatres  in  beaatie*s  inne  ? 
And  should  that  farrow>d  face  foyle  thy  smooth 

skinne. 
And  bath  it  selfe  in  th*  atnbrpsie  of  thy  breath  ? 
More  then  mine  owne  I  lament  thy  miihaps; 
Must  he  who»  iealous  through  blft  owne  defects. 
Thy  beautie*s  tnstainM  treasure  still  suspects, 
Sleepe  on  the  snow-swohie  pillowes  of  tby  paps. 
While  as  a  lothed  burthen*  in  thine  armes, 
DMh  make  thee  out  of  time  waile  curelesse  harmr*!. 


SONET  CL 
All  that  behold  me  on  thy  beautie's  shelfe. 
To  cast  my.  selfe  away  toss*d  with  oonceit. 
Since  thou  wilt  haue  no  pitieof  my  state, 
Would  that  I  tooke  some  pitie  of  my  selfe: 
«  For  what,'*  say  they, "  though  she  disdaine  to  bow. 
And  takes  a  pleasure  for  to  see  thee  sad. 
Yet  there  be  many  a  one  that  would  be  glad. 
To  host  themselves  of  such  a  one  as  thoo." 
But,  ah,  their  oounseli  of  small  knowledge  sauours. 
For  O,  poore  fooles,  they  see  not  what  I  see, 
Thy  fh>wne6  are  sweeter  then  their  smiles  can  be. 
The  worst  of  thy  disdaines  worth  all  their  fauours : 
I  rather  (deare)  of  thine  one  looke  to  haue. 
Then  of  another  all  that  I  would  craue. 
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SONET  CU.  - 
Want  as  that  louely  ^ent  of  beaatie  dies. 
And  that  thou  as  thine  enemie  fleest  thy  glasie. 
And  doest  with  griefe  remember  what  it  was, 
That  to  betray  my  heart  allar'd  mine  eyes : 
Then  hauing  bought  experience  with  great  paines, 
Thou  Shalt  (^Ubough  too  late)  thine  errour  find. 
Whilst  thou  reilolu'st  in  a  digested  mind, 
My  faithfull  loue,  and  thy  vnkind  disdaines : 
And  if  that  former  times  might  be  recal*d. 
While  as  thou  sadly  sitst  retir*d  alone. 
Then  thou  wouldst  satisfie  for  all  that 's  gone. 
And  I  in  thy  heart's  throne  would  be  instal'd : 
Deare,  if  I  know  thee  of  this  mind  at  last, 
l*]e  thinke  my  selfe  aueng^d  of  all  that 's  past. 


ELEGIE  III. 

In  silent  horrours  here,  where  neuer  mirth  remarnes, 
I  do  retire  my  selfe  apart,  as  rage  and  griefe  oon- 

straines: 
So  may  I  sigh  vnknowne,  whilst  other  comfdrt  failes, 
An  inftimcbised  citizen  of  solitarie  vales ;  [please, 
Her  priuiledge  to  plain,  since  nought  but  plaints  can 
My  sad  conceptions  I  disclose,  diseased  at  my  ease. 
No  barren  pitie  here  ray  passions  doth  increase, 
'Nor  no  detracter  here  resorts,  deriding  my  distresse : 
Butwandrieg  through  the  world,  a  vagabonding 

guest,  [rest 

Acquiring  most  contentment  then  when  I  am  reft  of 
V  Against  those  froward  fates,  that  did  my  blisse  con- 

troule,  [my  soule. 

I  thunder  forth  a  thousand  threats  in  th'  angubh  of 
And  lo,  lunaticke-like  do  dash  on  euery  shelfe. 
And  coouocate  a  court  of  cares  for  to  condemne  my 

selfe: 
My  fancies,  which  in  end  time  doth  fisntaaticketry, 
I  figure  forth  essentially  in  all  the  obiects  by: 
In  euery  comer  where  ray  recklesse  eye  repaires, 
I  reade  great  volumes  of  mishaps,  memorials  of 

despaires : 
All  things  that  I  behold  Tpbraid  me  my  estate. 
And  oft  I  blush  within  my  brest,  asham*d  of  my 

conceit  [winds, 

Those  branches  broken  downe  with  mercie-wanting 
Obiect  me  my  deiected  state,  that  greater  fury  finds: 
Their  winter-beaten  weed  disperst  vpon  the  plaine. 
Are  like  to  my  renounced  hopes,  all  scattred  with 

disdaine. 
Lo,  wondring  at  my  state,  the  strongest  torrent  stayes, 
And  turning  and  returning  oft,  would  soome  my 

crooked  wayes. 
In  end  I  find  my  fate  ouer  ^1  before  my  face, 
Enregistred  eternally  in  th'  annales  of  disgrace. 
Those  crosses  out  of  count  might  make  the  rockes 

to  riue,  [striue: 

That  this  small  remanent  of  life  for  to  extinguish 
And  yet  my  rockie  heart  so  hardned  with  mishaps, 
Now  by  no  meanes  can  be  commou*d,  not  with  Ioue*8 

thunder  claps : 
But  in  huge  woes  inuoln'd  with  intricating  art, 
Surcharg'd  with  sorrowes  I  succomb  and  senslesly 

do  smart ; 
And  in  this  labyrinth  exUM  from  all  repose, 
I  consecrate  this  cursed  corpes  a  sacrifice  to  woes: 
Whilst  many  a  furious  plaint  my  smoaking  breast 

shall  breath, 
EccUps*d  with  many  a  cloudie  tho  Jght,  aggrieu*d 

vnto  the  death : 


l^^th  th*  eccho  plac'd  beside  some  solitary  aoime, 
Disaslioas  accidents  shall  be  the  groood  of  cor  dia- 

ooarse. 
Her  maimed  words  sbal  show  hosr  my  bnit  heart 

half  dies, 
Cooiusi'd  with  corrotittcs  of  care,  caractred  in  mine 

eyes.  [spects. 

My  Muia  shall  now  do  more,  tnmsported  with  re- 
Exalt  that  eoill  deseming  one  as  fiancie  still  directs: 
Nor  yet  do  parUall  pen  shaU  spot  her  spoUessefiuae, 
Vnhoneitly  dishonoring  an  honorable  name. 
But  I  shall  sadly  sing,  tootragickly  inclinM,  [miod. 
Some  snbiect  sympathising  with  my  melandioUoas 
Nor  will  I  more  describe  my  dayly  deadly  strife. 
My  pnbfike  wrongs,  my  prioate  woes,  mulacks  in 

loue  and  life:  [toiles. 

That  would  but  vexe  the  world  for  to  extoid  ny 
In  painting  forth  particulariy  my  many  fbnnes  of 

foiles. 
No,  none  in  speciall  I  purpose  to  bewray,        [ay. 
Bat  one  as  all,  and  all  as  one,  1  mind  to  monnie  fbr 
For  being  iustly  weigh'd,  the  least  that  I  lament, 
Desernes  indeed  to  be  bewail'd,  til  th*  vse  of  th' 

eyes  be  spent; 
And  since  I  should  the  least  perpetually  deplore, 
The  most  agiin  though  maruellous,  can  be  benuMi'd 

no  more. 


SONET  cm. 

To  yeeld  to  those  I  camibt  but  disdaine. 
Whose  faice  doth  but  entangle  foolish  heuis; 
It  is  the  beautie  of  the  better  parts. 
With  which  I  mind  my  fancies  for  to  chaine. 
Those  that  haue  nought  wherewith  men's  minds  to 
But  ODcly  curied  lockes  and  wanton  lookes,   [gaiae. 
Are  hut  like  fleethig  baites  that  haue  no  hookes. 
Which  may  well  take,  but  cannot  well  retame: 
He  that  began  to  yeeld  to  th*  outward  grace. 
And  then  the  treamres  of  the  mind  doth  prooes 
He,  who  as  t  were  was  irith  the  maske  in  lone. 
What  doth  he  thinke  when  as  he  pees  the  fkse  ? 
Nd  doubt  being  lim*d  by  th'  outward  colours  ao^ 
That  inward  worth  would  neuer  let  him  go. 


SONET  CIV. 
LoMG  time  I  did  thy  cruelties  detest. 
And  blaz'd  thy  rigour  in  a  thousand  lines  s 
But  now  through  my  complaints  thy  vertue  shines. 
That  was  but  working  all  things  for  the  best : 
Thou  of  my  rash  affections  held'st  t^  raines. 
And  spying  dangerous  sparkes  come  from  my  fires, 
Didst  wisely  temper  my  enflam'd  desires, 
With  somechastniuours,  mist  with  sweet  disda&ws: 
And  when  thou  saw'st  I  did  all  hope  despise,  * 
And  look'd  like  one  that  wrestled  with  despaire. 
Then  of  my  safetie  thy  exceeding  care, 
Show'd  that  I  kept  thine  heart,  thoo  but  thine  eyes: 
For  whilst  thy  reason  did  thy  fancies  tame, 
I  saw  the  smoke,  although  thou  hidst  the  fiame. 


SONET  CV. 
SBoutD  I  the  treasure  of  my  life  betake,     [marre, 
To  thought-toss'd  breath  whose  babling  might  it 
Words  with  aflectiun  wing'd  might  flee  too  farie, 
And  oocc  sent  forth  can  neuer  be  brought  backe: 
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Nor  win  I  tnuk  waoB  ^m,  whote  pMtitdl  lookci 
Haae  oft  oovpir'd  for  to  betray  my  mind, 
And  wonid  their  light  still  to  one  obi«ct  biiid» 
While  as  the  formce  of  my  boaome  smokes: 
No,  Do^  my  krae»  apd  that  which  makes  me  thrall. 
Shall  oaely  be  entrosted  to  my  soole. 
So  may  I  stray,  yet  none  my  course  contnmle. 
Whilst  though  orethrowne^Donetriurophslbrmyiall : 
My  thoughts,  while  as  oonfio'd  within  my  biesty 
Shall  onely  priuie  to  my  passions  rest. 


SONET  CVf. 

AwAR,  my  Muse,  and  leane  to  dreame  of  kmes^ 

Shake  off  soft  fancie's  chaines,  I  must  be  free, 

rie  perch  no  more,  Tpon  the  mirtle  tree, 

Nor  glide  through  th'  aire  with  beauties  sacred  doues; 

But  with  looe's  stately  bird  He  leaae  my  nest, 

Aod  trie  my  sight  against  Apoiloe's  rates : 

Then  if  that  ought  my  ventroos  course  dismaies* 

Vpon  the  oliue's  bpugbes  Tie  light  and  rest: 

rie  tune  my  accents  to  a  tmmpet  now. 

And  seeke  the  laurell  in  another  field, 

Thus  I  that  once,  as  beautie  meanes  did  yeeld. 

Did  diuers  garments  on  my  thoughts  bestow: 

like  Icarus  I  feare,  vnwisely  bold. 

Am  purpos*d  others'  passions  now  t*  vnfbld. 


SONG  X. 


Fakbwill  sweet  fancies,  and  once  deare  delights, 
The  treasures  of  my  life,  which  made  me  proue 

ThatTnacoomplishM  ioy  that  charm'd  the  sprigbts. 
And  whilst  by  it  I  onely  seem'd  to  moue. 

Did  hold  my  rauish'd  soule,  big  with  desire^ 

That  taiUng  those,  to  greater  did  aspire. 

Farewell  free  thraMome,  fireedome  that  was  thrall. 

While  as  I  led  a  solitary  lif^ 
Yet  neuer  lease  ahme,  whilst  arm'd  fnr  all, 

My  thoughts  were  busied  with  an  endlewe  strife : 


Fbr  then  not  hauing  bomid  my  selffe  to  any, 
I  being  bound  to  none,  was  bound  to  many. 

Great  god,  that  tam'st  the  gods'  old-wilted  child. 
Whose  temples  brests,  whose  altan  are  men's 

Prom  my  heart's  (brt  thy  legions  are  eziPd,  [hearts. 
And  Hymen's  torch  hath  bom'd  out  all  thy  darts : 

Since  I  m  end  haue  bound  my  seHis  to  one, 

That  by  this  meanes  I  may  bie  bound  to  none. 

Then  daintie  goddesse  with  Che  soft  white  skinne^ 
To  whom  so  many  offriogs  dayly  smoke. 

Were  beautie's  processe  yet  fbr  to  begin. 
That  sentence  I  would  labour  to  reooke: 

Which  on  mount  Ida  as  thy  smiles  did  charme^ 

The  Phrigian  shepheard  gaue  to  his  owne  hanne. 

And  if  the  qnestion  were  refor'd  to  mee, 
On  whom  I  would  bestow  the  ball  of  gold, 

I  feare  me  Venus  shonld  be  last  of  three^ 
For  with  the  thunderer's  sister  1  would  hold* 

Whose  honest  flames  pent  in  a  lawful!  bounds. 

No  feare  distnihs,  nor  yet  no  shame  oonfoonds. 

I  mind  to  speake  no  more  of  beautie's  done. 
The  peacocke  is  the  bird  whose  fame  Tie  raise  ; 

Not  that  I  Aigos  need  to -watch  my  loue. 
But  so  his  mistris  luno  for  to  praises 

And  if  1  wish  his  eyes,  then  it  shall  be. 

That  I  with  many  eyes  my  loue  may  see. 

Then  farewell  crossing  ioyes,  and  ioyfnll  crosses, 
Most  bitter  sweets,  and  yet  most  sngred  sowen. 

Most  hurtfoU  gaines,  yet  most  commodious  losses. 
That  made  my  yeares  to  flee  away  like  howerh 

And  spent  the  spring-time  of  mine  age  in  vaine. 

Which  now  my  summer  must  redeeme  agaiii^ 

O  welcome  easie  yoke,  sweet  bondage  come, 
1  seeke  not  from  thy  toiles  for  to  be  shielded. 

But  I  am  well  cont^t  to  be  orecome. 
Since  that  I  must  commaond  when  I  hau^yeelded: 

Then  here  I  quit  both  Cupid  and  bis  mother. 

And  do  resigne  my  selfe  t'  obtaine  another. 


DOOMES-DAY; 

oa, 
THE  GREAT  DAY  OF  THE  LORD'S  IVDGEMENT. 


SNGOBCIUM  BY  DRUMBCOKD. 

LiKi  Sophocles  (the  hearers  in  a  trance) 
With  crimson  Cothume,  on  a  stotely  stage,  [glance) 
If  thou  march  forth  (where  all  with  pomp  doth 
To  mone  the  mooarcbs  of  the  world's  first  age: 
Or  if  like  Phcebus  thou  thy  selfe  advance ;  [badge, 
AU  bright  with  sacred  flames,  known  by  Heaven's 
To  make  a  day,  of  dayes  which  scomes  the  rage : 
Whilst,  when  they  end,  it,  what  should  come,  doth 
Kance. 


Thy  Pboenix-Miise  still  wing*d  with  wonders  fives. 
Praise  of    our   brookes,    staine    to   old    PiiiUus 

springs, 
And  who  thee  follow  would,  scarce  with  their  eyes 
Can  reach  the  spHeare  where  thou  most  sweetly 

sings. 
Though  string'd  with  starres.  Heavens,  Orpheus 

harpe  enrolle. 
More  worthy  thine  to  blaee  abont  the  pole. 
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DOOMES-DAY; 

XHJS  CmCAT  jRM'  OF  TUB  hQRJ}*9  l\JMM9imiT. 


X99  iRGUMJBNT. 

Goo  by  hit  werkct  demonstrHivel  j  ppoVd ; 
Hit  pvovidenee  (Tropngnhig  Atheif me)  vrg'd ; 
Tbv^k^ttttfh'oai  8eoTen,  fron  Eden  nmi  remo^4; 
Of  guilty  guests  the  world  by  water  purg'd  j 
Who  never  sifM*d  to  dye  for  sinne  Miov'd ; 
Those  who  him  scowrg>d  in  God's  gi^eat  wrath  are 
«»arR*<J ;  [pwt, 

Soma  tamporall  plagues  and  HBartfttll  jodgeflneots 
Are  died  here  astigms  of  «be  Kast 


Tioit,  of  whose  power(not  reachM  by  reason^beight) 
The  sea  a  drop,  we  th'  eaith  a  mote  may  call : 
And  for  whose  trophees,  stately  to  the  s^t. 
The  azure  arke  was  rcar'd  (althotigh  too  small) 
And  from  the  lampe  of  whose  moat  glorious  light 
The  Sun  (a  sparke)  weake,  for  weake  eyes  did  faH, 
Breath  thou  a  heavenly  fury  in  my  brest: 
'  Hmgthe  sabbath  of  etemalf  rest 

Though  every  where  disccm'd,  no  where  coafin*d, 

0  thou,  whose  feet  the  ck>ods  (as  dust)  a#ml, 
Whost  t^oyce  the  thunder,  and  whose  breath  the 

winde,  [thy  word, 

Whgse'lbot-stoole  th»  Earth,  scate  Heaven,  works  of 
Guards,  hosts  of  angels  moving  by  thy  minde, 
Wl^pse  weapons,  famine,  tempest,  pest,  and  sword ; 
My  cloudy  knowledge  by  thy  wisdome  cleare, 
And  by  my  Weakenesse  make  thy  power  appeare. 

toe,  ravishM  (Lord)  with  pleasure  of  thy  love, 

1  feele  my  soule  enflam*d  with  sacred  fires. 

Thy  judgements,  and  thy  mercies,  whil'^  I  n?OYe»  . 
To  celebrate,  my  Muse  with  zeale  aspires ; 
lord,  by  tl^  helpe  this  enterprise  approve. 
That  successe  so  may  second  my  desires. 
Make  Sathan*s  race  to  tremble  at  my  lines, 
And  thine  rejoyce  while  as  thy  glory  shines. 

Ye  blinded  soules,  who  even  in  frailty  tmst, 
By  moment's  pleasures  flaming  eodlesse  paine, 
Whirst  charged  with  heavy  chaines,  vile  slaves  to  lust. 
Of  earth,  and  earthly,  till  en-earth'd  againe ; 
Heare,  hold,  and  weigh  my  words,  for  once  ye  must 
The  strange  effects  of  what  I  tell  sustaine : 
I  goe  to  sing  (or  thunder)  in  your  eares, 
A  Heaven  of  comfort,  or  a  Hell  of  feares. 

All  my  transported  thoaghts  at  randome  flye. 
And  where  to  fixe,  no  soHd  ground  can  findej 
Whil'st  silent  wondring  makes  a  setled  eye, 
What  huge  amazementhath  o'rewhe1m*d  my  minde? 
How  some  dare  scome  (as  if  a  fabubus  lye) 
That  they  should  rise  whom  death  to  dust  doth  binde, 
And  like, to  beasts,  a  beastly  life  they  leade. 
Who  iioaSB;ht  attend  save  death  wbea  they  are  dnd. 


Bat  yet  what  I  BWttv\l,  ooc  ^twStffi  '^Mh  aertit^ 
When  as  I  heare  (O  Heavens  shoaM  soch  baw 

breath:) 
That  there  be  men  (if  men  we  n«y  esteoMc 
Tftmkes  that  are  voM  of  soules,  soules  void  of  feitSi,) 
Who  all  this  worid  the  woite  of  fortune  deeme. 
Not  hoping  mercy,  nor  yet  fearing  wrath. 
There  is  no  God,  fooles  in  their  hearts  doe  sajTt 
Yet  make  their  hearts  their  gods,  and  them  dbcj. 

The  stately  Heavens  which  glory  doth  array. 
Are  mirrours  of  God's  admirable  might;  [the  day. 
There,  whence  forth  spraadttha  night,  forth  spnngs 
He  fixM  the  foontaines  of  this  temporall  light. 
Where  statefy  stars  enstall'd,  some  stand,  some  stray. 
All  sparks  of  h'ls  great  power  (though  small  yet 

bright) 
By  what  none  utter  can,  no,  not  conceive. 
All  of  his  greatnesse,  shadowes  may  perceive. 

What  glorious  lights  through  christall  lanteriMS 

glance, 
(Asalwaies  burning  with  thehr Maker's  love) 
Spheares  keepe  ottt  musicke,  they  one  measan 
Like  influence  below,  like  course  above,       [daoc** 
And  all  by  order  led,  not  drawne  by  chance. 
With  majestie  /as  still  in  triumph)  move. 
And  (liberall  of  their  store)  seeme  shouting  thos;  ^ 
"  Looke  up  all  soules,  and  gaze  on  God  through  us.'* 

» 
This  pondVoosmasse  (though  oft  deform*d)  stiU  fiure. 
Great  in  our  sight,  yet  then  a  starre  more  small. 
Is  ballanc'd  (as  a  mote)  amid*st  the  ajrre; 
None  knowcs  what  way,  yet  to  no  side  doth  fell. 
And  yearely  springs,  growes  ripe,  fades,  felles,  rjchy 

bare. 
Men's  tnotber  first,  still  mistresse,  yet  their  thralt 
It  centers  Heavens,  Heavens  compasse  it,  both  be 
Bookes  where  God's  pow'r  the  ignorant  may  see. 


What  ebhas,  Ibwei^sareli*  SMid  sinks,  who  i 

Whii'st  flouds  from  th'  earth  burst  in  abundance  out. 
As  she  her  brood  did  wash,  or -for  them  weepe : 
Who  (havingjife)what  dead  things  prove,dare  doubt; 
Who  fine  €id  found  the  dungeons  of  tl^  deepe  ? 
But  one  in  all,  ore  all,  above,  aboot: 
The  floods  for  our  detight,  first  calme  were  set. 
But  stQi^e  afi^  roare,  since  men  did  God  forget 

,Who  parts  the  swelling  spouts  that  sift  the  raine? 
Who  reines  the  winds,  the  waters  doth  empale  ? 
Who  frownes  in  stonqes,then  'smiled  in  calmes  againe. 
And  doth  dispense  the  treasures  of  the  haila? 
Whose  bow  doth  bended  in  the  clouds  remaine  ? 
Whose  daru  (dread  thunder-bolts)  make  men  look 

pale? 
Even  thus  these  things  to  show  his  power  aspire. 
As  shadowes  doe  the  Sunne,  as  smoke  doth  fire. 

God  visibly  invisible  who  raignes, 
Soule  of  all  soules,  whose  light  each  light  directs, 
All  first  did  fveely  make,  and  still  maintaines,. 
The  greatest  rules,  the  meanest  not  neglects ; 
Fore-koowes  the  end  of  all  that  he  ordaines. 
His  will  each  cause,  each  cause  breeds  fit  effects. 
Who  did  make  all,  all  thus  could  onely  leade. 
None  couM  make  all,  hot  who  was  never  made. 
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J  to  Btvrkc  thy  ikrkftH^d  jn(Jg«™^nt  leade, 
F(if  tliy  wife)  tJwwi  nrniit  thy  Mi^er  ^rwjw^ 
'  »»!)  ihf  neimbers  pnivid^tl^  mnHcr.p 
^  Iwc  tread  ih'  mrrh  (to  be  rantenin'd)  Uid  low, 

okr  on  lieareti  emUcd  wa4  ihy  head. 
It  thtr^.  thuo  miKbf «t  th<^  mafiHy  ii^«D«.kiri  see,  [!>£% 
?ro«i  wliracc  Uiou  »rti  wliete  tbon  shouldVt  $*?ekc  in 

Tb*"  vorUl  io  *o»Ie»,  Oc»dV  injiige  c^e^iTe  m»y  *««, 
Tboiiifli  mirmuf^  bra«'4  wheti  taJun,  sj>|>ark5  drm*d 

Thitf  in  jrtrict  botiocls,  itrk't  IkjikIs,  lt*pt  cmptive  be, 
Y«i  w^k«  arc  alt  thk  all*  tod  kiiU9  ool  klKWII^ 
V«i  acof^  to  HfJiTcii,  99  fnsm  tb*ir  Uurdfn  free, 
Mil  tiufre  $ec  lbru$%  which  Cttimot  #ell  be  ihg«ti«, 
Bh**  cjio  conceive,  #11  mint  admtoe  bii  might, 
Of  ^hqcu  each  a  tome  gJTcs  so  great  a  light* 

Whffi  tTT^iblet!  ccuradiHiee  rewls  Accusing  scmule?, 
'■V  '    ^* 'd  are  cren  by  t he hreasfis  own  brood  j 

*►  1  mr  wound*  rcmordmg  soulcs, 

^V ,     :  r  fckxli-  wbttt  3ceiii*d  a  pieaswnt  food  ! 

A  ^  :<■]  J.  ..  r  their  wand  Vinf  thou  fhbicoiitraulet^ 
And  ;  ■fiiiur.-Qg  rrill)  an  author  firov^  of  food. 
Tbof  here  write  mintlea  a  map  of  HeH  tfoe  Icndj, 
Tb  4kQ»  vhtt  borroiirs  damiit;d  soule?  attettdt 

Tu  |i«at  s  God,  the  Divi^l  ntAf  mtake  men  wite^ 
Whose  tppufitkOM  ftlhewi*  muit  tipbrmid. 
Who  b&Tfi»«iiig  bodke,  doih  liim$elfe  disf  aise, 
Uit  name  hk  iiglJDe»«  might  make  «fr*id  : 
Vet  oft  in  mooitreijs  iWines  doili  roaring  rt^c, 
Ti  ereo  f  ai  £?hanTi*d)  the  charmer  standi  dtsmaid* 
lie  bell'  tibhyminabic  lyef, 

Eloud  l:  :..  Biid  lerratir  m  hii  «yeA» 

'  Uiftt  it  rnin*d  be 
D.    .  _i5  armwes)  aytneat  ill, 

^t«  one  iiiAl  njile»  tlic  w^TrHd  b}'  hii^decrer; 
Wh^iinl(«»  h«fKivcr  wdK  equall  with  hi«  will? 
nrvhrch  (iiol  Mttopllfne  ai  pleafure  free) 
n. , k.rcvi ,  iiiGcicili  ft'iMdeiaaf  «ulL 
Fntt  ^Tef  y  iJraif  tlMM  fprmgc  to  Ood  tome  pmiw. 
Me^i  Aftgiels^  diTels,  mil  in«4t  hi*  glory  laiie* 

TKoMfftitr  :^'4resftea«ii]udi 

Fw  «bttiL  I  Fit:  tii^L   uiH  -  f  ,  ii.c  ia»j>L  tnlt  ti>UChi 
Tb'  uoei'  py*^  are  b]ind<>,  the  others'  are  not  cicare ; 
T>»rjr  mtnd««  (fal^e  uiirroiirs)  franK^  a  g'^.idt  fursucb 
>^i  «»taii  ttfttigfit  things  crooketl  mak^  appeare. 
I^ttrlaith  II  never  Arrne,  tiieir  lo^e  not  brj(fhti 
A*  ■nkert  withoi.it  bolds^  fifts  without  lig^ht, 

Tbcif  |ud^i»i?iit«  fond,  by  fmiRy  dl  confinikt 
Whose  loale  («»  water)  vanity  devoured  ; 
IWftine  in  God  what  id  themselvea  tht^y  fitide, 
^  weAkjicgifie  jod^e  tha  pow'r  of  pow'ri ; 

i  bound e<t  l»(iiindiog  by  their  minJe) 

!'!  *i*£n;     •■  i^rden    with    t^fre&triali 

MeniirillPi  Ti  as  lliey  are,      [llowjes. 

tnI  OMitiHrte  ,.,,  ,,....^^  :#>  cormpiioo's  squarcc*' 

Th/ry  Mfmli**  th'»t  flod  laft  pteaiiire  doth  aiL^t^ 
luird  io  ^4e,  aih  gTt:iit» 
ijtic,  or  lit  ih(!  Jejwt  iifglcex 
— «■  t*L»»f,  Pijrj^t^^ and  Inborious  state, 
'^^  be  dMarfi«a  to  ftierdon,  or  correct 
J^^Bnt^m  tnHI;  ft!  fre«  fjoiu  IgfC,  irr  bate. 


1'hat  when  th'  Earth  is  hii  pitttpect  from  1^  tlde^ 
As  men  on  beasts^  on  men  he  casts  his  i?ytt, 

Nv,  high  in  Heaven  fram  whf-nct"  far  bitidcji,iiiid  ireai|  ■ 
He  ID  votuptiMiUi  eate  not  «a1  lowing  lye»  j  *" 

Whai  WBis  what  h,  what  shall  be,  all  hi»  toei, 
Weighs  eFrry  worke,  (N*ch  hfarl  in  Btcret  try**, 
i>jth  all  foiMird^  then  daily  by  degnM* 
nive^  or  ahslracta  hia  gtaoe,  ca.me,  end,  both  if^ 
His  con  tempi  Atioii  fKrre  tranieefidi  oof  rooeb,       '' 
Yet  wbnt  at»  a»  to  knovp  hU  wocd  doth  Itadi* 

Then  to  confirme  what  wa»  ttlBrm^d  before, 

That  oo  Gotl  is,  or  Goil  doth  not  regard, 
W!io  doe  b!as<ph*'rae  [say  foub-s)  or  who  adore, 
Thiik  ed  dne  vesgeajice  wanl^  and  that  rewaid,     J 
Theft  gniily  men  the  wicked  prospet  ifiore, 
r  'hI  the  Others  soar'd     •! 

1  le.at^d  drt^ame  but  jofij 
Vi  Mil  M  iiM.y  ifij^i  iHij  i.«:  «iih'd,  doc  all  cnjay.       « 

The  Sunne  m  all  lik?'  romfi*ft  df^th  inlw» 
The  ra  ne  to  nil  t-  •■>  part$» 

Heaven's  treasnr  i^ve,  and  n<»e, 

Whlc h  God  tu  a  1 1  . *.i  /  i mpam ; 

Eac h  m inde**  f rt  pwtiofli  doe  ahu^e , 

Each  bnni 'nous  !■     \  :^!  lidtneKefmArt?. 

Thns  all  alive  alike  ali  foriuneatry. 
And  aj  the  bad.  even  so  the  b^^  doe  dje> 

p  men  most  simple,  and  yet  more  theti  »iad, 
Whose  foolish  heartswRne  whulv  IvinNi  <ubiitt^d, 
Whirst^oodiDcnnowaregri'^  ,  ott  be  f  biii 

They  weake,  (yet pure)  yon  ^-  mrn'd,  an  ' 

Hiiier«'  are  the  oddes betwixt  the  btst  audbad  [^ew'dj 
Which  darkely  here,  hence  shnU  b^cle«t*ly  vicw'il 
WTien  of  God's  wi^th  the  wiiide  srft*  soule*  at  I 
They  shall  abtde,  yo«  vanish  at  a  blunL 


»  both  dcaifn'd, 
II  w«mka  ti^ht  depend^  j 
V  difference  find^,  * 
ttiall  tli4iud\t5  aseend. 


ijod%  benefit*  lb  ' 

WhiJ'st  jwd^ero*  i 

Y»'t  th*  inward  *:) 

To  ba  I  lance  then ! 

The  t:ift  isone,  N  :.  .  fiver's  minde, 

The  nse  m  oitc»  but  ot*t  the  u$er'«  and* 

Qo4  &o  would  elof[gP!  the  une,  the  other  T*ite, 

Those  take  themfej^est'i>  plea<e,  they  him  to 

The  f  odly  iJJ,  the  *  ick^d  ^ooil  may  have, 

Atid  lioth  may  be  nvhil'st  here,  pkas*d*  or  annaf  *ilf 

But  MM  ihey  ari^,  all  make  what  they  r^eivo, 

tfot  reai  of  it  lelfe,  but  as  rmpby'd  ; 

Tboie  titmpormtl  ti«aiurtt  mcinamisnta  doe  lea(V«v 

As  by  a  btcMtnf ,  or  a  cnr«e  con*oy*d. 

Hut  this  ia  sstc,  wh«t  ev«r  God  doth  send. 

To  food  msn's  ^ood,  to  evill  men's  i)l  doth  tend. 

God,  soides  to  cure,  doth  dif  ens  batmen  apply, 
Whilst  bisii  tntetit  the  succcsac  stjll  doth  crowne  | 
Some  are  pressM  downe,  lest  they  thou  Id  i(»cil  to<^l 
high,  [dowiut^/ 

Some  arc  rais\l  high,  lest  that  thoy  shoo  Id  »ink«j 
Saine  mvM  have  wealth,  their  charity  to  try^ 
Some  poverty,  their  patience  to  renowne* 
^'  He  wbo  made  all,  knuvts  all,  mad  m  tb«y  niMda-* 
Kol  as  they  wish,  makes  Ihitigi  with  his  ■uccetd.*^! 

Since  woTldly  i  hings,  God  makes  both  lorti  t . ^_ 

Whose  use  in  them  a  gratefoltiesse  should  move: 
Let  us  seeke  greater  Ihit^  (thoiti|h  ^eming  te^aeLi 
Which  for  one  sort  doe  onely  ppoper  prove,  • 

That  heavetdy  grace,  whose  powernotie  can  e»pr      ^ 
H'husc  fruits  an^vertue,  aeale,  ^itii,  hope,  and  lorfti  j 
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<  The  tMf  nifty  the  widEed's  trefttures  gaine^ 
Bat  them  the  wicked  nerer  can  attaine." 


Ah,  irhf  fthdtild  soules  for  seoMlene  riehei  care ! 
They  mercy  neede,  it  b  a  way  to  wrath : 
The  fint  man  he  was  made,  the  reit  home  bare; 
Thoae  toting  treasnres  come,  and  goe  with  breath. 
Not  mortals'  goods,  no^  mortalb'  evils  they  are, 
Which  (since  bat  dead)  can  nothing  gitc  sare  dcasth* 
Their  seed  base  eare,  their  ftuit  is  torturing  peine, 
A  losse  when  found,  oft  loat,  the  looser*s  gaine. 

The  greatest  good  that  by  such  wealth  is  sought, 
Are  flattering  pleasures,  which  (whiPst  fowumg) 

stayne, 
A  smoke,  a  shadow,  firath,  a  dreame,  a  thought, 
light,  sliding,  fimile,  abusing,  fond,  aH  vaine ; 
Which  (whil'st  they  last,  but  shoves)  to  end  soon 
Of  bravest  thoughts,  the  liberty  restnune.  [brought, 
4s  of  Heaven's  beauties,  clouds  wouM  make  us  doubt. 
Through  mists  of  mindes»  the  q^riie  peeps  Caintly  out. 

That  king  (of  men  admir'd,  of  God  beloved,) 
Whom  such  none  did  preceede,  nor  yet  succeede. 
Who  wisedome's  minion,  virtue's  patteme  provM, 
Did  show  what  heighth  of  blisse  this  Earth  could 

breed, 
Whose  minde  and  fortune  in  like  measure  mov'd, 
Whil'st  wealth  and  wit  striv'd  which  should  most 

exceed. 
Even  he  was  croasM  alive,  and  soom*d  when  dead. 
By  too  much  happtnesse,  unhappy  made.  * 

Her  store,  franke  Nature  prodigally  spent, 
To  make  that  prince  more  than  a  prince  esteemM, 
Whilst  Art  to  emulate  her  mistre^e  bent,  [seera'd, 
Though  borrowing  strength  fipm  her,  yet  stranger 
He  nothing  lack'd,  which  might  a  minde  content. 
What  once  he  wishM,  or  but  to  wish  was  deem*d. 
Tor,  thoughts  of  thousands  rested  on  his  will, 
**  Great  fortunes  finde  obsequious  followers  still." 

With  God  the  Father,  he  who  did  conferre, 
And  of  the  sgnne  plac'd  for  a  figure  stood. 
He  to  God's  law  d[id  his  vile  Inst  preforre. 
His  lust  as  boundlesse  as  a  raging  floud ; 
Who  would  have  thought  he  could  so  grosly  erre. 
Even  to  serve  idols,  scome  a  God  so  good  ? 
**  The  strong  in  faith  (when  destitute  of  grace) 
like  men  disarm'd,  fall  faintly  from  their  place,*' 

God^  way  cannot  be  found,  his  course  not  knowne. 

As  hearts  he  did  enlarge,  or  else  restraine. 

Some  were  made  saints,  who  saints  had  once  ore- 

throwne. 
Some  once  thought  holy,  tum'd  to  be  prophane. 
To  mocke  men's  judgement,  justifie  his  owne, 
Whil'st  God  by  both  did  magniB'd  remaine. 
Let  none  presume,  nor  yet  all  hope  despise ; 
When  standiog,  feare,  when  falne,  still  strive  to  rise. 

Through  Hell  io  Heaven  since  our  Redeemer  past, 
Thinke  that  all  pleasnre  purchas'd  is  with  peine, 
Thougli  the  first  death,  none  shall  the  second  taste. 
Who  are  with  God  eternally  to  raigoe ; 
Chus'd,  call'd,  made  holy,  just  and  glorious  last, 
Twixt  Heaven  and  Earth  they  have  a  spirituall 

chaine, 
Whose  €Mtentng  faith,  whose  linkes  are  all  of  love. 
Through  clouds  by  God's  own  hand  stretch'd  from 

above. 


Let  not  the  godly  men  Aflli«lloii  foftfe, 
God  wrestle  may  with  some,  but  none  oretbrowo^ 
Who  gives  the  burden,  gives  the  stieogthtobeaie; 
And  best  reward  the  greatest  service  owea. 
Those  who  would  reape,  they  at  the  Arst  most  eeie; 
God's  love,  his  faith,  a  good  man's  trouble  sbowes. 
"  Those  whom  God  tryes,  be  gives  tfaempowertn 

stand. 
He  lacob  tossed,  and  helped,  both  by  onehniid.*' 

lx>e,  stttce  fint  chus'd  ere  made,  much  more  ere 
Th*  elected  are  not  lost  when  as  th«v  stray,  [prof'dt 
And  let  none  aske  what  so  to  doe  Go<)  mov'd : 
His  win  his  word,  his  word  our  will  should  sway; 
He  hated  Esau,  aud  he  lacob  lov'd, 
Hath  not  the  potter  power  to  use  the  clay  ? 
And  though  hb  vesselscould,  why  should  they  plead* 
If  to  dishonour,  or  to  honour  made? 

Some  dare  tempt  God,  presuming  of  hts  grace. 
And  proudly  sione,  (as  sav'd  assurM  to  tM) 
Nor  care  not  much  what  course  they  doe  imbraec^ 
Sinoc  nought  (they  say)  can  change  God's  first  de- 
cree: [trace: 
No,  none  Andes  Heaven,  but  heavenly  wayes  mmt 
ITie  badge  the  bearer  showes,  the  fruits  the  tree. 
Who  doubt,  doe  good,  as  those  who  would  deaenn% 
Who  trust,  be  thankefuU,  both  God  better  i 


With  gifts  fit  for  their  state,  aH  are  endu'd ; 
Grace  mercy  still,  wrath  justice  doth  convoy ; 
God  cleares  their  sight  of  whom  he  will  be  view»d. 
And  blindes  them  here,  whom  hence  he  will  destroy  j 
Those  whom  he  did  elect,  them  he  reaew'd,  [joy: 
Those  whom  he  leaves,  they  sinne,  and  sinne  with 
Such  live  like  beasts,  but  worse  (when  dead)  xt- 
maine,  [peine: 

Beasts  dead,  lose  sense,  death  gives  them  sen»e  with 

This  froward  race  that  to  oonfbsUyu  rmmes, 
Through  seJfe*presumption,  or  <K#tmst  of  God, 
Shall  once  disgorge  the  surfot  of  their  sinnes, 
Whil*st  what  seems  light,.then  proves  a  burd^nous 

•    lode. 
With  them  in  judgement  once  when  God  beginnes 
To  beat,  to  bruise  theni  with  an  iron  rod: 
'*  Whil'st  aiery  pleasures,  leaden  anguish  bring, 
Exhausted  honey  leaves  a  bitter  sting.*' 

Vet  wicked  men,  whom  fbule  nffeetioat  bluide. 
Dare  say  (O  now  that  Heaven  not  brimstone  raynes !) 
Let  us  alive  have  what  contents  the  minde. 
And  dread  (when  dead)  threats  of  imagin'd  painei; 
The  debt  we  sweet,  the  interest  easie  finde. 
At  least  the  payment  long  deferr'd  reroaines: 
Who  sbadowes  feare  whilst  they  the  substance  keepe, 
But  start  at  dreames,  when  they  securely  sleepe. 

Ah,  filthy  wretch,  more  high  thy  fancies  lift, 
(That  doth  encroach  which  thou  would'st  thus  delay) 
Then  eagle,  arrow,  shippe,  or  winde,  more  swift, 
( Match 'd  onely  by  it  selfe)  ^me  po^  away. 
Straight  of  all  soules,  God  shall  the  secrets  sift. 
And  private  thoughts,  with  publike  shouts  ditplay. 
Then  when  time's  glasse  (not  to  be  tum*d)  is  rooae^ 
Their  griefe  still  grower  whose joyes  were  scarce' 
begun. 
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Whi!*ft  fMA  ID  bafte,  when  wmles  from  him  rebell, 

By  inundatkxitafimpetiioiuriQne, 

The  floods  of  God*s  deep  indignatioo  twell» 

Till  torment's  toirents  Airiodsty  come  in, 

DammtioD's  mhrrours,  models  of  the  Hell, 

To  show  what  hence  not  ends,  may  here  beginne. 

Then  let  me  smg  some  of  God's  judgements  past. 

That  who  them  heare,  may  tumble  at  the  last. 

That  glonons  aogell  bearer  of  the  light. 
The  morning's  eye,  the  messenger  of  day. 
Of  all  the  bands  above  esteem'd  most  hright» 
(As  is  amongst  the  rest  the  month  of  Ma^ 
He  whom  those  gifts  shoold  humbled  have  of  right. 
Did  (awolne  with  pride)  from  him  who  gave  them 
And  sought  (atraitour)  to  usnrpe  his  seate,  [stray, 
Yea  worse  (if  worse  may  be)  did  prove  ingrate* 

Their  starry  tailes  the  pompous  peacoclu  spraade, 
As  of  all  birds  the  basenesse  thus  to  prove^ 
So  Lucifer  who  did  Hell's  legions  leade, 
Was  with  himselfe  preposterously  in  love  i 
But  better  angels,  scorning  such  a  head. 
No  flattering  hope  to  leave  their  Lord  could  move. 
**  Those  who  grow  proud,  presuming  of  their  state, 
They  others  doe  contemne,  them  others  hate." 

The  Divell  to  all  an  easie  way  aflbrds. 
That  strife  which,  one  devised,  all  did  conclude. 
Their  armour  malice,  blasphemy  their  swords, 
Darts  sharpM  by  envy,  onely  aym*d  at  good : 
They  when  they  met,  did  need  to  use  no  words. 
The  thoughts  (Mothers,  who  soone  understood. 
By  bodies  grosse  when  they  no  hindrance  have, 
Pure  sprites  (at  freedome)  all  things  may  conceive. 

As  where  uncleannesse  is,  the  ravens  repaire, 
The  spotted  band  swarm'd  where  he  sp^'d  his  gall. 
Who  fondly  duTSt  with  God  (ibule  foole)  compare. 
And  his  apostasie  applauded  all} 
Then  to  nsurpe  Heaven's  throne  dijd  bend  their  care. 
So  hasting  on  the  horrour  of  their  fall,  [strayes) 
Whose  trayterous  head  made  (like  a  whore  that 
His  flaming  beiiuties  prodigal!  of  rayes. 

Whil'st  vainely  puft  up  tnth  prepoaterous  aymaa, 
He  even  from  God  his  tceasnre  striv'd  to  stcaJe^ 
The  angels  good  (those  not  deserving  names) 
With  sacred  ardour,  boldly  did  appeale ;    [flames, 
Their  eyes  shd  lightning,  and  their  breath  smok'd 
As  ra^h'd  with  God's  love,  burnt  up  with  zeale. 
All  lifted  up  their  flight,  their  voyce,  their  hands. 
Then  aang  God's  praise,  rebnk'd  rebellious  bands. 

This  mutiny  a  meoatrons  tnmnh  bred, 
The  place  of  peace  all  plenish'd  thns  with  armes  j 
Bright  Slichael  forth  a  glorious  squadron  led. 
Which  forc'd  the  fiends  to  apprehend  their  harmes. 
The  ligfa^  of  Heaven  look'd  pale,  clouds  (thundring) 

shed. 
Winds  (roaring  trumpets)  bellow'd  loud  alarmes: 
Tbinke  what  was  iain*d  to  be  at  Phlegra  bounds, 
Of  this  a  shadow,  ecchoes  but  of  sounds. 

O  danued  dog,  who  in  a  happr  state. 
Could  not  thyselfe,  would  not  have  others  bide : 
Of  sinoe,  des^  Hell,  thou  open  did^f  the  ^te. 
Ambition's  bellowes,  fountaine  of  aU  pride^ 
Who  ferce  in  Heaven,  in  Paradjc^'H^ceit. 
On  earth  us'd  both,  a  traitodr  alwaies  tly^d 
O  first  the  ground,  still  guilty  of  all  evils,  [divels. 
9mce  whom  God  angek  madtL  tboa  mad*st  them 
VOL.  V. 


When  them  he  vlew'd,  whose  po^er  nougiit  can  ex- 

presae. 
To  whose  least  nod  the  greatest  things  are  thrall. 
Although  his  word,  his  looke,  his  thought,  or  lesse. 
Might  them  have  made  dnst,  ayre,  or  what  more 

small. 
Yet  he  (their  pride  though  purpos'd  to  represse) 
Orac'4  by  a  blow,  disdain'd  to  let  them  fall. 
But  them  reserv'd  for  more  opprobrious  stripes, 
As  first  of  sinne,  still  of  his  judgement  types. 

Those  scorned  rivals,  God  would  judge,  not  fight. 
And  then  themselves  none  else,  more  fit  conld  finde, 
Brands  for  his  rage,  (whil'st  flaming  at  the  height) 
To  cleare  their  knowledge  it  with  terrour  shin'd ; 
Whose,  guilty  weakenesse  match'd  with  his  pure 
Did  at  an  instant  vanish  like<a  winde.  [might, 

**  Their  conscience  Ar'd,  who  doe  from  God  rebell. 
Hell  fint  u  plac'd  in  them,  then  they  in  HeU." 

That  damned  cma,  God  having  spy'd  a  space. 
First,  lightning  lookes,  then  thundred  forth  those 

words, 
*'  Baites  for  my  wrath,  that  have  abus'd  my  grace. 
As  once  of  light,  of  darkenesse  ooyt  be  lords, 
Where  order  is,  since  forfeiting  your  place. 
Passe  where  confusion  every  thing  aflbrds. 
And  use  your  spight  to  pine,  and  to  be  pin'd. 
Not  angels,  no,  doe  evils  as  divels  desigo'd." 

If  we  great  things  with  small  things  may  compare. 
Or  with  their  Maker,  thinp  that  have  been  made^ 
Marke  when  the  falcon  fleree  scares  through  the  ayre. 
The  little  feathered  flockf«  fall  downe  as  dead ; 
As  darkenesse  flyes,  Heaven  (like  a  bride)  ]ook» 

faire. 
When  Phoebus  forth  doth  fiery  coursers  leade, 
Like  some  bride-groome  bent  for  his  wedding  place. 
Or  like  a  mighty  man  to  runne  his  race. 

Even  so  as  lightning  (flasbing  from  the  sky) 
Doth  dye  as  it  deiiceuds,  scarce  seen  when  gone, 
More  fast  then  follow  could  a  thought,  or  eye. 
Heaven's  banlsbM  rebels  fell  downe  every  onej^ 
Then  abject  runnagates  over  all  did  flye. 
As  seeking  deserts  where  to  ho#le  and  naoane. 
O  what  a  deadly  storme  did  then  begin. 
When  Heaven  rain'd  divels  to  drown  the  world  with 
siri! 

That  forge  of  firaud,  evils  centre,  spheare  of  pride. 
From  blisse  above,  whbm  God's  owne  breath  had 

'  blownej 
He,  who  his  strength  in  Heaven  in  vaine  had  try'd, 
(As  dogs  bite  stones  for  him  who  hath  them  throwne) 
Did  hunt  God's  image,  when  m  Adam  q>y'd. 
And  (grodging  at  his  state)  des|H8^d  his  owne : 
It  never  ended  yet,  which  then  began, 
I£s  hate  to  God,  his  envy  nnto  man. 

Ere  tainted  first  with,  that  most  fotall  crime. 
Then  Adam  liv'd  more  blest  then  can  be  thpoght: 
Babe,  infant,  childe,  youth,  man,  all  at  one  time, 
Form'd  in  perfection,  baring  need  of  nought. 
To  Paradice.preferr'd  from  abject  slime, 
A  graine  of  th'  earth  to  rule  it  all  was  brought 
With  him  whom  to  content,  all  did,cqntend, 
God  walk'd,  and  talk'd,  as  a  fomiliar  fricyuL 
Y 
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Then  of  toptetsurw  to  hcapfe  up  the  atorc, 

God  Et  jpid  create  with  beauties  rare, 

Such  as  no  women  had  aiocc ;  none  before, 

Tbinke  what  it  is  to  be  divinely  feire, 

And  thea  imagine  her  a  great  dcalc  more } 

She,  principall,  the  rest  but  copies  arei 

N*  height  of  words  can  bar  pdtfections  bit, 

The  worfce  was  matcWdsa,  as  the  workeman'f  wR. 

The  world's  first  fatbcr  what  great  joyes  did  fiU, 
Whil'st  prince  of  Paradice  from  trouble  firee, 
Thefeircst  creature  entcrtaio'd  bim  still; 
Norivall  wa&,bcooulduoti«alousbe. 
But  wretched  prov»d,  in  having  all  his  will. 
And  yet  discharged  the  tas^ng  of  one  tree* 
««  Let  onfe  ha^e  all  things  good,  abstrHet «»»«  toy. 
That  want  more  grieves^  tbcd  nil  bt  hath  giv«s  joy." 

Through  Eden^s  garden,  sUtely  £vab  stray'd. 
Where  beauteous  flowers  her  betfuties  backe  rc- 
By  natare»8  selfe,  aad  not  by  art  array'd,  [glanced 
Which  pure  (not  blushing)  boldly  were  advanced ; 
With  daoglidg  ^aires  the  wanton  Zephyres  play*d, 
And  in  rich  rings  their  Acting  gold  enhaunc'd. 
All  things  concurr'd,  which  pleasure  could  mcfte. 
So  that  itoe  scem'd  the  centre  of  delight. 

Then  couH  she  not  well  thinke,  who  now  can  tell 
What  banquetted  her  sight  with  o6j6ct8  rare  ? 
Birds  striv'd  for  her  whose  songs  should  mostexccll, 
The  odoriferous  flowrcs  petf um'd  the  ayre  : 
Yet  did  her  breath  of  all  most  sweetly  smell. 
Not  then  distempered  with  intemperate  fisre. 
No  mixtures  strange  cpmpos'd  corrupting  food. 
All  naturally  was  sweet,  all  simply  good. 

But  ah!  when  she  the  apples fiure  did  spy, 
T^Thich  (8ii^ereserv'd>were  thpughtto  bethc  best; 
Their  fained  pretiousnesse  enflam'd  to  try, 
Because  dischargM,  she  look'd  where  they  did  rest, 
Luxuriously  abandoned  to  the  eyef, 
S«l^>rne,  languishing  (Kkc  them  upon  her  brest  J 
«*  Ah  curiousnesse,  first  cause  of  all  our  ill, 
And*  yet  the  plague  which  most  torments  us  iUll ! 

On  them  she  (doubtfull)  eaniesily  did  gaze, 
Jhe  hand  oft  tim«  advanced,  and  oft  drawpe  backe, 
Whil'st  Sathan  cunningly  her  parts  did  praise. 
And  in  a  serpent  thus  his  course  did  take : 
«♦  Your  sute  is  high,  you  may  more  high  it  raise, 
Afid  may  (with  ease)  your  selves  immorUll  make, 
•rtiis  precious  fruit  God  yon  foibids  to  eatc. 
Lest  (knowing  good  and  evill)  you  match  his  sUte." 

Those  fatall  fruits  which  poison'd  were  with  sinne, 
She  (having  tasted)  made  her  husband  prove; 
What  could  not  words  of  such  a  Sirene  winnc  ? 
O  woe  to  matt,  that  woman  thus  can  move! 
He  him  to  hide  (his  fall's  first  marke)  cDd  rtnneS 
Whom  knowledge   now  had  learn'd  to  loath  and 
love.  tdwke. 

Death  from  that  tree  did  sEoot  thrpuA  shadowes 
His  rest  an  apple,  beauty  was  his  marke, 


Thus  good  and  evill  they  learn'd  to  knosr  by  tld^ 
But  ah,  the  good  was  gone,  tbe  evill  to  be^ 
Thus  monstrously  when  having  ^kme  suniMe, 
They  cloathing  sought,^  (of  bondMe  a  decree) 
«  Loe,  the  first  firtiiCrofmortaUtaMifedge  is. 
Their  nakednesse,  and  hard  estate  to  tee : 
Thus  curioosneae  to  knowledge  is  the  guide. 
And  it  to  misery,  all  toilet  when  tryde.** 

Marke  Adam's  answer  when  his  Bfaker  craved. 
If  that  his  wiU  had  beene  by  him  trail8gres8»d ; 
"  The  woman  (Loid)  whom  I  from  ttfee  received. 
Did  roakeme  eate,  as  who  my  soute  posscsi^d  :** 
The  woman  said,  "  the  serpent  me  deociv*d  j" 
Both  buiden'd  others,  none  the  fouh  confessed. 
WUch  castome  still  their  faulty  race  doth  use,' 
"  All  first  doe  nmne  to  bide,  next  to  excuse.*" 

But  he  who  tryes  the  reynes,  and  views  the  heart, 
(As  thcotfgh  the  clouds)  doth  through  frailc  bodied 
And  is  not  mock*d  by  men*s  ridiculous  art,      [see. 
By  whicli  their  crimes  encreast,  more  odious  be : 
Who  proudly  sinne,  they  must  siibmissely  smart, 
Loe,  God  craves  count  of  what  he  did  decree. 
And  those  who  joyn'd  in  sinne,  are  punish'd  all. 
All  Adam's  partners  crush'd  were  with  his  falU 


»  AScotiscismfornw,  which  frequently  occurs 
In  these  poems.    C. 


Thus  God  first  damn'd  thefountaine  of  deceit, 
«  O  most  accuist  of  all  the  beasts  which  breed. 
Still  wallowing  in  the  dust  (a  loathsome  st^) 
Drawn  qa  thy  bellv  basely  shalt  thou  feed; 
The  woman  thee,  thou  shalt  the  womaa  bate. 
Which  hatred  still  inherit  shall  her  seed. 
Whose  fierce  etfbcts  both  mutually  shall  foele, 
Whil'st  he  shall  breake thyhead, thoif bniise ha 
hede. 

«  And  woman  weake,  whose  thought  eachfoocy 

blowes, 
I  will  encrease  thy  griefe,  thy  joyes  restraint. 
And  since  thy  judgement  doth  depend  on  sbowes, 
Thou  to  thy  husband  subject  shalt  rcmaine: 
And  (bringing  forth  thy  brood  with  bitter  thrown) 
What  was  thy  pleasure  sown,  shalt  reape  with  paine. 
Those  beauties  now  which  mustred  are  with  pride, 
In  withered  wrinckles,  ruinous  age  shall  hidOi 

'<  Fond  Adam,  thou  (obeying  thus  thy  wife) 
What  I  commanded  violate  that  durst : 
Cares  shall  exhaust  thy  dayes,  paines  end  thy  life, 
Whil'st  for  thy  cause  tbe  earth  becomes  accurrt. 
With  thornes  and  thistles,  guerdoning  thy  strife, 
Wbo^sweating  for  thy  (bod,  art  like  to  borst. 
And  iooke  nor  ihore  for  rest,  for  toile  thou  must. 
Till  whence  first  com'd,  thoa  be  tum'd  back  to  dost." 

I 
By  angels  arm'd  barr'd  from  the  pleasant  place, 
When  wretehed  Adam's  pilgrimage  was  past. 
The  tree  of  sinne  o*re-8hadowing  all  bis  race. 
They  from  their  minds  alt  love  of  God  did  east. 
Them  to  reclaime  who  did  contemne  his  graoe^ 
Who  weary  was  with  striving  at  tbe  last. 
And  of  the  world  a  harvest  made  by  raine. 
Did  straight  resolve  to  try  new  teede  againe. 

Yet  8iMe\Uj^t  Noah  uprightly  had  liv'd, 

He  an^  J^ifi'ji^^e  stood  safe  on  horrour's  height, 

And  when  all  creatures'  mine  was  contrived, 

Did  live  Wfiure  tbe  forty-day-long  night ; 

To  make  the  world  repent,  that  good  man  striv'd^ 

His  swelling  engine  building  in  their  nght 
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*'  Bat  with  the  wicked  what  c*n  weH  succeed, 
In  whom  perswasioos  obttinacy  breed." 

Wbil'st  ain  ore-flow>d  the  world,  God*  awrath  ore- 
„„.         flam'd,  [pours, 

Which  when  raisM  high,  downeflouds  of  veogeance 
As  Noah*s  preachiag  oft  times  had  proclaimed, 
(Heareiis  threatning  straight  to  drown  the  bighesi 
towers,)  [stream'd^ 

Clouds   dastred  darkenesae,   Ugbtnings    tenoor 
And  rumbliog  thunden  usher'd  ogly  sbouivs ; 
Whifst  raveooiis  tempests  avallow'd  up  the  light, 
I>ay  (dead  for  feare)  brought  forth  abortive  night 

From  guests  prophane  that  th'  Earth  might  be  xe- 

deem'd. 
The Ughtsof  Heaven  quench'd  in  their  lantemes  lay, 
The  cloudy  oondniu  but  one  cisteme  seem'd, 
WhiPst  (save  the  waters)  all  things  did  decay  i 
The  fire  drown*d  out.  Heavens  all  dissolved  were' 

deem'd, 
lyre  water  grew,  the  earth  as  wash'd  away : 
By  moostroas  storms,  whil'st  all  things  were  ore- 

turned,  [burned. 

Then  (save  God's  wrath)  in  all  the  world  nought 

Men  to  tbc  mountaines  did  for  helpe  repaire. 
Whence  them  the  waves  did  violently  chase; 
Id  nature's  scome,  came  scaly  squadrons  thei^ 
The  forresfiB  guests  inheriting  their  place: 
By  too  much  water,  no,  for  lacke  of  ayre. 
All  vere  confounded  in  a  littfe  space. 
"  One  creature  needs  all  th*  elements  to  live, 
Bnt  death  to  all  one  element  can  give." 

That  moving  masse  agamst  the  storme  did  strive. 
Which  all  the  creatures  of  the  worM  oontayn'd; 
Aathrongh thedeepes  it  through  thecbndsdid drive, 
wot  by  the  compasse,  nor  the  rudder  rayn*d : 
^port,  no  land  was,  where  it  could  arrive, 
.whil'st  th'  earth  with  waten  levell  all  remain'd. 
The  waves  (the  world  all  else  as  hush'd)  at  once. 
Board  forth  a  consort  with  men's  dying  grones. 

Bat  when  ore  all  God's  breath  did  mine  blow, 
^  arke  with  others  sinne  from  death  did  save : 
Hjm  whom  the  raging  flouds  did  not  orethrow. 
Who  (of  God's  judgemente  judge)  did  all  perceive 
Alittle  liquor  did  at  last o*rethrow,  ^    - 
]^h  to  his  Sonne  to  mocke  occasion  gave. 

Thus  drunkennesse  disdainefull  scorne  doth  breed, 
A  fertile  vice  which  others  still  succeed." 

^the  first  world  did  first  by  pride  offend, 
'Vtiose  burning  rage  to  such  a  height  did  runne, 
1  J>at  It  to  quench,  God  did  the  waters  bend : 
v*  drunkennesse,  the  second  world's  fiist  sinne, 
Joe  course  of  vice  that  element  must  end, 
Which  IS  oppos'd  to  that  vhich  did  begin, 
in  e^ery  thing  God's  justice  we  may  spy,      [dry." 
Asfloudsdrown'd  pride,  flames  drunkennesse  mua( 

'^  ^led  world  soone  left  the  Loid  to  feare, 
AIM  sathan  in  their  soules  did  raise  his  throne: 
«.!.•  i*  ^'^^^  Nature,  do'st  thou  beare, 
AWu  u  .*°  '*'°"**  **"*  ''^<^  "««ne  both  but  one ! 
SiSl  rl  i' ^*^  **«^°»'  ^«  »**«Tes  did  reare, 
iSl^Sl*^'"^'  *'«*™»  ^J^**  ''««  gone, 
^idoogb  that  God  couldbut  one  plaguecommand: 
Iah,  fooles)  what  strength  against  his  strength  ca^ 
stand? 
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WhH*st  fondly  they  prond  weaknesse  dU  bewray, 
(Who  can  the  deeps  of  Us  high  judgements  sound  ? ) 
By  making  their  owne  tongues  their  hearts  betray, 
^  tliund'rer  straight  those  Titans  did  confound : 
Here  diyers  tongues  the  worke  of  men  did  stay. 
Which  afterwaids  the  worke  of  God  did  ground. 
"  One  nieanes  made  Christians  joyne,  and  £thnicks 

Jarre, 
iXd  helpe  th'  apostles,  Babel's  builders  marrtu" 

When  purp<«'d  to  dissolve  qui<^e  clouds  of  dust, 
God's  wrath  (as  stubble)  sinners  doth  devoure ; 
That  towne  to  sacke,  which  had  not  ten  men  ju8t» 
He  brimstone  rain'd  (O  most  prodigioos  shoure !) 
Their  bodies  burn'd,  whose  soules  were  burn'd  with 

lust, '  ' 

What  foyrebwas,  ugly,  what  was  sweety  grew  aowre. 
Yet  of  that  fire.  Lot  scap'd  tbe  great  deluge^ 
"  God's  holy  mountaine  is  a  sure  refoge." 

I  tbioke  not  of  the  mine  of  those  states. 
Which  since  but  strangers  to  the  ground  of  gractf. 
Were  carried  head -long  with  their  owne  conceits. 
And  even  (though  brightly)  blindely  ran  theh-  race : 
God's  firme  decrees,  which  fondly  they  call'd  fates, 
Did  bound  their  glory  in  a  little  space,  [mindes, 
WhiPst  tempests  huge  toss'd  their  fumultuoua 
Like  reeds  by  rivers  wav'ring  with  all  windes. 

Such  rais'd  not  for  their  good,  but  for  God's  ends. 
When  bent  bis  owne  to  punisb,  or  support. 
Doe  (as  his  anrowes)  hit  but  where  he  tends. 
Else  of  themselves  their  power  doth  not  import ; 
His  spotted  flocke,  when  he  to  purge  intends. 
They  are  but  tooles  us'd  in  a  servile  sort. 
To  fanne  or  cleanse,  such  fannes  or  besomes  are. 
Which  afterwards  he  not  in  wrath  doth  spare. 

Proud  Ashur  first  did  daunt  all  other  soilcs. 
Till  barbarous  Persia  did  become  her  head  i 
The  Greekes  did  glory  in  tbc  Persian's  spoiles. 
Whose  prince  at  last,  Rome  did  m  triumph  leade; 
Rome  (ravishing  the  earth)  bred  bloqdy  broiles. 
Yet  was  by  whom  she  scom'd  a  widdow  made. 
"  The  world  a  tennis-court,  the  rackets  fates. 
Great  kings  are  balls,  when  God  will  tosse  their 
sUtes." 

To  them  whom  God  to  doe  great  things  doth  chuse. 
He  generous  mindes,  and  noble  thoughts  imparts. 
And  doth  in  them  all. qualities  infuse. 
That  are  required  to  act  heroicke  parts  f 
Of  matters  ^^ase,  then  making  others  muse, 
He  breaks  their  sprites,  and  vilifies  their  hearts. 
"  As  greatnesse  still  a  gallant  minde  preceeds, 
A  staggering  courage  mine  still  succeeds." 

Of  Greece  and  Rome,  the  glory  niountinflrliigh. 
Did  minds  amaze,  (made  all  the  Muses  song) 
On  both  the  wings  of  worth,  whil'st  it  did  flye. 
By  valour  rais'd,  borne  up  on  learning  long ; 
But  (loe)  both  base  in  abject  bondage  lye,  [strong. 
Whose  brood  proves  now  as  faint,  as  once  thought 
That  with  their  empires  (made  their  enemies'  spoiles> 
Their  sprites  seeme  too  transferr'd  to  forraine  soiie^ 

For,  nations  once  which. strangers  were  to  fame, 
On  whom  (as  monsters)  civill  lands  did  gaze; 
Those  who  in  scorne  did  them  barbarians  name. 
Doe  now  farre  pa^e  in  all  which  tneriu  praise: 
Thus  glorie's  throne  is  made  the  seate  of  shame^ 
Whp  were  obscure,  doe  honour  highest  raise. 
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**  NougMcomtMit  it  betov,  no^  not  true  wortb, 
li  melted  lottth,  «ad  ftwaes  in  the  north." 

What  henrt  not  quakes  to  thinke  what  lenwles  re« 
The  Teogeanee  huge  inflicted  oft  below  ?       [cord, 
Not  onely  Qenlilefl  thm  as  then  abhorred. 
High  indignation  justly  did  orethrow ; 
lliat  heritage  long  labonr'd  by  the  Lord, 
Which  (as  his  portion)  he  would  onely  owe. 
As  lonth'd  for  smne^  or  for  repentance  lov'd* 
God*s  minion  still,  or  slave  to  strangers  prov'd. 


By  monstrous  plagues,  Qod  did  his  power  expreme 
In  Nllos'lKMinds,  whieh  yet  admir'dTemniiiei^ 
The  snbtile  sorcererB  fbreing  to  confesst, 
^nwC  his  owne  finger  pointed  out  their  paines ; 
The  seas  relir'd  would  not  bis  wHl  transgresse, 
Till  squadrons  maroh'd  upon  their  rirgin  playnes. 
He  gloriously  triomph'd  ore  Pharaoh's  host, 
What  Israel  laT'd,  that  the  Egyptians  lost 


Ood  made  not  wonders  strange  to  lacob's  brood, 
When  their  great  journey  boldly  was  begun, 
'Orer  them  a  cloud  by  day,  by  night  fire  stood, 
A  guid^  a  guard,  a  shadow,  and  a  sunne, 
Hockes  vomited  a  floud,  Heavens  rain'd  down  food, 
Canaao  wan  miraculously  wonne. 
Hieir  armes  did  armies  spoile,  huge  gyants  kill, 
Weake  blasts  brtach'd  walls,  the  Sun  (as  charm'd)' 
stood  still. 


But  irho  can  thinke  and  trust,  trust,  not  admire. 
That  those  ingrate  to  such  a  God  oonld  prove; 
Who  oft  had  seen  (above  their  owne  desire) 
His  power  by  wonders,  and  by  gifts  his  love  ? 
Yet  they  provokM  the  holy  one  to  ire. 
And  did  the  mightie's  indignation  move. 
Till  as  abhorr'd,  the  land  did  spue  them  forth. 
And  Euphrates  did  swallow  loidan's  worth. 

That  realme,  the  world's  first  firoth,  and  now  the  lees» 
Of  which  for  Israel,  angels  hosts  had  slaine ; 
The  Lord  transplanting  men  (as  men  doe  trees) 
It  Israel  made  a  captive  to  remaioe : 
The  stately  temple  nought  from  roioe  frees. 
Whose  sacred  vesseb,  £thn)cks  did  prophase* 
Yet  (when  repenting)  all 
«  Sole  mortal'k  teares  doe 
wrath." 


uuivBs  UNA  invpuoHc* 

I  tnm'd  backe  by  faith : 
doe  quench  th*1mmorti 


Of  all  the  workes,  which  Ood  for  ns  hath  wrought. 
None  more  to  stray  opinion's  course  permits. 
Then  our  salvation,  ofired,  urg'd,  not  sought 
And  curious  nature's  course  the  truth  worst  hits : 
What  was  contemn'd,  a  pretions  treasure  bought, 
A  myitery  suimonnting  vulgar  wits. 
*'  The  woikeri  no^  the  worke,  mustmoveoor  mindes: 
Oelestiall  seqrets,  faith  (not  reason)  findes." 

O !  who  oonld  looke  for  glory  horn  the  dust  ? 
Or  for  a  Saviour  fettred  in  the  grave?  [trust. 

The  power  which  wrought  it,  must  give  power  to 
Else  nature's  strength  will  but  make  wit  to  rave : 
O  justice  mercifnil,  O  mercy  just  1 
He  gave  his  best  belov'd  bis  foes  to  save. 
And  even  to  sufiier,  suffer  did  his  Sonne, 
"  tlie  victory  over  Hell  is  hardly 


The  word  was  flesh,  the  God-head  dwelt  vith  umb. 
Invisible,  yet  sul^eet  to  the  sight. 
He  whom  no  bounds  could  bound,  was  boonded  then, 
Whil^th'earthlydarkenessedoodedheavwolylight : 
Birds  had  their  nests,  and  every  beast  a  den. 
Yet  had  he  nought  who  did  owe  all  a£  right. 
No  kinde  of  thing  the  wicked  world  cooki  move, 
Not  woniien  done  below,  words  foom  above. 

Those  wonders  then  which  sacred  write  reeeed^ 
Did  some  convert,  a  multitude  amase. 
What  did  not  God's  owne  word  doe  by  a  wwd? 
Lame  mnne,  deafo  heard,  dumb  spake,  d|vds  fied^ 

dead  raise. 
Of  aervants  servant,  whiPst  of  loids  the  Imd, 
Did  seeke  but  his  owne  peine,  man'a  good,  God's 

praise. 
To  marry  Heaven  with  Earth  whil'st  he  began, 
God  without  mother,  without  father  aiain. 

Who  never  did  begiu,  he  would  begin. 
That  life's  chiefe  fouoUine  might  of  life  be  reav'd; 
The  innocent  would  beare  the  weight  of  srnoe. 
That  by  bis  sufferings,  sinners  might  be  sav*d. 
Yet  that  which  Ood  must  give,  and  none  can  winoe, 
(Though  o^ed  freely)  noany  not  recefv*d. 
Whil'st  on  a  tree  Christ  gain'd  (when  tortar'd  mod) 
W^t  by  a  tree  for  pleasure  Adam  lost. 

The  worid's  great  ludge  was  judg'd,  and  worldlio|> 
'  stood. 

Even  glorie's  glory,  glorying  to  disgrace; 
They  damn'd  as  evill  the  author  of  all  good, 
(Though  death  of  death )  who  unto  death  gave  place : 
Ah,  for  our  ransome  offmng  up  his  blond. 
Great  was  the  wane  he  had  to  make  oor  peace! 
The  heire  of  Heaven  daign'd  to  descend  to  Bell, 
That  in  the  Heaven,  hell«worthy  men  might  d««II. 

The  Father  saw  the  Sonne  surcharged  with  woe, 
Yet  would  to  calme  his  griefe,  no  fovour  show  ; 
For  man  could  not  repay,  nor  God  fotgoe^ 
That  debt  which  the  first  man  did  justly  owe; 
Christ  (as  a  God)  could  not  have  suffiered  se^ 
Nor  have  as  man  prevail'd,  but  both  below.  ' 

He  men  most  grac'd,  when  men  him  moat  disgraced: 
lustice  and  mercy  mutually  imbrac'd.  I 

When  God  oonfirm'd  with  many  foareihll  wmider,      I 
The  great  worke  whieh  was  wronght  for  them  be    i 

lov'd,  I 

Heaven  (clad  with  darkncsse  BKNini'd)  th'  Escth 

Bob'd  asunder: 
Thus  creatures  wanting  sense,  where  highly  mor'd. 
Who  should  have  had,  had  none,  nor  eouM  not 

ponder. 
What  did  import  the  anguish  that  he  proved. 
But  of  his  torments  stnmge  which  did  abound, 
Ah,  man's  ingratitude  did  deepest  wooad. 


O!  wicked  off-spring  of  a  godly  sire. 
Who  saw  the  Saviour  of  the  world  arise* 
That  which  your  fathers  did  so  oft  desire. 
Yet  could  not  get  that  which  you  did  deqpise : 
Who  mercy  mock'd,  prepare  your  selves  for  ire. 
He  lives,  he  lives,  whose  death  you  did  devise. 
His  bloud  (not  spent  in  vaine)  must  wash,  or  drovue: 
Thdse  whom  it  doth  not  save,  it  shall  sinke  dovne. 
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lb  rMt  OD  then  ml  thtin^  leirai  vbo  did  ery, 
^Dr  Qukei  ooBtemned  bloiid,  hid  what  they  Kmgiilk; 
**  TlieobloQd,  no  harden  with  more  weight  doth  lye," 
Even  as  ihay  hia»  •»  waa  their  orethrow  wraaght : 
They  by  the  Rooiaa  power  did  make  hiai  djre, 
iind  them  the  Roman  power  to  mine  broKgbt: 
l¥birst  for  their  caoie,  God  every  thinf  had  cun^ 
Home's  mildest  emperonr  prav'd  for  them  the  wont 


I  the  foire,  lehovah^  kwre. 
Repudiated  by  disdainefoll  wrath, 
A  bastard  race  did  beaie,  whom  noagfat  could  move ; 
A  -rile  adnltresw  violating  faith; 
TheB  did  the  world's  delight  her  terroor  prove, 
And  harmes  performed  fore-told  by  sacred  breath: 
Nought  rested  where  the  stately  city  stood. 
Save  haapcs  of  hoiroiM'  rais'd  of  dost  and  blood. 

But  (mnrd'riog  sainti)  iq  wickednesse  grown  bold, 
That  town  which  long  was  drank,  last  drown'd  with 

blond; 
That  town  by  which  who  bought  the  world  was  sold, 
Sold  with  disgrace,  beheld  her  scorned  brood : 
Them  lov'd  by  God,  men  did  in  honour  hold, 
And  loath'd  by  God,  with  them  in  horroar  stood. 
Then  lewes  whom  God  high  rais'd,  and  low  doth  bow. 
What  name  more  gkmoas  once,  more  odkws  now  ? 

When  of  salvation,  joyfi^t  newes  were  spread. 
With  spritoall  grace,  all  nattoos  to  bedew, 
Whil'st  fomishM  scales  that  sacred  neetar  fod. 
The  Lord  straqge  judgements,  miBious  made  to  view. 
And  those  who  first  fierce  persecutions  bred, 
A  jealous  God  with  vengeance  did  pursue. 
The  wrath  that  he  against  his  8ervaots<beares, 
Is  kindled  by  their  sinne,  quench 'd  by  their  teares. 

By  him  who  first  'gainst  Christ  di^  ensignes  pitch, 
Hk  brother,  mother,  wife,  and  selfo  was  slaine ; 
The  great  apostate  wounded  in  a  ditch, 
Did  grant  with  griefe  the  (Galileans  raigne ; 
Of  him  whose  errours  did  whole  realmes  bewitch. 
The  death  most  vile,  did  viler  doctrine  staine. 
"  A  monstrous  death  dothmoBBtroos  lives  attend, 
And  what  all  is,  is  judged  by  the  end." 

He  who  made  Himen's  torch  drop  Uoud,  and  teares, 
(The  nation  most  humane,  growne  inhumane) 
Did  blood  (when  dead)  at  mooth,  nose,  eyes,  and 
As  vomiting  his  surfot  so  againe:  [eares. 

In  crime,  and  crowne  like  charge  his  brother  beares; 
The  bloody  band  by  mutuall  blowes  was  slaine. 
The  Jdng,  the  duke,  the  fryer,  devis*d  that  ill. 
The  king,  the  doke^  the  fryer,  the  king  did  kill. 

Whose  sight  is  so  edipsM  which  now  not  sees. 
In  every  kingdome,  province,  towne,  and  race, 
On  princes,  subjects,  men  of  all  degrees,  [trace  ? 
What  weighty  judgement^  sinners'  steppes  doe 
Which  not  the  crowne,  more  then  the  cottage  finees  ? 
The  wicked  man  (sayes  God)  shall  have  no  peace. 
'*  A  countenance  odme  may  maske  a.stormy  minde, 
But  guiltinene  no  perfect  ease  can  finde." 


So  are  aU  Ihase  of  this  which  I  pn^kimm, 
A  pufie,  a  glance,  a  shadow,  or  a  dieama* 

As  weigfa'dby  God,  stiU  ballaMM  bangs  thisroniM^ 
Which  sime  (grown  heavy)  now  <iuite  downward 


Exhausted  coarage,  honour  shall  confound. 
Till  Hope*s  high  towers  rest  all  oreflow'd  with  feaMSs 
All  shall  together  foil,  as  by  qne  wound, 
Not  having  time  to  flye,  no,  not  for  tearea. 
On  day  as  night  (as  on  the  wearied  sleepe) 
Death  fteaks  on  Ufe^  and  judgement's  way  dolll 
sweep. 

All  dearely  see  who  life*s  short  raoe  doe  nana, 

Though  this  last  judgement  they  would  not  admit. 

That  fotall  doome  inflicted  fint  for  sinne. 

Which  (whil'st  not  lookM  for)  doth  most  ceitaiae  hit, 

And  of  all  sonles  the  prooeise  doth  heginne ; 

For  straight  when  death  arrests,  the  ludgedoth  sit 

To  hetfie  thil  ohaige,  all  fortifie  the  minde, 

"  Ai  death  us  leaves,  so  judgement  shall  us  finder*' 

» 
Death  each  man  daily  sees,  but  none  fore-se«s. 
The  wage  of  sinne,  the  iohilee  of  cares. 
First  judgement  threatned  base  corrupdon's  lees. 
Inheritance  that  serves  all  Adam's  heires. 
And  marshalling  (not  iNiitiall)  all  degress. 
The  charge  eqjoyn'd  for  no  respect  that  spares ; 
What  agues,  wounds,  thoughts,  pains,  all  breaching 

bfeath, 
Are  heraulds,  seijeants,  vshers,  posts  of  J)eath. 

Death  dores  to  enter  at,  and  darts  to  wound. 
Hath  as  the  Heaven  hath  starres,  or  sea  hath  sands ; 
What  though  not  si<^e,  not  stab'd,  not  choak^, 

bunt,  drown'd. 
Age,  matchlesse  enemy,  all  at  last  commands? 
O  what  designes  the  emperoor  pale  doth  bound. 
Built  of  bare  bones,  whose  arch  triumphall  stands  \ 
Ah,  for  one's  errour,  all  th^  world  hath  wept. 
The  golden  fruit,  a  leaden  dragon  kept. 

Then  since  Sinne's  hang-man,  nature's  utter  foe. 
By  whom  true  life  is  found,  life's  shadow  lost, 
A  thousand  foncies  interrupting  so^ 
When  least  expected,  doth  iotportane  most : 
Haste,  haste  your  reck'nings,  all  must  pay,  and  goe. 
Guests  of  the  world,  poem  psinngsrs  that  post, 
"  And  let  us  str^e  (a  change  tinis  wisely  made) 
Td  dye  alive,  that  we  may  Uve  «hen  dead.'*^' 


Those  temporall  plagues  are  but  small  smokes  of  ire, 
To  breach  a  breast  which  is  not  arm'd  with  foith, 
And  are  when  God  due  vengeance  doth  require, 
Of  indigmition  dtops,  weake  spaAes  of  wrath ; 
As  Itghtttii^  is  to  HelPs  etemall  fire, 
Gr  to  a  tempest  huge,  a  litde  hreath. 


All  thinke  whiPst  sound,  what  sicknesse  may  succeed, 
How  in  the  bed  imprisoned  ye  may  be. 
When  every  object  loathsomnesse  doth  bread, 
Withm,  without,  thatseule,  or  eyes  caa  see. 
To  trembling  natura,  which  still  death  doth  dxead, 
WhiPst  griefo  paints  horroor  in  a  high  degree. 
The  body  in  the  bed,  tboagbts  in  it  roule^ 
■The  conscienoe  casting  up  a  bitter  senrale. 

But  when  th'  exiemail  powers  begin  tofatle. 
That  neither  tongue  can  give,  nor  eares  receive^ 
Friends  (wretched  comforters)  retir'd  to  waile. 
To  agonize  the  aoole  alone  doe  leave^ 
Whi^h  Sathan  sttaigfat  with  aqaadions  doth  asnila, 
Thea  bent  to  foroe  whom  first  he  did  deceive; 
Who  once  ^otlc'd,  CheA^  accuse  bagii 
Tq  wakened  sonles  upbraiding  bimd  i 
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That  fatall  ooniict  wbicfa  all  flflih  dodi  feare, 

By  helpet  ftom  HeaTen,  which  {bngfatflo  oat,  and 

wwme, 

Whil'st  soides  to  HeaTcn  triumphing  angels  beare. 
This  mortal  I  race  magiuuumoiuly  nmne: 
Of  them  that  are  to  decke  the  highest  sphere. 
The  soule  shall  shioe  more  glorioiis  then  the  Sanne. 
Whil'st  oloath'd  with  rigfateoosnesse,  a  Priest,  a 

Krog, 
Hell,  where  *b  thy  yietory,  Death,  where  thy  itiag  ? 

O !  when  to  part,  God  dotfa  the  scale  permit, 
RaisM  from  her  shell,  a  pearle  for  Sion  chus'd. 
She  recollects  (accothplish'd  ere  she  flit) 
Hercfiusulties  amidst  fraile  flesh  diffas'd ; 
As  judgement,  reason,  memory,  and  wit. 
Then  all  refin*d,  no  more  to  be  abus'd. « 
And  parts  in  triumph,  ftnee  from  earthly  toiles. 
Yet  langs  perchance  to  gather  ap  her  spoiles. 

Let  those  great  plagues  (smokes  of  our  Maker's  ire) 
Make  all  in  time  their  Inward  state  reforme, 
Hiose  plagues  of  which,  loe,  even  to  sing  I  tyre. 
Ah,  what  doe  those  who  beare  their  ugly  forme ! 
Yet  they  but  kindlings  are  of  endlesse  fire, 
A^  little  drops  which  doe  foregoe  a  storme. 
liOok,  look,  with  clouds  HeaTcn's  bosome  now  doth 
fo  blow  the  picked  to  the  lowest  Hell.         [swell. 


DOOMES-DAY; 

THB  GREAT  DAY  OP  THE  LORJO'S  ITDOEMBNT. 
THE  SlCOMn  HOVll. 


THB  ARGUMENT. 

That  threatned  time  which  must  the  world  appall, 
Is.(that  all  may  amend)  by  lignes  fere-showne, 
Warres  rurooor'd  are,  the  gospell  preach*d  o*re  all. 
Some  lewes  convert,  the  antichrist  growes  knowne: 
Divels  rage,  vice  raigaes,  scale  codes,  fiuth  failea, 

sUrs&ll,        V 
All  sorts  of  plagues  have  the  last  trumpet  blowne: 
And  by  prodigious  sigaes  it  may  lippeare. 
That  of  the  Sonne  of  roao  the  sigae  drawee  neare. 


Taoooa  thnndrittg  down  those  who  transgresse  his 
And  with  disdaine  his  bounty  do  abuse :       [lawcs. 
As  adamants  doe  iron,  repentance  drawes 
The  Lord  to  love  them  whom  he  firit  did  chose ; 
A  space  retired  from  the  tenq^estuous  waves. 
The  port  of  mercy  must  refresh  my  Muse ; 
Whoee  ventrous  flight  all  loftinesse  must  leave. 
And  plainly  sing  what  all  dm 


The  Lord  delights  not  in  a  sinner^s  death. 
But  sheepe  which  stray,  toiles  to  recover  still ; 
To  please  a  soone,  who  had  deserv'd  his  wrath. 
His  calfe  Qoag  fed)  the  father  straight  did  kUl: 

Sdtfbrtbebestwhosetboagfats(8way*dbyhlsbreath) 
ad  sqoMr'd  liii  actipos  oocly  to  hii  will ; 


Hb  caUe;  God's  lamb,  were  given  thelost  to  gainer 
His  best  soone  griev'd,Ood^onelySoaDe  wasilaiaie. 

Who  can  expresse,  consider,  or  conceive. 

Our  Makers  mercy,  our  Redeemer's  love. 

Or  of  that  sprite  the  power,  which  who  receive^ 

By  sacred  ardour  ravish'd  are  above ; 

O*  to  create,  to  sanctifie,  to  save. 

Ingratitude  to  gratefulnesse  may  move : 

Who  weighs  those  works  (  else  damned  were  his  state) 

Must  (if  no  more)  be  griev'd  to  be  ingrate. 

First,  ere  by  ends  beginnings  could  be  prov'd, 
WbiPst  time  nor  place,  to  limit  nought  attained. 
All  wboly  holy,  wholy  to  be  k>v'd, 
God  in'bim^lfe,  aud  ^11  in  him  remained : 
WhtPst  both  the  Sunne,  and  spheare  in  which  be 

mov'd. 
That  which  contain'd,  and  that  whfch  was  contain*d; 
Truth  lightned  light,  all  in  pemction  stood. 
More  high  then  thoughts  can  reach,all  God,  ilQ  food. 

All  this  akme  the  Lord  would  not  possesse. 
But  would  have  some  who  taste  his  goodneoe  might. 
Which  (when  bestow'd)  in  no  degree  growes  lesse; 
What  darker  growes  the  Sunne  by  giving  light } 
Yet,  not  that  grace  oreflow'd,  as  in  excesse : 
All  was  (of  purpbse)  providently  right. 
His  gkme's  witnesses  God  men  did  raise. 
That  they  might  it  admire,  him  serve,  and  praise* 

When  God  in  us  no  kinde  of  good  could  s^e, 
Save  that  which  his,  we  not  our  owne  could  call. 
Great  was  his  favour,  making  us  to  be 
Even  ere  we  3pere,  much  lesse  deserved  at  all; 
What  ?  gjnce  in  us  afl^ectjon  must  be  free. 
Who  dare  pres^ihe  to  make  6uV  Maker's  thrall  ? 
He  first  as  freely  made,  when  nought,  of  nought. 
And  (when  uiAie's  slaves)  with  his  own  bloud  us 
bought. 

Though  sometime  some,  inspir*d  by  God,  we  see, 
Do  gratefull.  yea,  not  meritorious  deeds ; 
The  iruit,  not  root  of  mercie's  saving  tree,  [ceeds; 
Which  was  Christ's  crosse  whence  all  our  rest  pro- 
As  owing  most,  they  should  most  humble  be. 
To  him  whose  grace  in  them  sach  motions  breeds; 
From  whom  so  good  a  minde,  and  means,  they  had. 
Where  others  were  abandon*d  to  be  bad. 

The  Lord  to  those  whose  souls  produce  his  leale^ 
Doth  give  good  things,  as  who  them  justly  owes. 
Bound  bv  his  promise,  pleaded  with  true  zeale  ; 
Which  all  the  argumenlts  of  wrath  orethrows, 
Whil'st  i|hey  fron^  it  to  mercy  do  appeale. 
Which  Justifies  all  that  repentance  show^ ; 
God  sinhes  confess^  with  griefe,  with  joy  forgives, 
iThat  which  faitl^  humbly  seeks,  power  f^y  gives. 

He  who  (when  pilgrims)  all  their  trouble  sees^ 

The  CuthfuU  souls  from  danger  doth  secure ; 

And  them  from  fetters  of  corruption  frees. 

As  griev'd  that  mortals  should  such  griefe  endure; 

But  new  for  them  (whom  he  to  save  decrees) 

He  shall  true  rest  perpetually  assure. 

At  that  gpreat  court  which  must  determine  all. 

Even  till  Christ  rise  as  ludge^  from  Adam's  fall. 
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Ttieir-bloodj  whtcfi  tyrants  (by  evill  angels  led) 
like  woithlesse  waters  iavish*d  on  the  dust,    , 
From  oat  the  altar  cries,  all  that  was  shed. 
From  Abel  till  (and  since)  Zachary  the  just. 
To  see  the  wicked  with  oopfusion  cled. 
When  judged  by  him  in  whom  they  would  n^t  trust. 
"  The  sorrow  of  his  saints  doth  move  God  much : 
No  sweeter  incense  then  the  sighs  of  such." 

God  is  not  slack  as  worMings  do  suppose. 
Bat  oiiely  patient,  willing  all  to  winne ; 
Time's  ooosummation  quickly  shall  disclose  . 
The  period  of  mortality  and  sinne. 
And  for  the  same  his  servants  to  dispose, 
£lse  cbarg'd  by  stgnes  the  prooesse  doth  begin, 
Stgnes  which  each  day  upbraid  us  with  the  last, 
Few  are  to  come,  some  present,  many  past. 

What  fatall  warnings  do  that  time  presage, 
A  dua  attendance  in  the  world  to  breed : 
(Though  oftner  now)  some  us*d  in  every  age. 
And  some  more  monstrous,  straight  the  day  proceed: 
Ah  !  flie  the  flames  of  that  encroaching  rage. 
And  arme  against  these  terrours  that  succeed : 
For  whom  the  first  not  frights,  the  last  confounds, 
A3  whilst  the  lightning  shines,  the  thunder  wounds. 

Whilst  threatning  woridlings  with  the  last  deluge, 
Old  Noah  scome  aomiir'dy  but  never  trust: 
Though  bnilding  in  their  sight  his  owne  refuge. 
So  were  the  people  blinde  with  pride  and  lust; 
And  ere  the  coming  of  the  generall  Judge, 
To  darane  the  bad,  and  justifie  the  just, 
£ven  when  the  tokens  come,  which  Christ  advis'd, 
As  Noah's  then,  Christ's  words  are  now  despls'd. 

As  life^  last  day  hath  unto  none  beene  showne, 
That  still  (attending  death)  all  might  live  right : 
So  that  great  lodgement's  day  is  kept  unknowne, 
To  make  us  watch,  as  Christ  were  still  in  sight; 
like  virgins  wise  with  oyle  still  of  our  owne, 
Tfaatwhen  thebridegroomecomes,  we  want  not  light. 
*'  live  still,  as  k)oking  death  should  us  surprise, 
And  go  to  beds,  and  gnves,  as  we  would  rise^" 

O  what  great  wonder  that  so  few  are  found. 
Whom  those  strange  si^nes  make  grievM,  or  glad, 
appeare !  [found. 

Though  that  day  haste  which  should  their  souls  con^ 
Or  from  corruption  make  them  c;ver  deare. 
If  holy  lerome  thought  he  heard  the  sound 
Of  that  great  trumpet  thnndring  in  his  eare, 
What  jeabus  cares  shonld  in  our  brests  be  lodg'd. 
Since  greater  siuners,  nearer  to  be  judg'd  } 

When  will  to  man,  or  rather  man  to  will, 
Was  freely  given,  straight  discord  did  begin : 
Though  brethren  borne,  th'  one  did  the  other  kill* 
Of  those  who  first  were  made  life's  race  to  runne. 
Thus  striving  (as  it  seem*dlwho  did  most  ill, 
The  father  fell,  tbe  spnne  did  sink  in  sinne. 
Love  Adam  k»t,  but  Wn  did  kindle  wrath. 
The  author  breeding,  th>  actor  bringing  death. 

Thus  at  the  first  contentious  worldlings  jarr'd. 
Of  all  the  world  when  ooely  two  were  heires ; 
And  when  that  nations  were,  then  nations  warHd, 
Oft  sowing  hopes,  and  reaping  hot  despaires  $ 
Base  avarice,  pride,  and  ambition  marr'd 
All  concord  first,  and  fram'd  death  divers  snares : 
**  ThoQgh  is  a  winde  soone  vanish  doth  onr  breath; 
^e  furnish'  feathers  for  the  wings  of  death." 


Lo,  as  the  sacmd  register  records. 
Strife  is  (still  boyling  mortall  men's  desires) 
The  thing  most  fertile  that  the  world  afibrds. 
Of  which  each  little  sparke  may  breed  great  fires. 
Yet  that  portentuoos  warre  which  Christ's  owne  words 
Cites  as  a  sigpe  wheh  judgement  th*  Earth  requires, 
It  is  not  that  which  vaine  ambitiqp  beads. 
By  partiatl  passions  rais*d  for  private  ends. 

Such  was  the  warre  which  in  each  age  was  mov'd. 
When  by  preposterous  cares  from  rest  r^train'd  : 
Bent  to  be  more  then  men,  men  monsters  prov'd. 
Who  (lords  of  others)  slaves  themselves  remained. 
For,  whilest  advancement  vaine  they  fondly  lovM, 
The  Devilj  their  souls,  whilest  they  but  bodies  gainM; 
So  with  their  owne  disturbing  every  st/Ue, 
They  bought  Hell*s  horrors  at  tpQ  high  a  rate. 

Christ  came  below,  that  souls  might  be  releev'd, 
Not  to  breed  peace,  but  worse  then  civill  warres : 
Broyls  amongst  brethen,  scarce  to  be  beleev'd ; 
Even  twixt  the  sonne  and  syre  engendring  jarres. 
"  Ood  must  be  pleas'd  who  ever  else  be  grievM ; 
The  gospePs  growth  no  tyrant's  malice  marres. 
As  .Egypt's  burdens  Israel's  strength  did  crowne, 
The  truth  most  mounts  whea  men  would  presse  it 
downe.*' 

Those  wanes  that  come  before  that  fatall* day. 
End  things  begun,  and  endlesse  things  begin : 
Am  not  us'd  broils  which  sta^  with  Steele  array, 
Whilest  worldlings  would  but  worldly  treasures 

jrinna. 
No,  even  religion  shall  make  peace  d^ay ; 
And  godlinesse  be  made  the  ground  oJF  sinne. 
Then  let  the  world  expect  no  peace  againe* 
When  sacred  causes  breed  effects  propbane. 

Such  warres  have  beene,  some  such  see  yet  to  be, 
What^must  npt  once  plague  Adam's  cursed  brood? 
Ah,  tliat  the  world  so  oft  those  flames  did  see. 
Which  zeale  had  kindled  to  bequench'd  with  bloud. 
Whilst  disagreeing  thoughts  in  deeds  agree, 
Some  bent  for  spritoall,  some  for  temporal  1  good. 
"  Hell's  fire-brands  rage,  whilst  zeale  doth  weakly 
When  policy  puts  on  religion's  ck>ke."       [smoke^ 

All  nations  once  the  gospel's  light  shall  see. 
That  ignorance  no  just  excuse  may  brsed. 
Truth  spreads  ii|  spite  of  penecutimii  free : 
The  bloud  of  martyrs  is  the  ohurehe's  seed. 
That  it  receiy'4,  or  they  cpndemn'd  may  he. 
All  on  the  word  their  soules  may  sometime  feed. 
The  wqrd  l)y  which  all  help,  or  harme  must  have, 
*'  Those  .knowledge  da^nes,  whom  conscience  can- 
not save." 

When  bent  to  mitigate  his  Fathfer^  wrath, 
Man's  mortall  veile  the'God-head  did  disguise. 
The  world's  Redeemer  was  engaged  to  death. 
And  rais'd  himself  to  show  how  we  shbuld  rise ; 
Those  twelve  whose  doctrine  builded  on  his  breatl^ 
To  beare  his  yoke  all  nations  did  advise. 
They  terrouiB  ftrvt,  and  then  did  comfort  sound, 
Vor,  ere  the  gospell  heale,  the  law  mast  wound. 

In  simple  men  who  servile  trades  had  us'de, 
(The  wisest  of  the  world  are  greatest  fools) 
The  Holy  Ohost  one  truth,  all  tongue^  infot'd^. 
And  made  them  teach  who  never  knew  the  schools ; 
Yea,  with  more  power  the  souls  of  men  th^y  bnis'd^ 
Then  rhetorick  could  do  with  golden  rules. 
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**  The  i^rite  (irlien  Ood  the  louls  of  men  conTerts) 
Doth  mora  the  teachera*tonguet,Uiehearen*heafts.'* 

The  south  was  first  of  soveraigntie  the  seat, 
.  Trota  whence  it  spn'DgiDg,^pread  to  Deighboariog 
parts. 
And  then  some  states  did  strive  how  to  be  great. 
By  motall  vertues,  and  by  martiall  arts. 
Till  colder  cltmats  did  oontroll  that  heat, 
3oth  showing  stronger  hands,  and  stouter  htaxts. 
And  whilst  each  prince  was  onely  praisM-as  strong. 
The  way  to  greatnesse,  went  by  ruine  long* 

The  light  of  HeaTen  first  in  the  east  did  shine. 
Then  raon4  the  course  kept  by  the  earthly  Iigbt» 
And  did  (as  zeale  in  realmes)  rise,  and  decline, 
^ill  giving  day  to  some,  to  others  night, 
The  faith  of  man  yet  toilM  it  to  refine. 
And  left  no  land  till  loath'd,  not  forc'd,  no  flight, 
Christ's  light  did  still  amongst  the  Gadarens  shine. 
Till  to  his  presence  they  prcferr'd  their  swine. 

Where  are  these  churches  seven,  those  lanterns 

seven, 
Once  Asia's  glory,  gracM  by  sacred  scroules  ? 
With  monsters  now.  as  then  with  martyrs  even. 
The  Turke  their/  bodies,  Bathan  rules  their  sonies, 
Lands  then  obsewre  are  lifted  up  to  Heaven, 
Whose  sonis  tike  linxes  look,  whilst  theirs  like'owles, 
Those  whom  the  word  renown*d,  are  knowne  no  more. 
Those  know  God  best,  who  scarce  knew  men  before. 

The  world's  chiefs  state  old  Rome  with  gtory  gain'd. 
Of  which  the  losse  her  nephew's  shame  did  scale. 
The  gospePs  truth  at  Rc^ne  long  taught  remained; 
But  now  she  wbuld  the  same  too  much  conceale, 
Thus'temp'rall  power,  and  spiritual,  both  Rome 

stain'd, 
Growne  cold  in  courage  first,  and  last  in  scale. 
The  church  first  stood  by  toils,  whil'st  poore,  still 

pure. 
And  straight  whilst  rich  then  rent,  fell  when  secure. 

Prom  off'rhig  grace  no  stonne  the  word  can  suy, 
Bre  judgement  come  to  those  who  will  reoeive, 
In  this  last  age  time  doth  new  worlds'display ; 
That  Christ  a  church  over  all  the  Earth  may  have, 
His  righteoosnesse  shall  barbarous  realmes  array. 
If  their  first  love  more  civill  lands  wili  leave, 
America  to  Europe  may  succeed, 
God  may  of  stones  raise  up  to  Abram  teed. 

The  gospell  clearly  pt«ach'd  in  every  place. 
To  lands  of  which  our  fathers  could  not  tell, 
And  when  the  Gentiles  all  aietlrawne  to  grace^ 
Which  in  the  new  lerusalem  shoold  dwell. 
Then  bhall  the  stubbome  lews  that  truth  imbraee. 
From  which  with  such  disdaine  they  did  rebell ; 
Who  first  the  law,  shall  last  the  gospell  have, 
Christ  whom  he  fint  did  call,  shall  last  lecehre. 

When  God  would  bnt  be  serv'd  by  laoob's  brood 
(By  his  owne  mercy,  not  their  merits  mov*d) 
The  Gentiles  did  what  U>  their  eyes  seemed  good. 
And,  Sathan's  slaves,  the  works  of  darknesselovM: 
They  onto  idols  ciffred  up  their  bloud, 
Yea  ( bow*d  to  bea9ts)then  beasts  more  beastly  prov*d, 
Hioee  whom  God  did  not  cbuse,  a  god  did  chose. 
And  what  they  made,  did  for  their  maker  usew 


But  when  that  onely  aoile  too  ninow  aeemMy 
To  bound  God's  glory,  or  to  bound  his  grace; 
The  Gentiles'  soules  from  Sathan  he  redeemed. 
And  unto  Shem's  did  jojrne  of  laphefs  race : 
The  bastard  bands  as  lawfiiU  were  csteem'di 
Tbe  strangers  entred  in  the  children's  ol^ctt. 
Who  had  beene  infidels  imbrac'd^Ke  &th. 
Whilst  mercie's  minions  vessels  were  of  wmSli. 

That  chosen  flock  whom  to  h/amAt  he  diesr. 
Who  saw  not  lacob*s  Iknlt,  nor  braePa  nmie: 
When  we  receaer'd,  they  degener*d  grew ; 
To  lend  us  light  their  darknesee  did  l>ogn>    i^ew. 
Yea,  worse  then  we  when  worst,  God's  saints  they 
And  when  that  his  wine-yard  they  entred  in. 
They  ikst  his  servants  kil'd,  and  then  his  sonne, 
**  Nought  grows  more  fiut  then  miicbieie  whea 
begun." 

Sonnes  of  the  second  match  whom  Christ  should 
Ah,  brag  not  you  as  heritoors  of  grace :    [erowne, 
The  naturall  branches  they  were  broken  downe. 
And  we  (wilde  olives)  planted  in  their  place. 
Feare,'  feare,  lest  seas  of  sinnes  our  sonies  do  drowoe, 
Shall  he  spare  us  who  sp«r*d  not  Abram«s  race  r 
As  they  for  lack  of  fhith,  so  may  we  fall ; 
*'  What  springs  io  some.  Is  rooted  in  ns  aH.** 


Till  ours  be  fuU  though  Ismers  light  lyea  i_ 
Our  light  shall  once  them  to  salvation  lende  ; 
Is  God  like  man  that  he  shoold  now  repent. 
That  promise  which  to  Abram's  seed  waa  made  } 
For  his  great  harvest  ere  that  Christ  be  bent. 
The  lews  shall  have  a  church,  and  him  their  head. 
Both  lews  and  Gentiles  once,  one  church  shall  provCi 
We  foare  their  law,  they  shall  oar  gOspeU  kite. 

This  signe  it  seemes  might  soone  aooomplish^d  be^ 
Were  not  where  now  remcines  that  race  of  Sbemi^ 
The  Gentiles*  dregges,  and  idols  which  they  se^ 
Makes  them  kiath  all,  for  what  their  Imr  condemoes; 
To  be  baptisde  yet  some  of  them  agree,  pemnes; 
Whil'st  them  their  mates,  their  mates  tbe  world  ooo- 
And  why  should  we  not  seek  to  haVte  them  sav'd» 
Since  first  from  them  sahatSon  we  receir'd  ? 


When  the  evangell  most  toird  souls  to  i 

Even  then  there  was  a  foiling  from  the  fiuth : 

The  antichrist  his  kingdome  did  begin 

To  poysoa  souls,  yet,  ere  the  day  of  wntb. 

Once  shall  perdition's  childe^that  man  of  si 

Be  to  the  world  reveal'd,  a  piey  to  death, 

God  may  by  tyrants  scanrge  hisohtnoh  when  griev'd, 

Yet  shall  thesoourge  be  scourg*d,  the  church  relieved. 

The  antichrist  shoold  come  with  power  and  migfat. 
By  signes  an^  wonders  to  delude  the  eyes : 
Thus  Sathan  seethes  an  angell  oft  of  light. 
That  who  the  truth  cootemn'd,  may  trust  in  lyesi 
And  this  with  justice  stands,  even  in  Qod's  sight. 
That  he  In  darknesse  fall,  tbe  light  who  flyes: 
"  And,  oh !  this  is  the  uttermost  of  ill. 
When  God  abandons  worldlings  to  thchr  wiU.^ 

TTiis  adversary  of  Christ's  heavenly  word. 
Should  straight  himselfo  extoU  by  Sathan's  wit. 
Over  all  that  is  caird  God,  or  b  ador'd } 
And  of  ink|iiity  no  meanes  omit. 
Though  worthy  of  the  worid  to  be  abhorr'd ; 
He  in  the  church  of  God,  as  God,  shall  ait : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DOOMES-DAT.    THE  SECOND  HOURE, 


Sf9 


Thb  hypoorito  hi^  miiohiflfBi  borne  to  bf«ed« 
Sboold  look  Uka  Qod,  yet  proto  a  deyill  indeed. 

This  myiterie  of  tioDe  which  God  doth  hate. 
Even  in  Paul's  time  began,  and  since  endar'd: 
Vet^conld  not  then  be  knowne,  till  from  the  gate, 
That  which  then  stop*d,  was  razde,  and  it  assnr'di 
The  Romane  power  was  at  that  time  so  great, 
That  ofjene  states  the  I  aster  it  obscur'd ; 
The  let  which  then  remaioM,  while  as  removM, 
This  antichrist,  the  next  aspirer  prov'd. 

That  sptrittsaU  plague  which  poysons  many  lands, 
Is  not  the  ToiIeo,  nor  Mahomet  his  saint ; 
Nor  none  who  Christ  to  crosse  directly  stands ; 
He  whom  the  sprite  takes  such  great  pains  to  paint. 
It  most  be  one  who  in  the  obnrch  commands. 
No  foe  oonleas'd,  but  a  professor  fcintj 
For  if  all  did  him  know,  none  woold  him  know, 
A  foe  (thoQglitfiriend)giTes  the  most  dangerous  blow. 

Ere  that  day  come  which  shonld  the  jnst  adome, 
And  shall  discover  every  secret  thou[^t. 
The  antichrist  whose  badge  whole  lands  have  borne. 
The  prophet  (alee  which  lying  wonders  wrought,  ^ 
The  beast  with  the  blasphemous  mOuth  and  home 
Shall  be  reveal'd,  and  to  confusion  brought- 
*'  For  causes  hid  though  God  a  space  spare  some, 
Hieir  judgements  are  more  heavy  when  thejr  come." 

Th'  eflrooted  whore  prophetically  sbowne 
By  holy  lohn  in  his  mysterious  scrouls. 
Whom  kragsandnatidtttotheirsbameshouldowne. 
The  Devil's  chiefe  bawd  adulterating  souls ; 
Though  scandalized,  and  to  the  world  made  knowne, 
By  mingling  poyson  with  her  pleasant  bouls. 
Yet  shall  her  couseuing  beauties  courted  be. 
Till  all  at  last  her  fall  with  horrour  see. 

The  part  where  that  great  whore  her  court  shonld 
Tile  Babyloo»  abhominaUe  towne,  [hold. 

Where  every  thing,  even  souls  of  men,  are  sold. 
Low  hk  the  dost  to  lye^  sh»ll  be  brought  downe : 
Her  nakednease  all  nations  shall  behold. 
And  hold  that  odious  which  had  once  renowne ; 
Bat  her  discovery,  and  her  mine's  way. 
Are  hid  till  that  due  time  the  same  display. 

Flie,  faithfull  Christians,  from  that  sea  of  sinne,   ^ 
Who  hate  the  whore,  and  from  the  horned  beast 
Flie,  flic  in  time,  before  their  griefe  begin, 
Uit  as  thcSr  pleasures,  so  their  plagues  you  taste; 
When  as  the  lambe  the  victory  doth  winne. 
He  of  fat  thing*  will  make  his  flock  a  feast  [bright. 
This  cloud  ditfpen*d^  the  Sunne  shall  shine  more 
Whirst  darknesse  post  endeeres  the  presoit  light 

Nov  in  the  dangerons  dayes  of  this  last  age, 
When  as  he  knowes  Christ  doth  to  come  prepare. 
The  Divell  shall  like  a  vsaring  lyon  rage, 
Still  catching  soules  with  many  a  subtUe  snare, 
Whil'ithis  fierce  wrath  no  mitehiefe  c4n  asswage. 
Some  by  presumption  Ml,  some  by  despairo. 
And  if  this  time  not  shortened  were,  deceiv'd, 
M's  chosen  children  hardly  could  be  lav'd. 

^nie  for  a  glorious  use  who  once  did  senre, . 

As  itarros  to  th'  eyes»  cleare  lights  of  sonlfls  es- 
teem'd,  [swerve, 

^  (stumbling  Uookcs)  from  ttsir  first  eoaraedid 

Not  vhat  they  were,  elsh  wero  not  what  they  ieem'd, 
I    And  joitlydamn'd  (light's  ftMs)  as  they  deserve, 
I    'ran  darknesta  more  shall  never  be  iadecn*d: 


«  Chureh-angels  all,  all  fi>r  aiavples  nie^ 

So  that  their  fall  doth  many  thousands  bnliat." 

Men  so  the  world  shall  love^  religion  hate» 
That  all  true  zeale  shall  in  contempt  ba  hranght, 
The  spiritnall  light's  eclipse  shall  grow  so  great, 
That  lyes  the  truth,  truth  shaH  a  lye  bo  thought: 
Yet  some  shall  weigh  th«r  workes  at  sueh  a  laCet  ^ 
As  they  themselyef,  not  Christ,  their  soules  had 

bought: 
All  just  to  seeme,  not  be,  their  wks  shall  wrat. 
Not  bent  to  edifie,  but  to  contest 

« 

Some  signes  are  gone,  which  wsglstced  wero  found* 
To  TOoie  the  world  before  that  drsadliill  blast  $ 
But,  ah  I  what  all  nowsee,  and  I  must  souhd, 
I  wish  they  wero  to  come,  or  else  were  past ; 
Those  signes,  those  sinnes  I  sing,  doe  warne^  shaU 
This  age,  too  ag*d,  and  worthy  to  be  last  [wound 
It  signes  that  sbadowM  were,  doth  so  desigoe, 
I  must  historifie,  and  not  divine. 

That  bis  should  warie  be,  Christ  gave  advioe^ 
Since  thousands  were  to  be.seduc'd  by  lyes; 
The  Divell  (whirst  all  adore  their  owne  device) 
Doth  taint  men's  hearts,  or  elte  upbraid  their  eyei^ 
The  froth  of  veitue,  and  the  dregs  of  vice. 
Which  onely  last,  the  worlds  last  time  Implyes. 
Not  griev'd,  no,  not  asham'd,  of  sinne  some  v«mit| 
Impiety  doth  so  vaine  mindes  supplant 

Men  with  themselves  so  much  fai  tove  remaine. 
They  poore  within,  without  themselves  adorne, 
And  (if  not  gorgeons)  garments  doe  disdaine. 
Though  the  first  badge  of  bondage  that  was  boroe^ 
Yet  pampred  bodies,  fomish'd  soules  retains. 
Which  seeke  the  shadow,  and  the  substance  scome^ 
**  Ere  high  advaacM,  all  once  must  humble  prove, 
Thdte  first  themselves  must  toatb,  whom  God  will 
tove^" 

The  greatest  number-now  prophanely  sweares. 
And  dare  to  brewie,  or  jest,  name  God  in  vaine. 
Yet  that  Heaven  thunder,  or  th'  Earth  burst,  not 

fearcB, 
Lest  so  they  crush'd  or  swallowed  should  rsmafaie : 
Some  vomit  forth  (poHating  purer  eares) 
Words  wbkh  them  first,  and  others  after  staine^ 
*<  A  filthy  tongue,  And  a  Uasphemoos  month. 
Of  Sathan's  seed  doe  show  a  mighty  growth." 

That  avarice  which  the  apostle  told,  [iway, 

When  as  the  world  declines,  men's  mindes  should 
Doth  rage  so  now,  that  even  their  God  for  gold. 
Not  onely  men,  men  in  our  time  betray  { 
To  Sathau  some  for  gatne  their  soules  have  sold, 
Whil'st  what  their  hearts  hold  truth,  their  words 

gaine-say. 
"  By  Ethnickcfc  once  those  must  condemn'd  remaine» 
Who  change  religion,  #oridly  .things  to  gaine." 

What  age  ere  this  so  many  children  saw. 
Who  whh  their  parents  (O  unhappy  strife) 
Doe  plead  at  law,  though  wronging  nature's  law^  . 
And  heipe  to  haste  thehr  death,  who  gave  them  life  i 
Now  vertnons  words  to  vitiods  deeds  doe  draw : 
The  love  of  (9od  is  rare,  of  pleasure  rife :     [nighty 
*'  This  darknesse  showes  that  it  drawes  neare  the 
Sinne  then  must  shortly  fell,  since  at  the  height" 
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Then  even  llie  most  of  misery  to  make, 
The  touSes  of  lome  which  (alwtties  Ul)  grow  worse, 
(All  sense  quite  lost)  in  simie  such  pleasure  take, 
That  froseti  miodes  can  melt  in  no  remorse ; 
Ho  threataed  terrours  can  their  conscience  wake, 
Sinne  hath  so  moch,  ..he  sprite  so  little  force. 
**  No  physicke  for  the  sicke,  which  live  as  sound, 
A  sore  past  sense  doth  show  a  deadly  woand." 

As  such  a  hnrdeo  it  did  hurst  to  beare,       [shake, 
(Throi^h  horroiir  of  pur  sipnes)  the  Eartii  doth 
And  shall  it  selfe  gfUimes  asunder  teare,      • 
Ere  Christ  his  iudgement  manifest  doth  make  ; 
Or  el^  I  know  not,  if  it  quake  for  feare 
Of  that  great  fyre  which  should  it  shortly  take; 
The  living  Earth  to  mov^  dead  Earth  doth  m<^ve, 
Yet  earthly  men  thim  th.'  Earth  mpre  earthly  prove. 

In  forraine  parts  whose  roines  fame  renowne^ 
In  indignation  of  her  sinful  I  seed, 
(As  men  should  doe  the|r  eye^)  the  Earth  God 
drownes,  [freede) 

Which  (that  some  captiv*d  aire  may  stnught  be 
Doth  iromit  roountaines,  and  doth  swallow  towhos; 
The  world's  foundation  brandtsh*d,  like  a  reed. 
Whitest  with  pale  hearts  the  panting  people  thinke. 
That  Hell  will  ryse,  or  that  the  Heaven  will  sinke. 

One  earth-quake  tossM  the  Tuike*s  imperiall  head, 
Dayes  sensible,  but  violent  some  bowers. 
Till  in  that  towne  a  monstrous  breach  was  made, 
(As  char(|f*d  at  once  by  all  the  damned  powers) 
I  know  not  whether  buried  first,  or  dead, 
Troupes  seem'd  to  striu^  in  falling  with  their  towers. 
Whilst  those  who  «toode  long  trembling  did  attend, 
That  all  the  world  (at  least  themselves)  should  end. 

Twixt  Rome  and  Naples  once  (in  Envif  *s  eye) 
What  stately  tow^es  di^  t|ie  world's  cooqu^roors 

found. 
Which  now  liree  not  (noe,  not  their  ruines)  spie, 
Since  layde  more  low  then  levell  with  the  ground? 
They  with  all  theipi  en-earth'd  by  e«rth-quakes  lye, 
Whose  stones  (drawne  down  where  darkenes  doth 
Like  Sisip)ius  perchance  a  number  roules,  [abound) 
Else  Dis  builds  dungeons  for  the  damned  spules. 

Late  neare  those  parts  whose  ruines  men  admire, 
Where  wealth  superfluous  idle  wonders  wrought. 
An  earth -qiiake  strange  amazement  did  acquire, 
A  plaine  oonceav'd,  and  forth  a  mountaine  brought. 
Which  dioers  dayes  disgorged  flames  of  fyre, 
And  stones  whose  substance  was  consumed  to  nought; 
HelPs  fyre  it  seem'd  which  (as  God's  wrath)  did  rise, 
Growne  great,  flam'd  forth,  upbraiding  sinners'  eyea. 

Lust  in  this  land  our  eyes  saw  one  of  late. 

Whose  terrour  from  some  mynds  vests  not  remoov*d, 

Then  any  else  as  strange,  though  not  soe  great. 

Not  violent,  but  univenall  provM, 

As  if  of  Nature*s  course  the  tbreatned  date. 

All  at  one  houre  this  kingdome  trembliug  moov'd; 

Tht  old  state  lothing^  longing  for  a  new. 

Til*  Earth  leapes  for  joy,  as  straight  to  have  her  due. 

Sut  ah !  who  walkes,  when  rock*d  is  all  this  round. 
Or  stry  ves  to  stand  though  even  the  Earth  thnsstarts? 
Though  God  doth  tosse  this  ball  till  it  rebound,' 
Who,  lest  it  part,  from  his  corruption  parts? 
Ah  I  that  the  world  soe  sencelesse  should  be  found, 
6otl%  Heaven  and  Earth  doe  shak^  bat  not  men's 
hearts; 


Since  for  his  word  tha  world  disdaynet  to  boar, 
Dumbe  creatures  doe  denounce  God^s  indgmenta 

now. 

I  thfnke  the  Earth  by  such  strange  throwes  would 

tell. 
How  much  she  do^h  her  present  state  deapise  | 
Or  else  all  those  who  in  her  bowjels  dwell. 
Doe  rqQpe  themselves,  as  ready  pow  to  rj^se : 
Her  belly  thus  grpwne  big  doth  seemp  to  swell. 
As  one  whose  travell  soone  should  her  surpriae  ; 
And  yet  her  broode  she  vipei-like  must  ftee. 
Whose  course  must  end  when  theirs  beginoes  to  be. 

As  God  that  day  of  doome  strives  to  make  knowne. 
By  monstrous  signes  which  may  amaze  the  mynde, 
That  judgment  great  by  judgements  is  Ibresbowne, 
Whil'st  all  the  weapons  of  his  wrath  have  shin'd. 
That  others  may(whil'Msome  rest  thus  o'rethrowne) 
Stand  in  the  furnace  of  aflliction  fin'd; 
**  Tor  still  the  wretched  most  religious  prove. 
And  oft  examples  more  then  doctrine  move." 

The  sword  ef  God  shall  once  be  drunke  with  bloode, 
And  sorfet  on  the  flesh  of  tbouninds  slaine 
Of  those  who  (followipg  evill)  doe  flie  from  good. 
And  (scorning  Christ)  professe  to  be  prophane. 
From  God*s  wine-presse  of  wrath  shall  flowe  a  flooded 
Which  shi^l  with  blood  their  hqrses' bridles  stainej 
None  may  abide,  nor  yet  can  flie  his  fight. 
When  arm'd  with  vfengeance  God  doth  thundiiag 
fighfe 

When,  ^tber-lil^e,  God  chastiMng  his  childe, 
Plagu'd  all  the  subjects  for  their  soveraigne's  crime, 
What  thousands  then  were  froin  the  world  exil'd  ? 
Even  in  three  dayes  (so  soon  turoes  flesh  to  slime] 
The  Earth  made  waste,  men  had  no  more  defilM, 
Had  but  one  angell  warr'd  a  little  time: 
Since  by  God's  word  the  world  did  made  remaine, 
Lesse  then  his  look  may  mine  it  againe. 

The  pestilence  of  wrath  chiefe  weapon  thought. 
Which  of  all  plagues,  the  plague  is  onely  caird. 
As  if  all  else  (respectii^  it)  were  noughii, 
Tt  hath  so  much  the  mindes  of  moa  fppall'd ; 
That  wpund by  God'sown  band  seems onelywrooght. 
Whose  niediate  meanes  scarce  rot  to  reason  thrall'd: 
That  which  we  not  conceive,  admire  we  must. 
And  in  God's  power  above  our  knowledge  trust*  - 

That  poyson'd  dart,  whose  strength  none  can  gaine- 

stand, 
God  vs'd'but  rarely  (when  enflam'd  with  wrath) 
And  had  it  once  been  brandished  ip  his  hand. 
All  trembling  stood  (as  'twixt  the  jawes  of  death) 
Then  now  it  selfe,  the  faipe  more  movM  this  land. 
Of  that  grefit  frenzy  which  infects  the  breath : 
*'  A  thing  thought  strange,  by  habite  homely  proves. 
What  first  all  griefe,  at  last  all  sense  removes." 

Once  in  one  age,  few  dayes,  and  in  few  parts. 
The  pest  some  people  to  repentance  urg'd. 
And  did  with  terrour  strike  the  strongest  hearts, 
Whil'st  his  viney^  the  Heaven's  great  husband 

purg'd. 
The  quiver  of  whose  wrath  did  raine  downe  darts, 
By  which  of  latis  what  kingdome  was  not  scourged? 
Sp  that  men  now  not  feare  that  whip  of  God, 
Like  hofH  oft  beaten,  that  cobtemne  the  rod. 
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e,  in  this  lUiely  ile,  admir'd  so  much, 
|»«t  province,  no,  what  towne  hath  not  been  pyn'd 
•-   that  abhorr'd  disease,  vhich'strikes  who  touch, 
Wirst  byles  the  body,  madnene  swels  the  minde  ? 
k,  o(f  some  townes,  the  anguish  hath  been  such, 
tat  alU  all  hope  oif  safety  had  resignM :  * 
^ll'st  friends  no"" comfort  gave,  no,  no  reliefe, 
ftc  sicknesse  onely  (not  the  death)  bred  griefe. 

bis  raging  ague  bunts  so  ugly  oat, 
1 1  men  of  those  whom  they  love  best,  are  dread  ; 
'tiirst  danger  all  in  every  thing  doe  doubt,  [fled, 
Ictk  by  the  plague  (made  plagues)  as  plagues  are 
ad  are  with  horrour  compassed  round  about, 
lien  that  contagion  through  the  ayre  is  spread ; 
be  ayre  which  first  our  breath  (abus'd)  doth  staine, 
.  poisoo'd  80,  but  poisons  us  amne. 

bHiat  thing  more  wretched  can  imagii^'d  be» 
lien  is  a  towne  where  once  the  pest  abounds  ? 
tiere  not  one  sense  rests  from  some  trouble  free; 
"hree  doe  inleot,  and  two  (though  pare)  beare 

wounds; 
yh  in  one  hole  heapes  tbrowne  at  once  we  see, 
Ls  where  to  bury  fear'd  for  want  of  bounds : 
Tea,  whil'st  in  plaints  they  spend  thor  plaguy 

breath, 
Jf  all  things  that  are  feai^d,  the  least  is  de&th.   ' 

[>ath  (whil'st  no  drugge  this  feavers  force  ore- 
Dft,  ere  the  patient  the  physitian  dames,  [throwes) 
rhe  a3rre  they  draw  their  heate  more  high  still 

blowes. 
Fill  even  what  should  refresh,  then  mostenflames; 
Of  damned  soules  the  state  their  torment  showes, 
%Vho  gnash  their  teeth  as  cold,  whil'st  fry'd  with 

flames: 
And  *twixt  their  paines  this  difference  but  comes  in. 
Death  ends  the  one,  the  otb^  doth  beginne. 

To  plague  those  parts  where  Christ's  owne  (roops 

do  dwell. 
The  angell  that  destroyes  hath  most  been  bent. 
That  whom  words  could  not  move,  w6unds  might 
£re  mine  come,  in  time  now  to  repent,    [compell, 
By  paine  on  Earth,  made  thinke  of  paine  in  Hell, 
As  this  they  flye,  that  that  they  may  prevent 
<'  What  candisooarage  those  whom  Christ  doth  love, 
Jo  whom  evill  good,  griefe  joy,  death  life  doth 
prove?" 

Where  we  should  alwaies  strive  the  Heaven  togaine. 
By  prayers,  plaints,  and  charitable  deeds. 
To  raise  up  earth  on  earth,  our  strength  we  straine, 
So  base  a  courage,  worldly  honour  breeds  ; 
This  doth  provoke  the  darts  of  God's  disdaine, 
By  which  of  some  the  wounded  conscience  bleeds: 
**  All  head-long  runne  to  Hell,  whose  way  is  even ; 
But  by  a  narrow  ^th  are  drawn  to  Heaven." 

Of  vengeance  now  the  store-house  opened  stands, 
O  what  a  weight  of  wrath  the  worid  (ah)  beares  ! 
Through  terrour  straight,  why  tremble  not  all  lands, 
When  God  in  rage  a  throne  of  justice  reares  } 
And  poores  downe  plagues  whil'st  brandishing  his 

brands. 
The  pest  now  past,  straight  famine  breeds  new  fearcs. 
**  Still  thinke  that  mischiefe  never  comes  alone. 
Who  worse  presage  the  present  lesse  beDQ0D9." 


Since  that  the  worid  doth  loath  ctieitiaU  food. 
That  sprituali  manna  which  soale*s  nectar  proves. 
By  grace  drawne  forth  from  the  Redeemer's  bloud, 
A  gift  (and  no  reward)  given  where  he  loves, 
Those /rho  terrestriall  things  thinke  onely  good. 
Them  want  shall  try,  whom  no  abundance  moves : 
"  For,  ah,  of  some  so  fat  the  bodies  be. 
That  of  theur  soules  they  not  the  leannesse  see. 

Godli  creatmes  (oft  oondemn'd)  shall  once  accase 
Those  who  in  wantoonesse  them  vahiely  spent. 
And  justly,  what  unjustly  they  abuse. 
Shall  unto  thte  more  sparingly  be  lent. 
That  which  they  now  superfluously  use. 
Shall  (made  a  curse)  not  nature's  need  content 
*'  A  barren  soule  should  have  a  barren  earth, 
Oft  temporall  plenty  breeds  a  spirituall  dearth." 

Those  in  the  dnst  who  still  prophanely  roule. 
Whose  thorny  thoughts  doe  choake  that  heavenly 

seed,  ^ 

Which  by  the  word  was  sown  m  every  soule, 
^all  likewise  want  what  should  their  bodies  feed : 
What  most  they  trust,  shall  once  their  hopes  con- 

troule. 
By  earthly  hunger,  heavenly  thirst  to  breed. 
Thus  those  (like  babes)  whose  judgement  is  not 

deepe. 
Who  scom'd  a  treasure,  shall  for  trifles  weepe. 

What  sauces  strange  (a  foult  which  custome  doakes) 
To  urge  the  bodie's  appetite  are  mad^. 
Which  natures  selfe  sufficiently  provokes  f 
But  of  the  soale,  when  camall  cares  it  leade. 
The  ^ipetite  wUch  (^h)  even  nature  choakes. 
What  art  is  us'd  to  quicken  It  when  dead  ? 
Wbil*St  bodies  doe  too  much,  scales  nought  disgest. 
But  when  the  others'  fast,  are  fit  to  feast 

Base  belly-gods,  whose  food  is  Sathan's  bate. 
Whose  judgenients  to  your  taste  rest  onely  thrall. 
The  h>rd  in  wrath  ^hall  cut  away  your  meate. 
And  for  your  honey,  furnish  you  with  gall, 
like  loathsome  beasts  since  you  the  acomes  eate. 
Yet  looke  not  up  to  see  from  whence  they  fidl ; 
Sonnes  prodigall,  who  from  your  father  swerve. 
You  keeping  worse  then  swine,  shall  justly  sterve* 

To  waken  some  which  sleepe  in  sinne  as  dead. 
The  Lord  ere  Christ  doe  come  all  states  to  try. 
Since  but  abus*d,  shall  breake  the  staffs  of  bread. 
And  as  we  him,  make  th'  earth  us  fruits  deny  ; 
The  come  shall  wither,  and  the  grasse  shall  fade. 
Then  men  to  nurse,  since  rather  bent  to  dye ; 
As  dutifull  to  him  by  whom  they  breed, 
GkMl*s  creatures  pure,  his  rebels  scome  to  feed. 

Now  in  this  time,  which  is  the  last  esteemed. 

The  sprites  impure  doe  all  in  one  conspire, 

And  worte  that  God  by  men  may  be  blasphemed. 

To  purchase  partoers  of  etemaU  fire. 

That  who  should  them  condemne,  hath  us  redeemM, 

Makes  envy  blow  the  bellowes  of  their  ire,' 

Till  widced  angels  irritated  thus. 

Not  seeke  their  safety,  but  to  mine  us. 

More  neare  doth  draw  salvation  to  the  just. 
The  more  the  dragon's  minde  doth  envy  wound. 
That  men  (the  slaves*  of  death,  the  sonnes  of  dost) 
As  heires  of  Heaven,  with  glory  shouM  be  crown'd. 
And  that  perpetuall  paines  they  suffer  must. 
Though  (all  immortall)  to  no  bodies  bound: 
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**  Hotrtf  gaHMuMi  tavy  flUMibe  at  tfetj  thhif, 
Whooi  itBI  tbeir  Iwrme,  or  wcmt  one's  good  niut 
rtfag." 

Man's  foe  who  first  confotion  did  de?isie, 
(By  long  experience  rrowne  profoond  in  skill) 
TluoQgh  strength ofttry'd  our  weakntase doth 4^ 

spise. 
And  knowes  what  best  majrserve  each  sooleto  kill : 
He  unawares  our  passions  doth  surprise^ 
And  to  betray  our  wit,  corropts  our  will.        [win, 
«  Whom  God  not  guards,  those  Sathan  iooa  nay 
Whilst  force  doth  diarge  without,  and  fraud  within." 

That  heire  of  Hell,  whom  justly  God  rejects, 
(Who  sought  by  subtilty  all  soules  to  blmde) 
Not  onefy  shtfb  Ht  secret  now  directs. 
By  inspirations  poysoning  the  minde. 
But  even  a  banner  boldly  he  erects, 
Am  this  world*s  prince  by  publike  power  design'd : 
Trom  shape  to  shape,  this  Proteus  thus  removes. 
Who  first  a  Ibxe,  and  last  a  lyen  proves. 

Ht,  sinco  has  kingdome  now  should  end  so  •oone. 
Doth  many  Circes  and  Medeas  make, 
Thatcan obscure  the  Sunne,  and  charme  the  Moone, 
Kaise  np  the  dead,  and  make  the  Kving  quake, 
Whii'st  they  by  pietnras,  persons  have  wndooe. 
Doe  give  to  some,  from  others'  substanoe  take : 
Three  dements  th^  tyranny  doth  thrall. 
But  oft  the  fourth  takes  vengeance  of  them  alL 

WhiPst  in  his  hand  the  bolts  of  death  he  beares. 
Still  wtftefaing  sonles  the  ^rafty  hunter  lyes 
With  inward  fancies,  and  with  outward  foares. 
Whom  he  may  tempt,  continually  he  tryes ; 
Whii'st  (nlimbling  horrour)  sounds  assail  the  eares, 
And  monstrous  formes  pamt  terroor  in  th^  eyes : 
He  who  with  God  even  in  the  Heaven  durst  strive, 
Thinks  soon  on  Earth  men's  mine  to  contrive. 

As  many  did  possess'd  by  q;>rits  remain^ 
When  first  Christ  came,  salvation  to  beginne. 
So  likewise  now  before  he  come  agaioe^ 
Some  bodies  daily  which  they  enter  in, 
By  desp'rate  meanes  would  be  dispatch'd  of  paine, 
Hbe  (bound  in  body)  loo^e  their  soules  to  sinne. 
And  if  that  God  not  interpos*d  his  power,  ' 
Hell's  tyrant  Straight  would  every  soule  devoure. 

In  some  whom  God  permits  him  to  abuse. 
The  prince^of  darknesse  do^  at  divers  .houres, 
W»  subtils  substance  fraudfolly  infuse 
Till  tiiey  hb  sprite,  his  sprite  their  soules  devours: 
He  as  his  owne  doth  all  their  members  use. 
And  they  (as  babes  with  knives)  worke  with  his 
O  monstrous  union,  miracle  of  evils,  [powers. 

Which  thus  with  men  incorporates  the  divels ! 

When  erst  in  D^phoe,  aflter  ugly  cryes. 

The  priestresse  Pythia,  seeming  to  be  sage, 

Big  by  the  Divell,  delivered  was  of  lyes. 

She  to  the  terrour  of  that  seoselesse  age. 

Still  panting,  swolne.  Hell  flaming  through  her  eyes, 

Boar'd  forth  responses  by  propheticke  rage; 

And  to  her  lord  wlul'st  prostituted  thus^ 

An  image  was  of  whom  he  fils  with  us. 

Of  those  who  are  possess'd  in  such  a  sort. 
Some  to  themselves  whom  Sathan  doth  accuse. 
They  mad  (or  he  in  them)  doe  bragge,  or  sport. 
And  wfail*st  they  would  the  lookers  on  abuse; 
Doe  secrets  (to  themselves  not  known)  report, 
And  of  all  toogues  the  eloquence  can  use : 


All  what  each  age  devii'd  observing  fltiH, 

**  The  Drvell  knowes  much,  but  bends  It  antoaL** 

O  Heavens,  be  hid,  and  feee  thy  light,  O  Snmie  ! 
Since  in  the  worid  (O  what  a  feafefuU  thing !) 
The  Divell  of  some  so  great  a  power  liath  woone. 
That  what  was  thnrs,  he  doth  in  bondage  bring. 
Then  from  their  body  speakes  (as  from  a  tonne) 
As  sounds  from  bels,  or-flouds  through  rockei  do 
Deare  Saviouc/iM,  and  in  a  just  disds^e,     (rin^ 
This  serpent  bmise,  this  leviathan  reyne. 

The  Sunne  and  Moone  now  oftentimes  look  pale, 
rAs  if  asham'd  the  shame  of  men  to  see> 
6r  else  grown  old,  their  force  befinnes  to  £ule. 
That  thus  to  oft  eoclips'd  their  beauties  be. 
And  ore  their  glflt^,  darknesse  doth  prevaHe, 
WhiPst  faint  fyr  griefs,  their  mine  they  fbro-see : 
For  (as  superfluous)  they  must  shortly  fidl. 
When  as  the  light  of  light  doth  lighten  all. 

The  heaveidy  bodies  (as  growne  now  lease  strong) 
Doe  seeme  more  slacke  (as  weary  of  their  race) 
So  that  time  rests  reform'd  (as  quite  ranoe  wroof ) 
All  clymats  still  new  temperatures  embrace. 
What  strange  effects  must  follow  then  ere  long  ? 
Some  starves  seem  new,  and  others  change  tbar 
So  altred  is  the  starry  court's  estate,  [place  ; 

Astrolognei  want  intelligence  of  late. 

Each  element  by  divers  signes  hath  showne. 
That  shortly  evill  must  be  discera'd  from  good ; 
The  Karth  (ag'd  mother)  loe^  is  barren  growne. 
Whose  wombe  oft  wome,  now  tome,  doth  foile  to 

brood, 
And  may  (since  staggering  else)  be  soone  orefhrown : 
What  wonder?  weake  through  age,  anddmnk  with 

bloud. 
With  bloud,  which  still  to  God  for  vengeance  cryes, 
And  (as  ore-bnrden'd)  groning,  grovelmg  lyes. 

The  liquid  legions  by  tumultuous  bands 
(Whose  bellowing  billowes  to  transcend  contend) 
Do  oft  usurpe,  and  sometime  leave  the  lands. 
Still  stor'd  with  monsters,  which  a  storme  pcMtend, 
Whii'st,  crown*d  with  clouds,  each  murmoiing 

mountaine  stand-s 
Which  acted  first,  but  suffer  must  in  end : 
A  mighty  change.  Heaven's  Monarch  now  condndes, 
Floods  first  quencb'd  flames,  flames  straight  ahaU 

Jdndle  floods. 

The  ayre  whose  power  impetuous  nought  can  bound* 
Doth  cite  all  soules  to  God's  great  pariiament, 
Whii'st  thundring  tempests  roare  a  rambling  siMind, 
And  the  last  trumpet's  terrour  represent ; 
Those  blasts  denounce  the  mine  of  this  round. 
Which  Heaven  in  showres  seemes  weeping  to  lament: 
Thus  waters  wash,  winds  wipe,  and  both  conspire. 
That  th'  Earth  (so  purged)  may  be  prepar'd  for  fire. 

The  water  th'  earth,  the  ayre  would  it  oVethrow^ 
Whose  rage  by  mine  ondy  is  represt. 
The  high  things  still  insultmg  ore  the  low. 
Till  once  the  highest  have  consum'd  the  rest ; 
The  fourth  must  end  what  the  first  three  fore-«how« 
Whose  proofe  is  last  reserved,  as  thought  the  best : 
A  fyery  tryall  strictly  tryes  each  thing,  i 

And  all  at  last  doth  to  pMrfectioo  brihg.  I 
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Fben  Nature'j  lelie,  not  ftroog  as  of  before, 
Yeeldi  finiits  deformVi,  as  frooi  a  basUrd  seed, 
TThufct  monstroQS  mtodes  may  be  admir'd  no  more, 
^VTiU'at  monstroos  bodies  more  amazement  breed : 
All  tbe  portentuons  brood  of  beasts  abborre, 
And  (since  prodigious)  ominously  dread. 
Since  all  tbings  cbange  ih>m  what  tbey  flnt  bave 
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All  (ia  anotber  forme)  sball  soone  be  seen. 

Pew  ngnes,  or  none,  remaine  men'k  mindes  to  iiKnre, 
Till  of  the  Sonne  of  man,  the  signe  crare  sight; 
Tb&t  glory  which  unspeakeable  doth  prore, 
Hhriat's  sabstance,  no,  bis  shadow,  yet  our  light, 
Wlioee  majesty,  and  beaaty,  from  above. 
Shall,  ere  he  sbine,  make  all  about  be  bright : 
Tbe  comrning  of  the  k}rd,  that  signe  bewrayes, 
As  ligbtaing  thonder,  as  the  Sanne  bis  rayes. 

Vet  this  vile  age  (what  rage  ?)  some  mockers  breeds, 
That  big  with  scome,  disdainfully  dare  say, 
'*  'What  cbange  mad.  mindes  with  such  fond  fancies 
feeds,  [stray? 

Prom  formes  first  known,  since  nongbt  below  doth 
The  sommer  harvest,  winter  spring  succeeds, 
rhe  Moon  doth  shine  by  night,  tbe  Sunne  by  day  $ 
Males  procreate,  and  females  doe  conceive, 
So«ne  daUy  life  doe  lose,  some  it  receive.*' 

O  atheists  vile,  else  Christians  void  of  care. 
Prom  God*s  tribanall  who  in  vaine  appeale, 
That  Christ  to  judge  the  world  doth  straight  prepare, 
You  thus  (contemning  signes)  a  signe  reveale, 
Whose  hearts  obdnr'd,  tbenearenesse  doth  declare. 
Of  your  daranatkiA^s,  o«ir  salvation^  scale  : 
And  whil'at  your  heart  both  Heaveti  and  Hell  derides, 
Your  judgement  Heaven,  your  torment  Hell  pro- 
vides. 

Yet  Ibolisb  sonles  thehr  pleasures  still  affect, 
[And  manyfng  wives)  what  mirih  may  move  devise. 
But  whil'st  asleep  tbeir  safety  they  neglect, 
CSirist  (as  H  thtefe)  agahMttham  shall  arise, 
And  (in  a  rage)  when  they  him  least  expect,     ^ 
Shall  sloathfyi  aervants  suddenly  surprise^ 
Who  then  shall  wish  (whilst  frighted  oa  each  side) 
rbatfimn  fabfoee  tbem  hills,  them  helk,  might  hide. 


But  ere  the  deepes  of  wrath  I  enter  in. 

When  SLS  repentance  shall  no  more  have  place. 

As  God  a  time  deferras  some  soulet  to  winner 

I  will  suspend  my  lurie  for  a  space. 

That  ere  the  height  of  borrour  doe  begihne. 

My  thoughts  may  bath  amid'st  the  springs  of  grace, 

Toclearesomeaoules  which  Satban  seekea  to  Uinde, 

Lord  piBga  my  spirit,  iilnminate  my  minde. 


DOOMES'DAr. 

oa, 
THS  GSffAT  DAT  OW  THS  L0B9'«  IVDGimifr. 

TBI  THIKD  HOUat. 


Whilst  angels  him  convoy,  and  saints  attend, 
(The  Heavens  as  smoke  all  ded  before  his  face) 
Christ  through  the  clouds  with  glory  doth  descend. 
With  majestic  and  terrour,  power  and  grace; 
What  flye,  walke,  grow,  swimme,  all  what  may 

end,  doe  end.  , 

Earth,  aire,  and  sea,  all  pnrgM  in  little  space  i 
Strange  preparations  that  great  court  preceede, 
Where  aU  must  meete  whom  any  age  did  bieede. 


0  maltitiide,  O  multitude  as  sand  ! 
K  day  of  berroor  strange  shall  straight  appeare, 
[>ome  down,  and  in  the  threshing  valley  stand, 
rbe  tbresbiiig  valley,  k)e,  the  lord  dmwes  neare, 
&nd  else  doth  takeX^ke  heed)  bis  fomie  in  hand  | 
Light  aooleif  as  obaffe  with  winder  doa  vani^  here: 
The  hanrest  ripe,  and  the  wiaa^preaie  is  fuU, 
ITea,  wiekednssw  oicfloiwas,  all  hearts  afe^lull. 

Seale,  viall,  trumpet,  ieavtnth,  opens,  powres, 

sounds, 
KThat  doth  not  intimate  God's  great  decree, 
^ich  Natore's  course,  man's  foith,  God's  meiey 

bounds, 
Iren  in  a  time,  when  time  noe  moee'shairbe; 
rhe  fyre  is  kindling  else  which  all  confounds; 
3od's  hand  (loe)  writes,  his  ballance  rais*d  we  see : 
iVhen  soules  are  weigh'd  (God's  wondrous  workes 

tocrowne)  \ 

the  wdghty  must  miow^t  up,  Uie  light  fgll  dovat. 


Ill ifOKTALL  monaroh,  ruler  of  the  rounds, 
Embalme  my  bosome  with  a  secrot  grace. 
Whilst,  lifted  ^p  above  the  vulgar  bounds, 
A  path  not  pav'd  my  spirit  aspires  to  trace, 
That  I  with  braxen  breath  may  roare  forth  sounds. 
To  shake  the  heart,  fixe  palenesse  in  the  face: 
lord,  make  my  swelling  voice  (a  mighty  wiode) 
Lift  up  the  low,  baate  downe  the  loftie  minde. 

What  dreadfoll  sound  doth  thunder  in  myne  eares  } 
What  pompous  splendour  doth  transport  myne  eyes> 
I  wot  not  what  above  my  selfe  me  oeares, 
He  comes,  he  comes  who  ail  hearth  secrets  tryes^ 
Shout,  sbout  for  joy  who  long  bave  rayo'de  downe 
^^•rcs.  ^  fprise ; 

Houle,  houle  for  griefe  you  who  vmne  iqyes  most 
Now  shall  be  built,  and  on  eteroall  grounds. 
The  height  of  borrour,  pleasure  passing  bounds. 

Now  (noe  more  flnne)  the  firmament  doth  file. 
As  leapes  the  deere  fled  from  the  hunter's  face  t 
l/)e,  like  a  drunkard  reeles  the  crista!!  skie  ; 
As  garments  old  degraded  from  their  grace. 
All  folded  up  Heaven's  blew  pavilion  spie. 
Which  with  a  noyse  doth  vanish  from  the  place  • 
Tbe  lanteroe  burnt,  light  utters  utter  worth,      * 
Drawne  are  the  hangings,  majestic  comes  forth. 

Who  can  abide  the  gUwy  of  that  sight. 
Which  kills  the  living,  and  the  dead  doth  rayse. 
With  squadrons  compass'de,  angels  flaming  bright. 
Whom  thousaods  senre,  ten  tbousaod  thousmds 

praise? 
My  soale  entranc'd  is  ravish'd  with  that  light,     • 
Which  in  a  moment  shall  tbe  world  amaze; 
That  of  our  sprite  which  doth  tb^powewcondeose. 
Of  muddy  mortalls  fone  traiiM»ids  the  seme. 
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.  A  fyre  befbf«  him  no  reststrace  findes, 
Fierce  sounds  of  borrour  thunder  m  each  emre. 
The  noyse  of  armies,  tempests,  and  i«hirlewind«S| 
A  weight  of  wrath,  more  than  ten  worlds  can  beare ; 
Tbinke  what  a  temmr  stings  distracted  mindes. 
When  mqantaines  melt,  and  valleys  burst  for  feare ; 
What?  what  must  this  in  guilty  raorUlls  breede, 
While  all  this  all  doth  tremble  like  a  reede? 

The  God  of  battels  battdl  doth  intend. 
To  daunt  the  nations,  and  to  fetter  kings  i 
He  with  all  flesh  in  judgment  to  contend. 
At  mid-night  comes  as  on  the  morning  wings. 
O!  tjrme's  last  period  expectations  end. 
Which  due  rewards  for  what  hath  past  then  brings; 
The  Lord*!  great  day,  a  day  of  wrath,  iad  paioe, 
Whose  night  of  darkAiesse  never  cleares  againe. 

That  element  still  cleare  in  spight  of  nights. 
Which  (as  most  subtle)  mounted  up  above. 
To  kindle  there  perchance  those  glorious  lights. 
Which  dy'd  by  it,  as  deck*d  by  beauty,  move ; 
Or  else  of  curious  thoughts  too  ventrous  flights, 
(As  which  may  not  be  touch'd)  a  bounds  to  prove, 
That  they  presume  not  higher  things  to  see^ 
Thtm  are  the  elements  of  which  they  be. 

Marke  hew  th'  Eolian  bands  loosM  from  the  bounds, 

Where  them  in  fetters  their  commander  keeps, 

(As  if  the  angry  sprite  of  all  the  rounds) 

like  tyrants  rage,till  Heaven  to  quench  them  weeps. 

Whose  rumbling  fury,  whil'st  it  all  confounds. 

Doth  cleave  the  clouds,  and  part  the  deepest  deeps, 

By  noyse  above,  and  violence  below, 

Th'  earthquakes  and  thunder  both  at  onc6  to  show. 

Even  so  fire  which  was  made  (nought  to  annoy) 
!tb  liquid  liraits  closM  with  douda  retire. 
Lest  what  it  fosters,  it  might  eke  destroy, 
Ol  when  enlarg'd!  and  kindled  by  Ood's  ire. 
It  him  at  mid-night  doth  as  torch  convoy. 
All,  all  will  seeme  a  piramide  of  fire: 
To  God  what  is  this  universall  frame  ? 
Now  but  a  mote,  at  last  a  liUle  flame  ? 

The  axel-trees  on  which  Heaven's  round  doth  move, 
Shmnke  from  their  burden,  both  fall  broken  down; 
Those  which  to  pilots  point  out  finom  above. 
Their  wa^es  through  waves  to  riches  or  renowne. 
And  90  (though  fix'd)  the  strajers  helpers  prove. 
Night's  stately  Jampes  borne  m  an  azure  crowne: 
Those  guiding  starres,  may  (as  not  needfull)  fall. 
When  worldlings*  wandrings  are  accomplished  all. 

The  vagabonds  above,  lascivious  lights,         [mire, 
Which  from  food  mindes  that  did  their  course  ad- 
By  strange  efiects  observed  from  severall  heights, 
(As  deities)  idol's  altars  did  acquire,  [sights. 

Thrown  fixim  their  spheres,  expos'd  to   mortals' 
(As  abject  ashes,  excrements  of  fire:) 
They  (whilst  thus  ruin'd)  farre  from  what  before, 
ShaU  damne  the  nations  which  did  them  adore. 

With  lodgings  twdve  designed  by  severall  signs. 
Now  falls  that  building  more  than  cristall  cleare, 
Which  daye^  brighteye(thoogh  circling  all  )confines, 
Still  tempring  times,  and  seasoning  the  yeare ; 
All  temporall  light  Tno  more  to  rise)  declines, 
TVat  glory  may  etwnally  appeare: 


STIRLING'S  POEMS. 

All  then  made  infinite^  no  boun^^  attend. 

Times  and  half  times  quite  past,  time  takes  sn  end. 


As  slimy  vapours  whil'st  like  ftarret  they  fell. 

Shot  finom  their  plaoe,  do  hurle  alo^gat  th«  wkie. 

Then  Pleiades,  Arcturus,  Orion,  all 

The  glistering  troupes  (lights  languishing) doe  dye; 

Like  other  creatures  to  confusion  thrall. 

They  from  the  flames  (as  sparkes  from  fire)  doe  flye; 

The  Heavens  at  last,griev>d  for  their  foiling  qibeares, 

(AM  else  dry 'd  up)  weep  down  their  stars  for  tears. 

As  leaves  from  trees,  the  stars  fromHeaveo  doe  shake, 
Darke  clouds  of  smoke,  exhausting  those  of  raine, 
The  Moone  all  tumes  to  bloud,  the  Sunne  grows 

blacke. 
Which  (whil'st  prodigious  formes  they  doe  retaine) 
Of  vengeance  badges,  signs  of  rume  make. 
And  not  ecclips'd  by  usual  meanes  remaine : 
Those  common  lights  obscur'd,  the  just  shine  bright. 
The  wicked  enter  in  etemall  night. 

Whil'st  stai^ering  reels  this  univenall  frame. 
The  Lord  doth  tread  on  clouds,  enstall'd  im  slate. 
His  sc€^r  iron,  his  throne  a  fiery  flame. 
To  bruise  the  mighty,  and  to  fine  the  great; 
Who  of  bis  glory  can  the  greatnesse  dreame. 
That  oooe  was  yalued  at  a  little  rate  ? 
He  by  his  word  did  first  make  all  of  nought. 
And  by  his  word  ^all  judg^  all  of  each  thought 

When  God  bis  people  did  together  draw. 
On  Sion's  mount  to  register  his  will. 
He  (that  they  might  attend  with  reverent  aw) 
Came  clad  with  clouds  (steme  tmmpeCfe  aoaodiiig 
shrill)  flaw) 

And  threatened  death  (whil'st  thundering  forth  hb 
to  all  that  durst  approach  the  trembling  hill : 
What  compassed  with  death,  he  thus  did  give. 
Ah,  who  can  keep,  or  violate,  and  live  ? 

Since  this  confoimding  forme  did,  mmdes  to  tame, 

(That  of  thehr  yoke  tSl  might  the  harden  know) 

Those  dreadf ull  statutes  terribly  proclaime  ; 

All  flesh  for  feare  shall  fade  away  bdow. 

How  they  were  kept  when  God  a  ooont  doth  daimc, 

A  time  of  terrour  more  than  words  can  show. 

He  gave  in  mercy,  shall  exact  with  ire, 

The  mountaine  smok'd,  the  world  shall  bum  on  fire. 

In  ^ite  of  natore's  powers,  which  then  expire. 
Through  lk)nid  limits  breaking  from  above, 
Loe,  downwards  tends  the  tempest  of  this  fiiHe  ; 
The  airie  region  doth  a  Ibmace  prove,  , 
To  boile  her  guests  (as  vessell  of  God's  ire) 
Which  tortur'd  there  can  no  where  else  remove: 
Flames  which  should  still  for  their  confbsion  rage. 
Thus  kindled  first  perchance  nought  oan  asswage. 

The  growing  creatures  which  do  moout  so  high. 
And  as  their  earthly  bounds  they  did  dtsdaine. 
Would  (whil'st  their  tops  encroach  upon  the  skie) 
Base  men  upbraid,  who  not  their  strength  do  stnine 
With  heavenly  helps  st014iigher  up  to  file. 
And  spume  at  th'  Earth  where  rooted  they  remaine; 
Those  leavie  bands  while  as  they  fonne  the  ayre. 
At  fittest  baits  for  fire  first  kindje  there. 
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1  ^jtn  imngmc  tbi*  md  ytt  not  moumc? 
iT  i>4ti«n  luuvl  tuc^eid  this  hugi:  cimrcne  } 
Lofi  tW  ftAtcly^  citdmrs  barDe, 
oC  Idtu  (mil  inlhotti  an  arme  i 

the  wodd  which  they  were  wont  to  warme* 
piji^if  proud  kiniien  every  tiling  ftocords, 
'  riM  OtMnMt  Qoee,  confusion  nov  affords. 


ir  nuotiing  mouEita.iTis  tnett  like  vQlX  awaf , 
M'.  KOk  ({^r/t'ftre  (O  more  tliixn  TearfuLI  lUtogft!) 
rywbicb  the  Jieldi  with  rivew  did  MTsy, 
jf  lo  quench  their  heat,  drink  up  thnr  springs; 
^^fad«l  fli>w^n»,  theif  drtmpinf  tops  decay; 
iiifb  (crowu'd  with  cloud*)  str«tcU'd  through  the 
airt  their  wtQg?| 
M  did  the  miu«?,  whU'st  ftre  doib  seke  all  bounds, 
^VhM  tut  thi;  first,  the  Jast  at  fiist  cotifbtindH, 

-rn  £jf  that  birth  hllli  ihaJI  delivered  be, 
.  .1.  K...  I  „  Nature  they  m  long  have  borne^ 
!  mortals  (tbrcs  by  bemg  free) 
i vi^  liave  their  bcltiea  torne : 
■'d  (a*  whta  ^^^das  wbb,  O  just  decree !) 
*U  flow  ftuprrfluous  avarice  to  scorn. 
H»t  ^  jiLl  else  did  measure  otice  the  worthy 
j3I  then  lye  loath*d  by  tb'aguous  Earth  jpu'd  forth. 

I  pidly  king's  wise  ROfioe  from  Ophir  brought, 
'  !!Jl  Hbukkit  jyyo*d  (all  »elcofne  are  for  gsines) 
'  !iil  ^nyard«  oow  iti  other  worlds  ha%"e  sought, 

it  iTiid  rn  fleece  ^il  i  won  itej  «iid  wome  w  ith  paities: 

d  jct  at  last  wh^t  all  tb'is  trouble  wrou|fhi, 
'  imaiolUo  mouncitajQi  shall  ore-flow  Im  ' 
-yK  tk  VMOA  gdd,  Iff  hat  mnk^st  thou  mmt  Qot  do» 

1101  •ODgto  over  alt  the  Earth,  aod  m  it  too } 

'  s»  fiiiide  our  first  parenU  fall, 
-dine  hath  £tiU  held  dowrie  their  race; 
■  *«rjb,u^ii«;iiis   were  to  fenetlesse  things  made 

thmll, 
'''ti'h  God  roost  low»  and  they  mott  high  do  place j 
n  them^lvef,  to  us  by  us  made  all, 
-•-h  mc  first,  and  then  they  all  ihbgs grace; 
Wa  [^Mghl  dissolved)  they  shall  to  Hell  repaire, 
T«bnve  a  umltitude,  by  them  drawiie  there, 

y  Hcflf CQ  (wbao  hence)  if  certaine  to  arrive, 
Iitit  thete  biirtMiluis  whtit  could  much  aimoyt 
^  naked  walke,  eatc  bearbes,  for  nothing  strive^ 
ft*t  i57nie  onr  toy  I*,  whose  trt-abure  i^  their  toy  ? 
*»  Adam  first  (when  iTinoeent]  they  live^ 
*nd  |oldtc»e  thits  the  golden  age  enjoy  ; 
''*>*  Wbaroyt  arc  in  deeds,  and  ih^y  in  *how, 
'  »UltJe  fbey,  aod  ah,  too  much  we  know. 

i  Euge  of  flame*  enflames  my  mind t^, 
I  ardour  that  without  *fnde*:res  ^ 
...,,  ijigbt)  doth  make  me  blindeg 
th'  f?arth  a  lampeappearea: 
■  iig  huru'd  wbkb  it  coufili'de, 

t*  mtf  to  rum  fat*ll  lightning  clearei* 
I'fttt  «<|U4li  all  that  uttto  it  return ; 
^11  creittifet  now  one  fonerall  fire  doth  burne^ 

i^hc  UlateTy  birds  which  sacred  were  to  lave, 
'**bQie  jKirtratti  did  ^Tt»i  empcrour4|iOwers  wdoniet 
^'UVi\  frnr  f.jiLt^lv  their  ractihey  strive  to  prove, 
Mrs  with  bended  eyes  had  bQme, 
idlougi  bufutn^f!  from  above, 
V*  I'hivWta  *a*  laiyuM)  uiibi  lira's  tcomc. 
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**  Aa  fit  to  fall  who  of  themselvf**  pr^uiTu!, 
Those  raging  wrath  duth  at  the  first  coaskime.** 

The  sixth  and  last  of  that  unmatched  kindei, 
(if  each  of  them  doth  live  a  titoiuand  yeares) 
Shall  siibbath  have  m  mhm  still  ooufin'd. 
Whose  bi  rth,  death  ^  nest,  and  tombe  all  one  appear^ 
That  only  bird  which  ore  all  othen  shinM, 
(As  ore  small  lights  that  which  night's  darkttefiM 
H*'  from  renewing  of  his  age  by  fire,        [desret*) 
Shall  be  prevent^  ere  that  it  expire. 


The  smtamander  which  still  Vulcan  tov'd, 
Aod  thoae  small  worm^iS  which  in  hot  waters  dwells 
They  live  by  fire,  or  dye,  if  thence  removed e. 
But  tho^e  last  fiames shall  both  from  breath  escpeU; 
Those  creature*  thns  by  buniing  fteat  oft  pjw'd. 
Show  tortured  sou  Is  may  pine,  yet  breath  in  Hell  i 
Jf  those  in  fire  (and  with  delight)  remaine, 
May  not  the  wicked  live  io  fire  with  paine. 

Hiat  pompons  bird  which  still  in  triumph  bearei^ 
Routd  in  a  circle  hit  Oftentive  taile, 
With  sUrres  (as  if  to  brave  the  starry  siphearei) 
Then  scemes  at  once  to  walk,  to  die,  to  saile, 
Hia  Hmh  (which  to  corrupt  so  long  forheares) 
Against  destruction  shall  not  now  prevaile* 
ifiose  pajuted  fowls  shall  then  be  baili  fix  fire^ 
As  painted  fools  be  now  ftn-  endlease  ire. 

The  Indian  griphon,  terrour  of  all  eyei. 
That  flying  giant,  Nimrod  of  the  ayrCj 
1*he  scahe  dragon  wbtch  in  ambush  lye* 
To  watch  his  cneLoy  with  a  martiall  care,       ['ly^ 
Though  breathing  flames^  touch 'd  by  a  Same  f  traigbt 
And  all  wing'd  monsters  made  (since  burtftiU)  rare; 
"  Types  of  strong  tyrants  which  th«  veake  oppresK, 
Thotie  ravetiouj  great  ones  pray  upon  the  lesae/* 

Their  nimble  feather*  then  shall  nought  import. 
Which  with  their  wings  bath  level  I  &ea  and  land^ 
I'he  fiLlcon  fierce,  and  all  tliat  active  sort, 
Which  by  their  bnrdcD  grace  a  princess  band : 
And  (they  for  pray^  their  bearers  bent  for  sport) 
Do  thrall  f  rest  monarcbs  which  even  men  commaodi 
Ere  Ikltte  on  earth  tlieir  ashes  quenched  be, 
Whom  aoar^d  of  lale  alolt  men  Acarce  ooald  ae«. 

Those  hirda  (but  turn'd  to  dust)  again  shall  raiup. 

Which  motJnous  Israel  with  a  curse  received  ; 

And  those  for  £|jort  so  prodigally  slaime. 

For  which  (what  sha me) tome  bell y-moual«*racraf'd, 

Loii^  oeiCkj  (like  cranes)  their  tastes  to  enteruilac, 

Fnim  which  the  phenix  barJly  can  ba  sav'd. 

**  In  bodies  base  whose  bellies  still  are  fall,     [da II.'* 

The  souls  are  made  (choak'd  with  grosie  Tapouiv) 

The  feather 'd  flocks  which  by  a  notion  strange, 
(I  know  not  how  inspired,  or  what  they  see) 
Or  if  their  inward  following  odtward  change. 
As  true  iu»trologues  i^atheriiig  stormes  forsee, 
in  quaking  clondi  their  murmuring  trouptf  which 

rani^, 
To  waile,  or  warae  the  world,  hiv*d  on  some  tree. 
Nought  unto  them  this  feueroJl  wrmck  fbr^howi^ 
Men,  angela,  no,  uoi  Christ  (as  man)  for«-kii«iWi. 

The  rage  of  time  these  changelings  to  appease* 
Like  faioed  frjendii  who  fortune  only  woo :      [ease^ 
Which  hau»|  each  fuile  wbiTst  there  they  fi&de  their 
I'hough  I  coofesse  this  shows  Uieir  greattMSSe  tpo^ 
Who  at  ih  1^1  r  will  use  kin^doro«s  as  they  please ; 
Even  more  then  moaarchv  with  great  boils  can  dcK 
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But  y«it  «feera  «re  tlwj  be,  they  then  iball  fell, 
Qw^t  mucb  yeft,  his  aime  doch  stretch  oie  all. 


STHULING'S  POEMS. 

Bnt,ahl  in  TMiie  a  Imthig  plaee  it  eoofht. 
Nought  can  be  covered  now,  do^  not  one  Um^kL 


Those  which  theiftseWes  in  civill  wanes  do  match, 
Whose  sound  triumphall  lyona  puts  to  flight. 
The  mornmg  ushers,  urging  sleeps  dispatch. 
Whose  wings  applaud  their  Toice  saluting  light. 
The  labourer*s  horologe  ordinary  watch. 
Whose  coorse,  by  Nature  nil'd,  goes  alwayes  right 
Those  tmm;t>etten  dissolvitag  many  dreame. 
May  then  not  see  the  day  which  they  proclaime. 

So  suddenly  all  shall  with  ruine  meet. 
That  even  the  fowl  which  still  doth  streames  pnxaue, 
As  if  to  wash,  or  hide,  her  loath'd  black  feet. 
Then  swimmes  in  state  proud  of  her  snowie  hue : 
Who  os'd  with  tiagick  notes  (though  sad,  yet  sweet) 
To  make  Meander's  nymphs  her^ying  rue. 
She  then'  surpris'd,  not  dreammg  of  her  death. 
Shall  not  haye  time  to  tune  her  plaintive  breath. 

The  winged  squadrons  irhich  by  iDeting  finde 

A  body  (4»o9h  invisible)  of  aire. 

Both  solid,  vMte,  clos'd,  open,  ftee,  oonfin^de, 

Whil'st  wflight  by  UghtaeMO, stays  by  moving  there; 

As  swimmevs  waves,  Uwse  flyers  beat  the  winde. 

Borne  by  their  bnrtes,  mimdes  if  rare. 

The  feathers  fir'd  wbii^ft  atretched  armes  do  shrink, 

Thofigh  thus  made  lighter,  they  more  heavy  sink. 

That  sort  which  diving  deep,  and  soaring  high, 
(Like  some  too  subtle  trosting  double  wayes) 
Which  swimme  with  fishes,  and  with  fowls  do  flie  *, 
While  still  their  eouise  the  present  fortune  sways. 
At  last  in  wne  tbdr  liquid  foitresse  trie, 
■  Of  wrath  the  weapons  nought  save  ruine  stayes. 
To  flie  the  ayre  downe  in  the  deeps  they  bead. 
Forwent  of  ayre  down  in  the  deeps  they  end. 

Wing'd  alehymiste  that  quintessence  the  flowers, 
As  oft-Unies  drawki*d  before,  now  bom'd  shall  be. 
Then  measuring  artists  by  their  numbrous  powers : 
Whose  worka'  prsportions  better  do  agree, 
Wbksh  do  by  colonies  uncharge  their  bowres. 
Kill  idle eoes,  sthig  foes,  what  needs  foiesee: 
Men  talk  of  Teitne,  bess  do  practise  it,    ' 
Even  justice,  temperance,  l^tude,  and  wit. 

Wbat  agony  doth  thus  my  soul  invest? 

I  think  I  iee  Heaven  bume,  HelKs  gnlpbs  all  gape, 

My  panting  heart  doth  beat  upon  my  breast, ' 

As  urging  passage  that  it  thenoe  may  scape. 

Reft  from  my  lelf,  yet  no  where  else,  I  rest,    . 

Of  what  I  was,  reserving  but  the  shape. 

My  haires  are  bended  up,  ewolne  are  mines  eyes. 

My  tongue  in  silence  mind's  amazement  tyee. 

Who  can  but  dieame  what  furies  plague  thy  soule, 
PooresinfuU  wretch  who  then  art  tossed  with  breath  ? 
Whil'st  desp'iale  anguish  no  way  can  contraole 
The  raging  tomnt  of  consuming  wrath. 
In  every  comer  where  thy  eyes  can  roule, 
Tbeir  sweetest  shows  more  bitter  are  than  death. 
Who  can  evprasse  thy  leelingB,  ortby  feares. 
Which  even  repentaaoe  cannot  kelp  with  taarss  ? 


To  look  akift  if  .tiioo  dar'st  raise  tby  sight. 
Weighed  downe  (as  damn'd  by  guilty  actions  gone) 
What  horrour,  terroor,  errour,  all  affright 
Hmo  ;  trambling  thee,  who  ont  of  time  do'st  grone  ? 
Oft  sUt  thon  wjehthat  theefishie  mounUtnsnught 
Hida  from  h»foeeiHtosiiiii|Mn  the  throne. 


The^dreadfnll  noise  which  that  great  day  piocUioies. 
When  mfs*d  with  sighs  and  shovts  fioaa  novtab 

here; 
O  how  deformM  a  forme  conlnsieD  frnmen ! 
None  can  well  think  till  that  it  seU^  appenvc : 
Whil'st  cfouds  of  smoke  delivered  are  of  flames. 
They  darken  would  their  birth,  it  them  would  clears. 
But  whil'st  both  strive,  none  victory  attaines ; 
This  endlesse  darknesse  bodes,  that  endleeae  paincs. 

If  seeking  hdp  from  thy  firrt  parent's  clyme, 
Loe  Piutoe's  palace,  dungeons  of  despaite, 
(As  fir'de  by  furies)  kindled  by  thy  crime. 
Bent  to  encroach  upon  forbidden  ayre. 
Do  gape  to  swaHow  thee  before  the  time. 
Whom  tbey  fore-see  danm^d  fior  a  dweller  there: 
Heaven  over  thy  head,  Hell  boms  beneath  thy  feet. 
As  both  in  rage,  to  fight  with  flames  would  i 


With  owlie  eyes  which  horrid  lightnings  blinde. 
This  to  admire  the  reprobate  not  need; 
Matched  with  the  honours  of  a  guilty  minde. 
Nought  from  without  but  pleaiure  can  proceed : 
Sinke  in  their  bosomes'  Hells  and  they  shall  finde 
Mora  ugly  things  a  greater  feara  to  breed- 
**  Of  all  most  loath'd  since  first  the  world  began. 
No  greater  monster  than  a  wicked  man," 

All  sorts  of  creatures  soone  consumed  reniaine, 
Crash'd  by  their  death  whose  lives  on  them  depend ; 
(Thdr  treasons  partners  whom  they  eutertaine) 
Man's  forfeiture  doth  too  to  them  entend. 
Whom  since  tbey  can  no  further  serve  againe, 
(True  vassals  thus)  then  with  their  lords  will  end. 
Though  oft  they  them  like  tyrants' did  abnse. 
Whom  as  ingrate  their  dusts  that  day  accuse. 

Ere  it  we  can  call  com'd,  that  which  is  past, 

Charg*d  with  corraption  slowly  I  pursue. 

Since  without  hope  to  reach,  though  following  &st. 

That  which  (like  lightning)  quickly  scapes  the  view: 

I,  where  I  cannot  walk,  a  compasse  cast. 

And  must  seek  wayes  to  common  knowledge  doe: 

For  mortals*  earcs  my  Muse  tones  what  she  sings^ 

With  earthly  colours  painting  heavenly  things. 

When  that  great  deluge  of  a  genendl  wrath. 

To  purge  the  Earth  (which  sin»e  had  stamM)  did 

tend. 
So  to  prolong  their  little  pufics  of  breath. 
High  mountains*  tops  both  sexes  did  ascend : 
But  what  sirong  fort  can  hold  out  agsSnst  death  ? 
Them  (where  they  ninoe  for  help)  it  did  attend : 
With  peine  and  feare,  choak'd,  dash'd,  (ere  dyinj 

dead) 
Death  doubled  so  was  but  more  grievons  made. 

So  when  the  flaming  waves  of  wasting  fire 

Over  all  the  world  do  riotously  rage. 

Some  to  the  deeps  for  safety  shall  retjrre. 

As  Thetis  kisse  could  Vulcan's  wrath  asswage; 

but  that  lieutenant  of  his  maker's  ire, 

Makes  all  the  elements  s^ght  beare  his  badge: 

Scorch*d  earth,  made  cpen,  swallows  thonands 

downe, 
Aire  thidmedchoaks  with  smoke,  and  wmtemiiuwne. 
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THe  -ioMiiig  lisunitti  blgfaly  sbali  revenge 
TbeaDcienttconieofotiiercqaallpoiren:  [stranfre) 
Both  strong  and  twift,  though  lame,  (wb*t  wonder 
He  then  (tarn'd  firions)  all  the  rest  deroures. 
Whose  fiercenesse  fim  bis  mother  toils  to  change. 
But  (having  himedibracM)  She  likewise  kmres, 
An^  with  her  Sonne  doth  forionsly  c^mBmre, 
StRught  from  pure  ayre,  then  all  transformed  in  tie. 

T^is  heftt  wkh'horroor  may  congeale  all  hearts, 
B^f^helkm  toss'd  by  breath  which  still  do  move: 
That  fnime  which  doth  refresh  the  inward  parts. 
Even  it  akali  make  the  breast  a  foraaoe  proye. 
That  signe  of  lifs  which  oft  arrives  and  parts. 
Boils  ail  witbfao,  e]a6  buraes  it  selfe  abov«. 
At  that  dread  day  denouncing  endlesse  night. 
All  smoke,  pot  breath,  whirstflamesgive  onely  light 

T^at  Mpcmie  tyrant  which  usnipes  the  ayre, 
Whil'st  wool!  (lain^d  down  from  Hcayen)  doth  him 
A  liquid  pillar  hangmg  at  each  haiie,        [enfold : 
SoeezM  fiercely  forth  when  shaking  all  for  cold : 
He  clad  with  flames  s  fieric  leader  there. 
Makes  feeble  Vukan  by  his  aid  more  Md ; 
W^osc  bellows,  fostred  by  the  other*s  blast. 
May  soooe  foige  mine,  inst^m^nts  to  waste. 

The  land's  great  creature,  nurceling  of  the  east. 
Which  loves  extre^ly,  imkI  with  zeale  adora^ 
In  apnte  and  nature  both  above  a  beast,     [roares: 
Wbil'st  charged  with  mqn  be  tbipugh  th^battell 
And  his  arm'd  match  (of  monsters  not  the  least) 
Whose  scales  defeostve,  home  inTasive  goares, 
Whil'st  fomiog  flames,  (as  other  to  provoke) 
Straight  joyn'd  in  dost,  their  battdl  en^  in  snioke. 

The  crafUe  foa,  which  numbers  cfodftoeiye. 
To  get,  not  be,  a  prey,  shall  be  a  prey ; 
The  embnon's  enemy,  women's  th«t' conceive. 
As  who  might  giro  him  deatb,  their  birth  to  st»y  : 
That  ravenous  woolfe  which  bipud  would  always 
All  then  a  thought  more  quickly  shall  decay,  [have, 
Nostreugtbtheo  stands,  siicl)  weaknesse  went  befi^. 
And  snbtill  tricks  can  then  d^eive  iy>  more. 

The  hart  whose  homes  (^  greatnesse  is  to  «11)         I 
Do  seeme  to  gr^e,  are  burden^  to  the  head,  [paU, 
With  swift  (thoqgh  slender)  legges,when  wounds  ap- 
which  cures  himselfe  where  nature  doth  him  leade; 
Then  witiigreateycs,weake  heart,  oftdanger^thimll, 
The  wane  bare  (whose  feare  oft  sport  batb  made) 
I>oth  seek  by  swiftnesse  death  in  vatne  to  «bunne. 
As  iC  a  Pigbt  of  flames^could  be  ont-runne* 

The  pamted  panther  which  nqt  f<»r'd  doth  gore, 
like  some  whose  beauteous  %e  foule  miodes  de- 
The  tyger  tygrish,  past  expressing  more,     [fame : 
Since  cruelty  it  noted  by  his  name; 
The  able  ounce,  strong  beare,  and  foming  boare, 
(Man's  rebels,  since  God  did  man  bis  proclaims) 
Though  fieree  are  fiunt,  and  know  not  where  to  torpe: 
They  sec  the  forrests,  their  old  refuge,  borne. 

The  rnildest  beuts  importing  greatest  gaine,      . 
Wbioh  others'  crimes  made  altars  ooely  touqh. 
By  whom  they:  clothe,  and  feed,  not  crying  slaine, 
The  Cbristian'k  image  onely  true  when  such,    ' 
■tteirgrowingsnoweswhichart'sfirailecolOQnisteine, 
Yf  ere  wrong>d,  whcnlhin'd  of  gold,  since  wort^  more 
ipuch : 
VOU  V. 
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Bat  pretibns  tbmgs  the  owners*  hanttei^  breed, 
The  fleeces'  flames  th^  bodies*  doe  suoteed. 

The  flocks  for  profit  ns^d  in  every  part. 

Though  them  to  serve  they  make  their  mmt^rs  bow^ 

And  are  the  idols  of  a  greedy  hean. 

Which  (like  old  Bgjrp^)  ^otb  adore  a  cow, 

like  Hannibars,  which  Fabius  mockM  by  act. 

Am  walking  torches,  rfll  runne  madding  now : 

By  Phebus  tickled  they  to  sUrtle  u^'d, 

But  Vulcan  ruder  males  them  rage  confas'd. 

Their  martiall  cbieftan  mastive's  rage  to  stay, 
(Pasiph^e's  k>ver,  Veaus'  daily  slave^)         [sthiy, 
Wfth  braodish'd  bornes  (as  mustering)  fint'doth 
Then  tfarowes  them  down  in  guard  a  matchto  crave; 
Straight  (like  the  Golchian  buls,  ere  lasoo^s  prey) 
He  flames  (not  fain'd)doth  breatfa,httt  not  to  brave; 
Like  th^  qf  j^tialaps,  whom  one  did  fill, 
He  tortured  (bellowing)  doth  lye  bulWfinj^  sUU. 

Of  all  the  beasts  by  men  .domesticke  made, 
The  most  obsequiiras,  and  obedient  still, 
Th^  fawning  dog,  which  where  we  list  we  leaje. 
And  wants  bnt  words  to  doe  all  that  we  will, 
Whieh'loves  his  lord  extremely,  even  when  dead. 
And  on  his  tombe^  for  grielb,  k^nu^fe  doth  kill. 
He  doth  with  tongue  stretch'd  forth,  to  pant  begin. 
Which  straigbt  when  firM  drawn  back,  burns  all 
within. 

The  generous  hovse,  ihfi  gallant's  greatest  friend. 
In  peace  for  ease,  and  in  effect  for  warre. 
Which  to  his  lord  (when  weary)  tegges  doth* lend. 
To  flye,  or  chase,  in  sport,  or  earnest  foire, 
A  Pegasus  he  through  the  ayre  would  bend,    • 
Till  that  his  course  (tum'd  C^utaure)  ma,o  dotji 

manre; 
His  waving  treasures  fir'd,  to  flye  from*  death, 
H^  first  the  winde  out-roones,  and  then  his  brehth. 

This  squadrons'  king  tbi^t  doth  for  fight  prepare, 
(As  threatning  all  the  world)  doth  raging  gue,   ' 
Ris  foot  doth  beat  the  eartb^his  tayle  the  ayre, 
Mad  to  be  hurt,  and  yet  not  finde  a  foe. 
But  sooner  his  shoulders  rough  the  fire  makes  bar^i 
And  melts  bis  strength  whiph  wa^  admired  so : 
DMtb  doth  to  rest,  arrest  his  rowling  ey^  ;     . 
Loe,  in  a  little  dust  the  lyon  )y^ 


Those  poys^soos  troupes  in  Afisck's  fields  w)iicl| 

sti«y, 
In  death  all  fertile,' as  the  firrt  began. 
By  looke,  by  touch,  by  wound,  and  every  way. 
True  serpent's  heires  m  hatred  unto  man, 
Whic,h  God  (still  good)  in  deserts  makes  to  stay. 
To  waste  the  world,  though  doing  what  they  can  : 
But  whil'st  they  houle,  scritch,  barke,  bray,  hurle, 

h'nse,' spout. 
Their  inward  fire  soon  meets  with  that  without. 

The  crocodile  with  running  deepes  in  love, 
By  land  and  water  of  tyrarinickepow'r, 
With  upmost  iawes  which  (and  none  else)  do  moTCi 
Whose  cleansing  first  is  sweet,  oft  after  sow'r ; 
And  oft  his  crime  his  punishment  doth  prove, 
Whil'st  a  devouring  bait  train 'd  to  devoure : 
He  neither  aow  can  fight,  nor  yet  retire, 
His  scaly  armour  is  no  proofe  for  fire* 
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The  beMt  (tboiigti  tnmrting'dMpt)  not  flwre  «oii-' 
flft'd,  [head, 

Whose  hairet  as  pretious  decke  each  great  man's 
Pefore  like  eagles',  like  a  *w«n*fl  behiikk, 
Vboie  fset(as  oHret)to  manage  streamei  are  mfde, 
To  waste  the  lk)tnd  wayes  not  needing  winde. 
Whose  tayle  his  ooane  doth  as  a  rudder  teade, 
A  spAfke  (fiihie  from  a  tree)  may  then  oonfoond. 
Him  with  his  teiith  that  now  strikes  trees  to  ground. 

"the  otter  hlack  where  flnne-wiiig'd  troups  repaire, 

Fresh  rivers*  robber,  which  his  prey  doth  chuse, 

And  all  that  kinde,  nor  fish,  nor  floh  that  aie. 

But  do  t#o  elements  (amphibions),  ose. 

Not  able  to  touch  th'  earth,  nor  to  draw  th'  aire 

In  waters  they  their  kjindled  skinnes  infuse : 

fiat  y^eao refuge finde  in  neither soile. 

They  bume  on  the  earth,  and  in  the  deeps  do  boile. 

Floods  seeme  to  groa^  wJbich  beasts*  incursion 

iflaymes. 
All  altered  then  which  look*t  of  late  like  glasse. 
And  murmur  at  the  staynmg  of  their  streames, 
By  carkass^  flot*6ott{ng  in  a  maise, 
A  moving  bridge  whifst  every  cbanneH  frames^ 
When  as  there  are  no  passengers  to  passe. 
With  beasts  all  buried  waters  are  pre^d  downe, 
Whli%t  both  at  OQc^  tiieir  burdenrbum,  and  drowne. 

The  crystals  quicke  which  sk>wly  us*d  to  go. 
And  others'  heat  by  coldness^  did  allay, 
(As  If  then  griev'd  to  be  polluted  so) 
Growne  red  with  rage,  boil'd  np,  pop-popling  stey. 
And  tread  in  triumph  on  their  breathlesse  foe. 
Whose  ashes  with  their  sands  they  lerell  lay* 
But  Vulcan  now  a  rictor  in  each  place. 
By  violence  doth  all  these  nymphs  embrace. 

The  dwellers  of  the  deeps  not  harm*d  in  ought. 
When  first  vice  all,  and  next  the  waters  drown*d. 
So  since  by  some  more  sacred  still  are  thought. 
As  whom  sinne's  scourge  did  onely  not  confound. 
The  elements  not  pure  to  purge  now  brought, 
Are  likewise  ruin*d  by  this  generall  wound. 
The  fishes  then  are  boil'd  in  every  flood. 
Yet  finde  no  eater  that  can  relish  food. 

All  which  corruption  onely  serves  to  feed. 
When  it  doth  end,  doth  end,  so  Heaven  designee  t 
Nought  save  the  soole  which  doth  fromOod  pioceed. 
Over  death  triumphs,  and  still  is  pleas'd,  else  pynes. 
Death  not  man's  essence,  bnt  his  sinne  did  breed. 
And  it  with  it,  the  end  of  time  confines. 
Then  death  and  life  shall  never  meet  againe, 
The  state  then  taken  always  doth  remaiue. 

Salt  seas,  frash  streames^  thd  fish  which  loves  to 

change, 
(The  rivers'  prince  esteem'd  by  dainty  tastes) 
Which  thfougb  the  ocean  though  at  large  he  range. 
The  bounds  him  bred  to  see  yet  yeariy  hastes ; 
Ah,  man  oft  wants  (O  monster  more  then  strange) 
This  kinde  affection  common  even  to  beasts. 
That  salmond  fresh  for  which  so  many  strive. 
May  then  be  had,  boil'd  where  it  1iv*d  alive. 

The  trout,  the  eele,  and  all  that  watrie  brood. 
Which  without  feet  or  wings  can  make  much  way, 
Then  leape  aloft,  forc'd  by  the  raging  flood, 
^ot  as  they  us*d  before,  for  sport,  or  prey:  [stood. 
That  which  (once  freez'd)  their  glasse  to  gaze  in 
^w  (tum*d^  flames)  makes  what  it  bred  decay.  | 


Those  whkh  to  take  DMD  did  aU  f 

All  without  baits,  or  nets,  fare  taken  now. 

These  floods  which  first  did  fields  with  ttreames 

array. 
The  rivers  foure  by  lacred  writ  made  knownc. 
Which  (since  foire  sundry)  make  their  wits  to 

stray, 
WhoParadise  drawne  by  their  dreames  haveshowne. 
As  tum'd  from  it,  or  it  firom  them  away ; 
In  all  the  earth  their  strength  shall  be  me-tbrowne. 
Whom  fbst  high  pleasures,  borroors  famgelast  bound , 
(Aiif  for  gridb)  they  vanish  fiton  the  ground. 

The  fertile  TTilus  never  rashly  mov'd, 

Which  (ag'd  in  trauell)  many  conntrey  knows, 

Whose  inundation  by  the  labourer  lovM, 

As  barrennesse  or  plenty  it  fore-shows, 

From  divert  meanes  (but  doubtfuH  all)  is  prov*d; 

"  Oft  nature's  work  all  reason's  power  ore^throwsx" 

The  ancients  wondred  not  to  finde  his  head, 

Bnt  it  shall  all  invisible  be  made. 

Heaveh^s  indignation  seising  on  all  thingSi 
The  greatest  waters  languish  in  their  way  ; 
The  little  brooks,  exhausted  in  their  springs, 
For  poverty  cannot  their  tribute  pay : 
Of  moisturespoil'd  the  earth  craves  help,  notbrnigs; 
*<  The  mighty  thus  left  to  themselves  decay; 
Great  powers  compos'd  make  but  of  many  one^ 
Whose  weaknesse  shows  H  selfe  when  left  alone.  ** 

That  floud  whose  fkme  more  great  than  wnters 
strayd,  [*''"» 

Whose  race  (like  It)  more  then  their  own  womld 
Which  from  the  Appennines  oft  gathering  ayde. 
Would  those  orethnnr,  who  did  the  world  oretfarow. 
Which  though  unstable,  only  stable  stayM, 
In  that  great  city  where  all  else  fell  low: 
It  which  so  long  familiar  was  with  fame. 
Shall  be  (dry'd  up)  an  unregarded  streame. 

The  sheep-beard's  mirroors,  all  like  tfhrer  pure. 
Which  curious  eyes  delighted  were  to  see,    [durev 
When  flames  from  Heaven  their  beauties  must  en- 
No  creature  then  left  fhim  confusion  fVee, 
Even  they  shall  grow  more  ugly  and  obscure,- 
Then  the  infernall  floods  are  fsin'd  to  be : 
Of  their  long  course,  there  shall  no  signe  remaine. 
Worse  then  tiiat  lake  where  brimstone  oooe  did 


Whil'stThetisbentto  court,  those  streames(as  vaine) 
That  on  themselves  to  gaze,  strive  time  to  winne. 
And  liquid  serpents  winding  through  the  plame, 
(As  if  to  sting  the  earth  oft  gathered  in) 
Seeme  to  attend  the  remnant  of  th^r  trame. 
Them  to  out-goe,  that  nearer  wayes<i^onld  nmne  i 
Even  in  that  pompe  surpris'd  dry'd  are  their 

deeps. 
Whose  wtdow>d  bed  scarce  thehr  imptesskm  keeps. 

That  floud  which  doth  his  name  trcm  silver  take^ 
The  sea-like  Obbe,  and  others  of  the  Indes  ; 
Over  which  a  bridge  men  by  no  meanes  can  make, 
WhiPst  one  bom  there  (amazing  strangers*  mindes) 
On  straw  or  reeds,  with  one  behinde  his  backe, 
Can  crosse  them  all,  both  scorning  wavesand  windes: 
Their  empty  channels  may  be  troad  on  dry, 
(Though  pav'd  with  pearles)then  pretioos  in  no  eye. 
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Pt|i«ftlvlileb  ehftnge  b«lbre  tli€y  r-nd  t  heir  mee^ 
Sdt  floutb*  Hresb  sea*,  by  mtmial  bind*  us  |Kwt, 
llliicb  tb'oeeui  cb«r^  tad  tbo  igh  r«pu  Is- d  «  vpaee, 
ftuwmkm  m  brmmh  usd  cater  at  the  la«t, 
Wbidl  Aimi  tbe  <»rtb  (that  strivei  tliero  to  embrace ) 
}i^9  haftte  vith  ipeedj  a  nd  stra  i  ^h  t »  cum  pa»se  east : 
TWt  iliea  for  bdpe  to  Neptune  neeke  in  vartie, 
Br  ttOcaa  nviihM  ere  bii  wmvm  tbey  gmine. 

T^  rafinf  rmrapire  which  dotli  &twaio  nwi e, 
Wbftie  llotiD^  »»ves  entrencb  the  solid  round* 

Ar«|  (•h*l*$t  by  Titan**  kis^  drawne  up  ntjoire) 
n  Heaven's  dembieke  dropt  up>ii  the  ground, 
rroiti  and  plants,  the  vitail  blyttd  di>e  pro^c, 
I  fosiet  all  that  on  fbe  Earth  are  found : 
iewiae  yceida  Ut  the  Etemal'i  ire, 

Lf>c,  iLli  the  sea  doi  tcrr«i  to  queneb  thb  fire. 

Yet  dtd  tb*  acft  praDf#  fbw  tfan»tn«d  ill, 
WitJ^  u^ty  roaringi  ere  tbal^  H  arriT'ii, 
A*  if  .  outendiTig  all  Heirs  fir<»  to  kill» 
Bt  vn>l(-q<«  to  buTit,  vthilN4  throu^  it  driT^d, 
Wlitb  iuu»l  make  mtmistrous  sou iidf;  jar-jar! nf  still, 
Ai  beate  with  cold,  with  moisture  dryoe«G  ttriv'd; 
Wbirn  love-like  tUundhng.  Pluto  4olh  grow  proud, 
E*tt  u  wb«n  fires  forct  pasiage  througb  a  clotid. 

Ovfaglttimiitge  gj^t,  not  to  be  borne  with  cy*s ! 
Tfcat  tfatiis^-court  where  oft  the  wiudcs  too  bold, 
Wfcal  miU  ftfboMtided  tos^'d  unto  tbe  skie«, 
Anibj  ih«  gT^MiTid  from  thonce  have  bead-lonp  rot  VI, 
Tkth  mm  m  raging  roumli,  not  furrows  rise, 
Thm  IhQSti  of  h&AXe»  as  i»*d  to  be  of  cold  ? 
^tlfnivumiBttlie  liquid  state  aefrlt'Cts, 
WWf'rt  V^leui^t  bAmmer,  Ne|^i^oe*s  trident  brck** 


Sh*  of  her  neii,  afaiutt  th«  wavtt  j>r«iume% 
But  iieirer  look't  for  fire  which  all  t 
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n  tbit  biig«ir€»eti  doth  to  boyle  bejnn* 
<t  ean  it  fill  inth  nuitter  fit  to  jvurgp  7 
Eartb  ai  eke  without,  if  Ihrowin?  within, 
'Ui  all  li«r  erefttUT«»  kept  but  for  a  seoufge, 
ly  *^a*b  away  the  fmlencise  of  th»t  irone, 
Wbich  mi  fraile  de«b,  atrong^  nainre  oft  doth  uri^e : 
Swtih^  my  rhoughcs  are  vamt.  this  cannot  be, 
^  dt4u«e  nr>t  tinme,  itnoe  doth  de£lc  the  te«t 

'ii^de  c^tajRTiOD,  sprcadirtpt  sU'll  to  dmOh 
*^t:  peit  otdat  odiom  can  iriUi  thee  compare  ? 
^^h  first  by  tbongbt*  conceiT'd,  then  bora  with 
brw-atij^ 

ift'Ct  the  sea,  the  earth,  the  ay  re, 
"  injustice,  and  cha^tts^d  in  wrath, 
I'^'Uj  Pihcirf  tisat  God  oo  creature's  spots  vilt  spare: 
^1  ieour|n  mmi  he  acourg^'d,  and  even  f  he  Are, 
^^Ul  iiDpttre,  most  ^le  th'  etfecti  of  ire, 

"^a!  naltmt  element  which  never  tle^^es, 

•fifr,  when  by  nonxht  el*e,  is  wrought, 
V  E)s  all  laod«,  yH  tlieoi  asuodf^r  keepes, 
'uox't  roeke)  for  relttfe  laat  is  so'j^bt, 
^'WpQi  doe  throw  theoiaetvesatfiidst  the  deeps, 
■'Whrrftiibea  gir«ii,leMefriefe  werethou^hti 
'  01  il  detpaire  hot  toane  of  fatb  er  cold , 
'<  ^nbaM  hope,  and  witbo^it  courage  bold.*' 

l<»mj  aicimi,  trufty  to  bcr  mate* 
J^^hicfe  (nav^  tbii)  no  other  storme  could  catch, 
*™t(fki»  not  errea  ainid*st  the  going  gate, 
**>iift  Qiiii^  in  it  with  art  tJw  w»Tei  doth  watcb» 
^^  nmuy  innnirttpi^  u  ecpoi'd  a  bait, 
^  M:fa  moripff  «fta,  muA  m  the  daepei  doth  batch  ; 


The  greatest  mooffter  of  the  ocean'*  brtw*!, 
Which  lodged  jTiCT'd  Irioas  hannrle»e  Id  bif  vombcv 

And  flid  disgest  (yet  to  be  fed)  a  food, 
A  buried  quicke  man  in  a  Uutt^  totnbe,        [flood. 
Doth  (monstroui  masae)  now  tumble  thfooph  the 
As  scorning  furc  cottid  make  him  to  succumbe ; 
But  straight  hh  Ennes  all  fir'd,  a  farre  doe  ahiti«, 
Af  if  iomc  Pharos,  but  a  deatbfuU  ajgoe 

That  little  wonder  decking  Thetb  bowre, 

Who»e  adam amine  touch  there  strgufty  binder 
(Though  both  it  Mile  and  swImtiM^a  wooden  tO«t«^ 

For  which  man*9  wit  tio  »Urw  of  rraion  flade»  ; 
O  roatchiessc  ^ertue,  Atlfnirable  power,       [winda  i 
Wbich  Ughts  and  foilcs  nlune,  *ailesi,  ^Arc^,  wavee^ 
Of  all  which  live  it  that  n>Mtsti*>ng^b  hath  shoirti, 
PreaM  down  by  vulgar  band*  doth  dye  unkoown. 

That  tnoviag  mountains  in  a  fcarefuU  fbrme. 
Which  compa»tng  a  ship,  it  downewarda  |litig«, 
Ad<I  even  in  calm^  doth  vomit  forth  a  storme/ 
Whose  bloud  (all  poiMo)  where  it  touches  itini^ 
That  monstrotts  masse,  if  ♦erpent,  cele,  or  wonse, 
To  haitie  ruine  his  owne  greatites^e  brings  : 
'*  Tlie  gr^ateft  «oiight  for  harmi^  a  re  soonest  spy  *df 
Where  little  ones  a  little  thing  will  htde.^' 


or  a!  I  the  humid  boat  tb«  moit  esteeni'd, 
The  gen  tip  dolphins  (where  the  deepths  doe  roare) 
WT^ich  (oiit  ingrate)  whotbecn  redecm*d,  t^eein'd. 
Him  helped  alive,  and  did  wb^n  dead  depkn-$ ; 
Of  which  otie  once  with  municke  ravish 'd  leeui'd, 
When  carrying  Arion  sa^fely  to  the  shore : 
Those  which  delight  m  muck  in  plea^aot  aoondf^ 
The  oootrafy  preveniJng  fire  confounds. 

The  fairoi  nymph  which  haunU  the  floting  itat^ 
To  whose  greal  beauty,  Thetis  envy  hear^ 
The  o<:ean*ft  Miyte,  from  wboae  f^wwi  smmds  (soule^ 
7>te  lord  of  Ithaca  did  «top  hi«  eare$,  [bale) 

nf  w^^fit  she  was  mott  proud,  that  hastes  her  fate  | 
The  golden  haires  which  the  disheveled  weares : 
Then  whiPst  ihcy  burne,  her  bead  seemea  crownM 

with  light  ■ 
Thui  showes  maske  miaeiy,  and  mocke  the  »ighL 

Those  which  from  slight,  by  alifhl  their  Uvea  oft 

The  angler  drawing  ^coroerl  Itnei  to  land,    [wtruie, 
Wliil  'ft  some  do  cast  forth  books  some  draw  them  m. 
And  some  benumme  th6  gazing  hoidcr^s  hand  * 
They  can  finde  help«  in  neither  force,  nor  fimoe. 
In  scale,  in  « hell,  on  rocke,  tn  mndde,  or  sand : 
Whd'at  Triton'f  sounds  to  tragick  notes  doe  turne^ 
They  in  the  deeps  are  boiVd,  or  on  the  banks  do 
bumc 

The  flotina  lodgings  that  all  aoiles  doe  try,  fstrmy. 
Which  « hirst  they  wslke  ob  wavea,  and  burden'd 
Sccm«  swimming  mououinea,  caadct  that  doe  flyc. 
Which  eanoou!!  annff,  aod  cnsigncs  doe  array. 
At  first  for  smoke  they  nought  about  them  ipy^ 
Till  all  their  saylea  (on  fire)  doc  cleare  tbeJr  aray : 
WhiPftt  flouds  ^a6  ^tmes  doe  at  I  thetrforc«iaiplofp 

«boiil4  ibtt  ib^  4e«tosf%  ' 


j\s  if  they  ftrived,  whicli  i 
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arrmuNO'S  poems. 


The  liquid  labyriiitb,  tboa  niio  tot  iM?tt  prore, 
No  doiriyttfay  despite  h«aii  wm  Mm*d  with  alede, 
Did  ncyt^the  wayvs  and  doods  which  alwaiet  move, 
(Firme  objecU  wanting)  make  thy  eyes  to  rede  ? 
TJfuea  he  who  first  did  steale  fire  from  aboTe, 
Then  greater  torments  do'st  desenre  to  fede : 
He  onely  souc^t  the  fii^s  to  quicken  breatb» 
And  Ihott  the.water,  as  a  way  to  death. 

0 1  hatefhll  monster,  since  the  worid  began, 
Which  with  thine  owne  coaM  never  yet  be  pleas'd. 
For  lacke  of  rayment  eoldi  fbr  hunger  wan, 
With  what  thoa  hast,  though  many  might  beeas'd, 
Thou  poisoo*st  first  the  qoiet  miade  of  man, 
'  Whose  fury  since  can  nerer  be  appeas'd : 
But  seekes  both  sea  and  land  with  endksse  care, 
And  wants  but  wings  to  violate  the  aire. 

That  which  encroach*d  on  every  bordering  sbofc^ 
By  6tt  renu*d  assaults  asurpiiag  myles, 
Shall  then  all  ebbe,  not  flowing  as  before, 
WhiFlst  travelling  Thetis  doth  bring  forth  new  iles, 
Which  birth  soone  old,  to  be  embraced  no  more. 
She  loth  to  leave,  oft  tumes,  and  kissing  smiles : 
Till  all  the  world  one  withered  masse  appeares, 
Spdrd  of  all  moisture^  save  man's  froitlesse  teares. 

What  hideous  object!  what  a  horrid  sight ! 

0  tenoor  strange  which  even  I  quake  to  thinke ! 
Where  all  of  late  was  levell  at  one  height,   [sinke, 
Thdr  monntaine's  mount,  and  fields  farre  down  do 
All  pav'd  with  monsters,  which  if  painting  right, 
Feare  would  make  paper  blacke,  and  pale  my  inke: 
The  seas  with  borrour  so  arrest  my  hand, 

1  must  amas'd  retire  me  to  the  land. 

The  land  where  pleasure  lodgM,  where  rest  did  rest, 
Whi<^  did  abound  in  fruits,  in  ibwles,  and  beasts. 
Of  which  (all  good)  none  could  disoeme  the  best, 
In  number  more  (ibough  many)  then  meu>  tastes. 
Which  should  refresh  fraile  nature  when  distress'd. 
Though  them  fond  man  soperfiuously  wastes: 
Till  that  the  Earth  doth  to  a  chao«  tume,   [bame. 
Which  since  his  teares  not  wash,  his  sinnes  shall 

Where  are  the  fiowry  fields,  the  fishy  streames. 
The  pasturing  mountaines,  and  the  fertile  plaioes, 
With  shadowes  oik,  oft  clad  with  Titon's  beames. 
As  of  Heaven's  pleasures  types,  and  of  Hdl's  paioes  ? 
(Thus  in  our  brest,  some  thoughts  each  moment 

claimes. 
To  cuibe  rash  joy  with  contemplation's  raines: ) 
Where  are  all  those  delights  in  league  with  sense. 
Which  mak^  a  Heaven  when  here,  a  Hell  when 

hence? 
Thoa  who  thy  thQughU  from  no  fond  cotine  re- 

.  claimes. 
But  do'st,  thy  eyes  with  pleasant  objects  cloy. 
And  H*st  thy  heart  have  alUt  which  it  aymes. 
Bent  of  the  sonnes  of  men  to  want  no  joy ; 
Tl^ose  to  thy  sleeping  soule  are  all  but  dreames, 
Which  waking  findes  this  treasure  but  a  toy : 
Thinke,  thinke,  when  all  confounded  thus  remaines, 
If  temporall  joy  be  worth  eterpall  paines. 

'Rioee'stetely  townes,  whose  towres  did  brave  Hea- 

•        ^  ven's  rounds, 
Thdr.kmgdome's  qnnAessence  for  wealth  and  skill, 
A  state's  abridgemCht  dmwn  in  little  bounds. 
Which  ara<whil'st  them  guests  of  all  lands  doe  fill) 
Mappes  of  the  world,  dednc'd  from  divers  grounds 
Whtta  all^lif^B  pttrb  «« tof d)  both  80od  vid  ill> 


Winch  bafbaroos  enstomes  founded  to  lenor^ 
Most  dvitt  first,  most  snbtile  last  did  prove. 

Those  which  great  monaicihs  strongly  striv'd  to 

f  As  which  oft  times  a  kingdome's  keyesdoeprore) 
By  mines  like  earth-quakes  shaken  from  befew. 
By  solpharons  thunder  battered  from  above. 
Yet  (as  orcthrown)  them  bopdesse  to  ore-throw. 
With  scorned  squadrons  did  disdamM  remove: 
Those  which  at  powers  ©farmed  emperouisspamd. 
Are   at  an  instant  then,  charged,  sacked.   aaH 
bum*d. 

Brave  tatiaens  which  have  resisted  long. 
Tin  their  dismanUed  towne  all  nakml  stands. 
And  are  by  weakenesM  left  nnio  the.strang. 
All  taken,  kiird,  or  sold  (like  beasts)  in  bands, 
As  bound  of  right  to  sufe>  all  the  wron& 
Of  railing  tongueflT,  or  of  outragious  hands: 
They  of  this  last  assault  no  type  can  sse; 
Even  worse  then  was,  or  can  imagin'd  be. 

Ah!  if  one  house  when  onely  fir'd  by  chance. 
Doth  straight  confound  a  city  all  with  feare. 
What  minde  can  think,  though  thoughU  the  nm 

entrance. 
How  those  inhabitants  themselves  shall  bears. 
Whose  townes  (like  lightning)  vanish  with  a  gUsce, 
Whil'st  them  a  moment  doth  in  pieces  teare  ? 
This  with  amazement  may  benumme  the  muidSi 
But  will  seeme  small,  a  greater  then  divinU 

Base  miser,  thou  who  by  all  meanes  bast  usM, 
TV>  bruise  the  pooie,  and  on  their  spoiles  to  feed, 
In  measure,  weight,  and  quality  abtis'd, 
Whil'st  of  all  evils,  dearth  is  the  least  they  dreid. 
That  wealth  by  thee  even  io  thy  selfcrefusM, 
Which  might  of  thousands   have   rdccv^d  it* 

nes4«  „  - 

Shall  aU  in  flames  upbraid  thee  with  HdPs  fiie. 
Whose  nse  then  at  thy  hands  God  wUl  require. 


Thou  who  to  riches  w^^  preforr'd  from  nought. 
Though  once  but  poore,  contgnm'd,  of  base  degT«, 
For  whom  at  length  aU  realmes  by  shippcs  were 

sought, 
So^at  no  winde  could  Wow  but  servmg  thee. 

Yet  would  not  comfort  those  who  starved  la  oog bt, 
Not  mindefiiU  what  thou  wast,  nor  what  to  be: 
As  naked  bom,  thou  naked  shalt  returoe. 
Else  kept  to  see  thy  wealth,  thy  sdfc  next  burot 

Those  sUtely  statues  which  great  townes  doe  ^tk*, 
And  monumenU(as  rare)  which  mindes  amsie, 
The  world's  seven  wonders,  wondred  at  a  space. 
Whil'st  strangers  long  did  on  their  >eijj>f  ^^^ 
If  that  ere  then  time  doe  them  not  4^ 
A  little  flash  shall  even^tbdr  ruin9 
Which  ondy  serve  to  witnesse  to 
Their  idle  builder's  vanity  and    ' 

Those  pakces  amongst  rare  tfaiiif^ 
Which  architectors'  numbronsar 
With  interlaced  roofes,  embotf^ 
On marbledwalles  which  oQHl 
Though  rich  without,  yet  tsf 
A  richer  riches,  whick  wit>^ 
Fast  emulation,  admirati 
All  their  great  ponq^^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DOOMES-DAY.    THE  FOURTH  ftOtRB. 


341: 


Those  Mcdod-  Edensi  gardeus  of  daligbt. 
Where  time's  hrigbt  patron  jiutly  parts  the  houref, 
Where  meif  to  gaze,  all  objects  doe  invite, 
In  ahraies  lying  waUes,  and  growing  bowres. 
In  smelling  beds  with  pleasure  ravished  quite, 
Wbl!*8t  wandring  in  a  labyrinth  of  flowers, 
Where  art  with  nature  still  for  praise  contends,     . 
A  strife  though  oft  times  judgM,  which  never  ends) 

Where  Flora's  treasures  with  Pomona's  strive^ 
Low  shining  groves  with  sbadow*d  lights  above, 
Whirst  art  (by  engines  raisM,)  doth  wat^r  drive. 
Borne  throng^  the  ayre  an  uncouth  way  to  prove, . 
And  by  all  sounds  which  creatures  can  contrive. 
To  melt  in  mirth,  would  melancholy  move:  , 
Those  pleasant  parts  shall  straight  abborr'd  remaine, 
As  where  salt  sowne,  or  showres  of  brimstone  raine. 

Thg^e  wallung  worms,  which  (with  worms*  tfpoiiles 

array'd)     ' 
Would  purchase  homage  from  each  credutoos  eye. 
And  yet  (aft  asses)  worth  an  esse  not  weigh'd, 
WhiVst  having  nought  of  worth,  but  what  they  buy, 
Tbey  shall  see  that  which  so  their  fancies  sway*^ 
The  Tsnrian  purple,  and  th'  Assyrian  d^e : 
Of  pride  the  badges,  and  the  baits  of  lust. 
Though  kept  with  toile  from  dust,  all  tura'd  to  dust 

Those  gknious  roomes  of  darkenesse,  robbing  night, 
Where  even  the  wall*  rich  garments  doe  invest. 
Where  ivory  beds,  with  gold  all  glancing  bright. 
Are  made  for  show,  as  others  are  for  rest. 
And  objects  need  to  entertaine  the  sight,   . 
Which  lodge  (since  great)  a  seldome  sleeping  guest: 
Now  at  this  last  alarme  to  them  who  live, 
They  then  a  cottage  no  more  comfort'give*  • 

These  pietions  stones  which  most  in  worth  exosH, 
For  vertue  least,  for  vanity  nrach  sought, 
Pearles^  rubies,  diamonds,  froin  locke,  from  shell. 
Fro*  depths  of  floods,  from  moantains'  entrails 

brought. 
Made  gods  with  men,  whose  Heaven  is  hatching  Hell, 
Frys*d  by  opinioo,  but  by  safastance  bmigbtt 
The  sweet  perfames,  and  M  which  is  esleem'd. 
Wast  (by  the  owners'  wish)  not  enoe  redeem'd. 

That  dreadfnil  storme  as  striving  to  begin. 
Mount  Etna's  ftames,  which  roare  while  as  supprest. 
And  that  which  swallowing  Nature's  student  in» 
Did  him  digest,  who  could  it  not  digest. 
And  all  those  hills  whence  streames  of  sulphur  run, 
Shall  with  their  fires,  then  fortifiethe  rest : 
^hose  generall  floud,  whiPst  it  the  world  ore-comes. 
None  knowes  where  kindled  firstyuor  whence  it  comes. 

The  lucrotts  coal  (though  black)  a  pretious  stone. 
Whose  foroe  as  Vulcan  will,  makes  Man  to  bend. 
Of  Albion's  jewels  second  unto  none. 
To  art  and  nature  both  a  speciall  friend. 
Then  when  ef  it  the  needfnll  use  is  gone; 
What  it  maiiiUin*d.  it  likewise  helps  to  end« 
And  thus  the  Earth  (though  cold)with  fire  thenstor'd. 
To  bnrae  it  seUe  materials  doth  afford. 

I^cse  bathing  springs  which  free  physitians  prove, 

Vet  for  all  evils  one  onely  cure*  can  show, 

Th«  which  may  seeme  whil*st  boyling  up  above, 

A  part  of  Phlegeton  ore-flow'd  below : 

But  for  man^s  health  nought  can  from  thence  remove, 

Where  he  doth  dwell  who  would  th«  world  orethrow. 


Then  every  oneof  them  to  Hell  repanes^ 
Or  else  a  greater  heat  doth  drink  up  theirs. 

Great  moilarehs,  whom  ambitious  hopes  do  driven 
To  raise  thttr  owne  by  razing  otbets'^tbraoes. 
Who  spare  no  vayes  that  there  they  may  arrive. 
Through  orphan's  tearsi^  man's  blpad,  and  woman's 
gnmes,  [strivef 

And  an  those  earthly  mindes  which  for  th'  earth 
By  passing  bounds,  sjid  altering  setle^  stones ; 
All  such  that  day  not  loids  of  their  owoe  grave, 
Shall  have  no  e«^h,  nor  them  no  earth  shall  have« 

The  Earth,  as  glorying  in  her  ehaoged  state. 
With  face  all  bright  with  flames,  seemes  Ughtoiog 

smil9t 
Whil'st  free  from  wounds  and  toils^  indur'd  of  late. 
Oft  bum'd,  oft  irees'd,  which  every  day  defiles. 
Though  foro'd  she  must  conceive  (a  fertile  ihate) 
Her  husband's  hopes  who  often  times  b^piile^^ 
And  as  she  would  revenge  all  troubles  past. 
She  yeelds  up  nan  whom  she  had  hid  at  last. 

V 

That  element  wbiehi  onely  needhig  ai4 
Bfay  be  made  moce,  and  doth  on  others  feed. 
Whose  piereing  powers  oan  in  no  hounds  he  staid ; 
Such  bodies  small  that  thiekned  larenesse  breed,  . 
The  onely  essence,  which  can  not  be  weigh*d, 
And  void  of  waght,  doth  alwayes  upward. speed. 
That  soone  may  seize  on  all  when  once  set  fr€e,  . 
W^h  iofinitly  multlpli'd  may  be. 

But  lest  my  furie  be  too  forre  decli|i'd. 

That  with  the  flames  to  flie  have  striv'd  in  vaine, 

I  must  a  space  within  my  selfo  confin'd, 

Firesh  succours  seek  to  charge  of  new  agmne ; 

So  great  amazement  bath  ore-wbelm'd  ray  mind^  ^ 

That  now  I  in  an  agony  remaine. 

But  he  who  did  in  flerie  tongues  descend. 

As  through  the  fire,  will  leade  me  to  the  mA 
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TBK  ABOUMBJTT. 
A  hideous  trumpet  horriblie  doth  sound  j 
Who  sleep  in  graves  a  mighty  voyce  doth  wake; 
By  angek  (messengers)  cbarg'd  fimm  each  ground. 
All  flesh  comes  forth  that  ever  soele  did  take  j 
Seas  give  account  of  all  whom  they  havedrown'd  ; 
The  Earth  her  guests  long  bid  in  haste  gives  backer 
Those  who  then  live  are  at  an  instant  ehang'd, 
T^ugfa  not  firom  life,  yet  still  from  death  estnmg'd* 


So  great  a  power  iny  sacred  guide  imparts. 
That  still  my  Kose  doth  raise  her  vent'roi^  flight. 
Though  with  confusioa  compassed  on  all  parts. 
My  troubled  thoughts  dare  on  no  object  lights 
The'world  by  flames  (a  charmer)  justly  smait% 
WhoK  nshe«  now  seeme  to  upbraid  my  sight ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ut 


TImni^  fttrei  nroM  qamdik  thote  firet  my  breast 

tbstlmvne. 
Yet  I  must  nng,  that  thoMhndi  else  may  monnie. 

Tb  plagve  proud  man  who  took'd  of  late  alofk, 
Tlie  fiwrtii  itill  pare,  till  made  by  Irim  oneleane, 
By  wbone,  at  teoe  for  blood,  or  by  Imt  toft, 
Sbe  (forcM  to  beare)  in  both  abut'd  had  beeae, 
Straight  (as  a  strumpet  prostituted  oft) 
Now  by  her  lovers  naked  shall  be  seene; 
An  odious  masse  (even  in  her  owners*  eyes) 
(As  bmisVl  by  thunder)  whilst  she  withered  lyes. 

Now  of  all  states  the  fiitall  period  comes, 

Which  showes  how  time  was  short,  world's  great- 
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fierce  Vulcan's  fury  Neptune's  so  orecomes. 
That  not  one  drop  remaines  to  weepe  his  fisll  { 
JLoe,  all  the  world  one  continent  becomes. 
Whereas  save  man  no  creature  lives  at  all  s 
The  sea  to  eaiib,  the  eartb  all  tnines  to  fate, 
A  moBslroiis  comet  threalmng  coming  ire* 

O!  what  a  iranlt  I  see  of  angels*  widgs, 
.Whose  greater  brigfatnessc  makes  the  fires  decline! 
A  glonoQS  guard  fit  for  the  King  of  kings, 
Whilst  they  (like  rayes)  about  that  Sonne  doe  shine. 
But,  O !  his  presence  (past  expressing)  brings 
A  reall  glory  all  in  all  divine ; 
All  as  fi^m  darkenesse  looke  upon  this  light. 
Whilst  flames  (as  mysts)  doe  flie  before  his  sight. 

Those  blessed  bands  in  st^e  of  gnuse  which  stood, 
~  ( Ai  ministers  admitted  unto  God) 
To  mortalls  sometime  which  tould  tidings  good. 
And  oft  did  strike  with  indignation's  rod ; 
Hkey,  who  till  com*d,  this  time  not  undentood, 
Wt^  Christ  arise  all  ready  at  his  nod ; 
And  free  firom  envy  which  did  marre  their  mates, 
Doe  seekc  with  Joy  the  partners  of  their  states. 

The  dregs  of  Adam^raee  shall  soone  disclose 
Wliat  God's  decree  involvM  in  clouds  doUi  keepe, 
That  time,  that  time,  which  must  confound^ll  those, 
Whose  thoughts  are  plunged  in  pleasure's  ground- 

lesse  deepe. 
Even  then  perehance  (that  nature  may  repose) 
When  all  the  senses  buried  are  in  sleepe ; 
Ah !  how  those  eyes  undos'd  attiaa'd  remaine. 
Which  from  that  time  should  never  close  againe. 

O  ten  'times  cnist !  whom  Christ  that  time  shall  fiode, 
Still  hatching  evill,  defrauding  Nature*i  due. 
Whilst  darkenesse  makes  the  eyes  (though  open) 

blinde, 
4nd  makes  the  miode  what  it  afieets  to  view. 
Which  (wing'd  with  thoughU)  fore  swifter  then  the 

.    winde, 
TboQC^  (still  coofln'd)  doth  all,  over  all,  pursue  $ 
What  doobtftiU  prcjeots  flote  within  his  brest, 
Who  dreames  yH  sleepes  not,  lyes,  but  doth  not 
rest. 

When  that  crown'd  bird  which  Peter's  breggs  did 


(Ar  still  a  friend  to  light)  seemes  to  cite  light. 
Some  more  conceive  then  eve^  could  be  borne, 
Whilst  big  with  monsters  of  imagined  might, 
And*aiery  names  with  shadowes  to  adorne. 
Doe  build  high  hopes  which  foil,  ere  at  the  height  i 


Such  bosomes  serpents  nurse  whoae  slings  tbey  try. 
Pride,  emulation,  envy,  tefoosie. 

As  prick'd  with  tliomc  some  in  their  beds  doe  ixmle. 
Whilst  charged  with  thoughts,  which  but  their  carea 

abuse. 
And  make  that  mettall  idols  of  their  soule  ; 
Which  in  a  calfe  the  lewes  great  ludge  did  bruiae  $ 
Their  greedy  course  whilst  nothing  can  controole^ 
Though  having  more  then  they  themsetTca  caa 

use: 
like  them  who  drinke  more  then  they  can  digest* 
Who  k^pe  the  appetite,  but  not  the  taste. 

The  Deirill  in  darkenesse  held  most  poweifall  still. 
Some  when  retir'd  imagine  mischiefe  strange^ 
And  to  shed  blood  doe  dedicate  their  will. 
Whilst  torturM  with  a  fory  of  revenge  ; 
More  guilty  he  who  in  his  heart  doth  kill. 
Although  his  course  (if  disappointed)  change; 
Then  he  who  doUi  by  chance  one^s  death  piB- 

cure, 
"  No  member  guilty,  if  the  minde  be  pure." 

Though  beds  should  be  as  private  graves  for  rea*. 
While  as  death's  image  doth  seize  living  dust. 
Yet  some  (ronne  mad)  as  raging  in  a  pest, 
Voluptuouslie  their  foacies  surfot  must, 
A  fillhie  fory  poysooing  the  brest. 
With  stnnge  delights  of  a  prodigious  lust; 
The  which  whilst  walking  so  corrupts  their  will. 
That  when  they  sleepe,  it  doth  delude  them  atilL 

Not  onely  shall  this  sudden  charge  sniprise^ 
Such  in  their  sinoes  as  do  from  God  rebell. 
But  even  all  those  who  evils  by  night  devise, 
A&  loving  darknesse,  shall  in  darkaesse  dwdl  ? 
Who  with  a  conscience  calme  all  feares  dcspiae. 
Not  having  hope  of  Heaven,  nor  foare  of  Hell : 
Such  to  an  owie  make  Qod  inforiour  be, 
As  if  by  night,  night's  maker  nought  oonld  see. 


Wmg*d  messengers  may  then  even  some  arrest. 
Who,  noting  tiil  quite  exhausted  aU, . 
(Whil'st  Uk  their  vomits  waltowing  they  rest) 
From  men  to  beasts,  from  beaita  to  nought  do 

foil: 
lliose  dead  (thoogfh  living)  who  can  but  deteste. 
As  Nature's  monsters  mankinde  to  appall  ? 
In  them  who  have  their  reason  drown'd  in  ^  ' 
No  sparke  of  Go^'s,  nor  Nature's  light  doth  i 

Some  rating  pleasure  at  too  high  a  price. 
Who  with  the  light  do  lay  all  shame  aside. 
Do  prostitute  their  souls  to  every  vice  $ 
If  not  then  free  (by  beastlinesse)  fkom  pride } 
Then  their  whole  sUtes  oft  venture  on  the  dia^ 
As  who  in  nought  but  fortune  do  confide  ; 
By  many  odious  oath  such  mock  God'a  might. 
True  works  of  darkencsan  worthy  of  the  night. 


Fond  worldlings  there  involv*d  ki  vaine  defight. 
Who  to  the  senses  fraile  indulgent  are^ 
And  (as  soft  sounds  the  courage  do  fovite) 
With  measured  madnesse  mai^  upon  the  aire  ; 
Whil'st  from  themselves  by  pleasure  revish'd  qnite^ 
What  it  provokes  no  kinde  of  sport  they  spait^ 
Their  eares  attending  musick's  soule  to  have. 
Of  this  dread  blaft  the  first  assault  reoeiTe. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DOOMES-DAY.    THE  FOURTH  HOURE.  ^ 

Their  twice-borne  bodies  when  pat  on  tbegr  baye. 
First  from  the  belly^  last  now  (rom  tbe  grave.  ' 


By  str«fe««tBis  a  eaidaine  boiaiy  wisc^ 
His  eoemie's  campe  (iM>t  k»k'd  for)oft  ooofounds, 
But  ^hen  he  first  dotb  sentinels  surprise, 
Thait  all  aboot  the  neighbooring  boaads  rebooodi, 
Ii»  breasts  unarmed  what  terrour  strange  doth  rise, 
Wtul*at  dramroea  yeeld  deadly,  trumpets  lirdy 
sounds  ?  [blinde, 

'Whil'flt  shouts  make  deefe,  amaxement  dombe,  doit 
Ere  avvorda  the  bodie,  feaea  dotb  kill  the  minde. 

So  shall  it  be  witb  all  those  broken  bands, 
(As  for  the  godly  they  wstch  still  prepared) 
Then  when  life's  Lord  doth  oome  to  judge  all  lands ; 
like  fishes  angled,  or  like  beasts  eosnar'd,  {brands, 
.Those  vhom  Hell's  badge  for  endlesse  darknesse 
Kot  hsTing  power  to,  wish,  are  straight  deq>air*d; 
And  soone  do  see  what  now  they  not  attend. 
Ere  thought  by  them  begun,  all  at  aa  end. 

MThat  hideous  charge  all  to  compeer  compels. 
Whose  sound  may  show  wbat  breath  the  blast  doth 

feed? 
No  cannons,  thunders,  tempests,  trumpets,  bells, ' 
Nor  yet  all  joyn'd,  so  huge  a  noise  could  breed; 
Since  heard  in  Heaven,  on  Earth,  aud  in  the  Hells, 
Till  dreadfull  ^ilence  doth  over  all  succeed: 
The  hearkening  world  seemes  all  become  one  eare. 
The  grave  gives  place,  the  dead  his  voice  do  heare. 

All  you  who  on,  or  in  tbe  dust,  do  lodge, 
A  great  great  court  I  cite  you  to  att^. 
Even  at  Christ's  instance  where  himselfe  is  ludge. 
To  heare  that  sentence  which  none  can  suspend, 
Of  boundlesse  joyes,  or  else  of  anguish  huge, 
Which  he  doth  give  (as  yon  deserv'd)  in  th'  end. 
What  from  hisservant's  mouth  none  would  conceiTe, 
Heare  from  himselfe,  even  what  doth  daome,orsave. 

Passe,  passe,  swift  angels,  ore  each  region  range. 
Force  all  to  rise  who  ever  downe  did  lyf» ; 
What  in  their  essence  th'  elemento  did  change, 
IBid  them  restore,  that  Christ  aUflesh  may  ^ ; 
You  ara  the  gatfacers,  this  that  vintage  strange. 
Which  in  all  souls  what  stuffe  hath  beene,  must  try ; 
Twizt  Heaven  and  Hell  this  is  a  jad^ement  grea^ 
To  jodge  eadk  one  their  owne,  oontentkmsdate. 

The  word  them  gives  by  which  they  thus  are  sought, 
Power  to  6bey,  else  were  the  charge  but  vaine. 
That  woid  which  drstdld  make  them  all  of  nought, 
May  now  of  something  make  them  soone  againe  $ 
Past  nombring,  numbers  are  together  brought. 
That  some  may  thinka  whatbmmds  ean  them  coo* 
Who  makes  the  dead  to  rise  at  his  decree,  [taine: 
May  make  a  roome  where  they  may  marthall'd  be. 

t 
The  beaveoly  soales  which  with  fraile  boiliesboaiid. 
Did  aet  together  on  this  esrthly  stage. 
Though  subtile  they  of  divers  deeps  did  soond. 
In  which  grosse  organs  could  not  then  engage : 
Yet  in  all  actkns  equall  partners  found. 
By  reason  led  or  h^-long  borne  by  rage. 
Though  ooeedivmc'd,  they  marry  mijst  againe, 
To  joyne  in  joy,  or  in  eteinall  peine. 

Those  heaven^  sparks  which  are  flowne  up  above, 
To  shine  in  glory,  and  in  zeale  to  bume ; 
And  shall  of  pl^ure  the  perfection  prove. 
With  mortall  vails  which  mask'd  of  late  did  mourner 
They  from  their  place  a  moment  must  remove^ 
With.  Christ  ia  triumph  glorious  to  retpnie; 


These  gather  xxp  their  garmento  from  the  dml^ 

Which  priaou'd  are  in  Pluto's  ugly  eels. 

Though  loath  to  part  theace,  where  retuitoe  ^bey 

must, 
As  then  their  conscience  inwardly  them  tali^ 
They  know  their  lodge- as  terrible,  as  just. 
Will  but  confirme  their  holding  of  the  Hells, 
Yet  all  their  processe  must  deduced  be. 
That  sainu  Qod*s  justice,  and  their  faults  may  see. 

Foure  elemeats  with  feure  oomplexiona  make^ 
This  mortall  masse  soone  rais^,  andraone  oia- 

thiowae. 
And  whea  that  it  turns  to  cermptkm  hbeke^ 
With  what  aocrest  each  doth  crave  back  the  owob, 
The  waters  all  the  liquid  substance  take, 
Th'  ayre  breath,  fire  active  heat,  th*  eaith  earth  well 

known. 
Which  all  though  thus  inthc^flrstfenntainedrowaM, 
Not  take  nor  leave,  but  are  the  same  still  found. 

The  Lord  doth  not  (ahieh  some  would  foildly  doabt) 
As  once  ia  Eden  a  creation  use, 
As  if  tbe  first  consumed  were  all  wome  out. 
That  he  not  knows  their  substance  where  to.cbusi^ 
No  these  same  bodies  which  we  besre  about. 
The  Lord  will  raise,  and  cleare  or  else  accuse :    . 
When  done  by  God,  then  wonders  are  not  strange 
The  quality  and  nothing  else  doth  change. 

Of  our  fraile  spoils  each  part  (where  made  a  prey) 
He  who  doth  watch  our  dust  will  straight  require  ; 
That  wbich  the  waters  washed  have  away. 
What  was  in  flames  exhausted  by  tbe  fira. 
That  which  (winde's  scorn)  toss'd  through  the  ayw 

did  stray. 
And  what  to  earth  all  rotten  did.  retire : 
All  at  an  mstant  shall  together  go^  ^ 

To  recon^iaae,  not  beginning  so. 

The  husband's  hopes,  which  Ceres  first  renown*^ . 
Must  biined  rot,  made  lesse,  to  be  made  more; 
Yet  wKBtle  op  (though  in  tbe  earth  still  bound) 
In  forme  more  pleasant,  moltipUM  sn  store: 
So  shall  our  dust  (though  swaltoWd  in  the  grornid) 
Spring  from  corruption  brighter  then  before; 
In  bodies  new,  whose  state  ndne  can  suimisc^ 
Laid  mortall  downe,  but  must  immortall  rise* 

Those  ereepiog  creatures  which  with  silks  ooncewe, 
Bred  first  of  seed,  their  food  with  tolls  acquite. 
Then  what  they  gaine  must  all  to  others  leave. 
And  lye  (stretch't  out)  wrapt  up  in  funerall  white: 
Yet  straight  rcviv'd,  where  buried  burst  the  grave. 
And  mount  aloft  with  wings  all  ahered  qu|(e. 
In  wormes  (men'is  types)  those  who  do  mark  this 

change, 
How  can  they  thinke  the  resurrection  strsiige  ? 

As  man  like  milk  was  at  the  first  poafd  out. 
Then  straight  like  cheese  tum*d  all  to  ends  at  once. 
Till  clad  with  skinne  (his  sea  made  free  from  doubt) 
With  sinaws  jayn*d,  and  fortifi'd  with  bones  j 
When  as  theMoonebatb  changed  thrice,  thrice  about. 
He  dotb  bunt  forth,  neglecting  mothers  graoes, 
And  (though  from  him  atfirst  as  weake  tearep  fiow) 
Dothstnigbtof  <M  a  talkiag  image  grow. 
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So  9oinito  6y  de«Ch'  wheife  ftsU  fraile  mortab*  ^feed. 
The  esrCh  conbcivM,  thall  straight  (big-bellyed) 

shake^ 
Au^tMugh  ftt  first  a  moving  maisie  doth  breed. 
Not  travel  1  shall  till  time  her  birth  ripe  make, 
Whil'st  vital!  nvr^tcire  a^ea  dr^  ddth  feed^ 
That  marrow  bones,  bones  flesh,  flesh  sidftne.doth 
Till  all  at  last  onto  perfection  worne,  [^e. 

Graves  are  delivered,  mankinde  is  new  bonft. 

Hie  spritoal  powers  shall  soone  have  repototai'd, 
Their  ancieBt  roomet  rcstor'd  to  them  by  grace. 
Which  were  (they  thence  by  nature's  rigour  press'd) 
To  deAtb  by  tinne  morgai^d  but  fbr  a  space ; 
^  mw  (tliey  fr^  who  bad  beeno  thus  distreis^d)  - 
All  members  move,  power  pour'd  in  every  place. 
What  eoidd'oorrapt  allwonie  unto  an  end. 
They  sphrituall-bodies;  bodied  tpHts  ascend. 


Then  shall  not  weaknesse  (psissing  each  degree) 

A  progresse  have  perfection  to  attaine, 

9ut  from  infirmity  made  freely  free,  [gains ; 

They  shape,  proportion,  strength,  and  knowledge 

All  qualities  at  once  accomplish  be,"^ 

That  to  aogipmit  th^ra  nothing  doUi  remainei 

The  flrslt  and  second  birth  do  difijpr  farre. 

First  men  wove  ma^now  rais'd,  then  grew,  now  are. 

Some  Gentiles  foiid  who  from  the  truth  d'id  strsiy, 
(When  by  th'  apostles  told)^did  scome  this  once, 
Yet  trusted  grounds  which  valae  inventions  lay. 
By  fabulous  doctrine  ieamM,  s^nd  fools  at  once. 
That  by  Prometheus  men  were  made  of  clay, 
And  by  Deucaliou  Quickened  out  of  stones. 
Thas  had  their  souls  to  see  the  truth  no  eyes, 
*'  Wholoath  the  light,God  gives  them  over  to  lyes." 

Great  armies  oft  as  if  one  body  move, 
WbOs^soul  itseemes  the  trumpet's  sound  doth  sway, 
So  when  this  charge  is  thundred  from  above. 
One  moment  makes  who  were,  or  are,  obey. 
O  strange  alarms!  what  must  this  meeting  prove, 
Whero  mine  onely  bAh  prepared  the  way  ?  [there^ 
All  knowne  when  mustrod  (though  not  nnmbred) 
A  dreadfull  censor  no-man's  wffoi  will  spsire. 

Those  wbieh  the  deeps  disgesteddid  containe, 
As  bent  to  dHnk  those  wlio  Chcnr  oft  did  drink, 
To  heaven  eabal'd,  tboogb  stiH'd  through  fruits  by 
That  dainty  titstes  mors  delicate  them  think:  [mine, 
Their  tranks  drawn  down  When  once  throwneup 
againa»  [sink: 

Though  dead  and  buried,  move,  not  sirimme,  nor 
irdiBiith  whi^h  drunkanls  do  deserve  to  have^ 
To  lye  with  Hqoor  in  a  liquid  grave. 

Of  them  whom  Thetis  kissM  till  kil'd  of  late, 
Whilsi  their  three  mates  they  in  her  bosome  leave, 
Some  winds,  and  waves,  aga'mst  each  rock  do  beat, 
-Till  tbent  for  food  the  scalie  troops  receave ; 
That  fishes  men,  men  may  those  fishes  eat, 
Chang'd  quality,  and  fi>niie,  whose  flesh  may  have. 
Man's  substance  it  may  transubstantiate  oft. 
But  shall  ti^  same  that  first,  mount  last  aloft.  . 

Mute,  do  not  strive  above  thy  strength  to  mouk. 
As'  mortal's  braioes  those  hosts  could  comprehend. 
Which  hot  sell's  sands,  nor  yet  Heaten*s  starrescan 

count, 
Whll'A  swdrming  foMr  their  judgment  to -attend. 
They  arithmetick's  rules  do  fknre  surmount;  [end, 
When,  nlis'd  ftxmi'  dust,  more  thick  then  dolt  in'th' 


But  yet  a  pirrt  mottkiftmne  by  Mi«  desSgaPil^ 
May  feave  a  more  ioipveaiicsi  in  the  i  ' 


Th«  fiist  great  troopeinndtifg  flMh  the  letpj 
Wbieh  long  have  waodied  with  the  watrie  Immd^ 
Which  gliitted  Neptone  m  bss  caves  did  kaep^ 
When  all  his  guests  were-soifeit^  of  food^ 
Are  those  anml'st  the  roaring  waves  who  sleep, 
Sinoe  first  they  lell  drown*d  by  the  gmerall  fldD^t 
Those  who  of  God  the  threatenings  still  did  soome. 
Till  Death  at  once  one  fleece  ore  aU  faAd  sbovne. 

Wh^t  dddge  strange  doth  firom  that  deluge' llmr. 
Of  monstraos  people  terrible  to  see  ? 
Whose  sUtore  shows  what  time  they  bad  to  grow  ; 
Tlte  dwarfrs  with  them,  with  us  would  giants  be  : 
Ere  bend«d  Iras  the  many  coloor'd  bow. 
All  that  had  frlne  rise  from  corruption  free. 
Where  raging  deeps  had  justly  lodg*d  their  dost. 
Still  drown'd  when  dead^  who  born'd  alive  with  lost. 

^Tbenoe  oomes  the  tyrant  who  did  sway  the  state. 
Where  fertile  Nilus  mollifies  the  minde ; 
Whoni  (to  ooofirme  his  owne  with  wonfkrs  gnat) 
God  did  obdure,  and  made  by  brightnessf:  bUnde« 
With  guilded  slaves,  which,  flattering  his  conceit. 
The  Lord  to  him  would  needs  inferior  finde. 
Those  all  like  him  by  his  eicample  made. 
As  oft  to  sinne  be  shall  to  judgement  leade. 

Mad  men  to  whom  by  wond*rous  blows  abroed. 
The  arme  of  God  had  justly  terronr  brought; 
Poole  ihat  had  scene  the  proofe  of  Aron's  rod. 
What  danger  was  thou  might^stin  time  have  thought, 
WhiPst  vame  magicians  emulatmg  <Sod, 
The  same  in  show,  but  not  in  substance  wroog;ht: 
Vaine  sophists  (to  be  UKKk'd)  but  mock  the  eyes. 
Truth,  (naked)  troth,  lyes  are  (though  painted) 
lyes. 

What  made  the  doubt,  that  he  whom  thon  didst  spie, 
Tume  strelimesto  btoud,  might  misetbem  woth  thy 

bloud, 
That  he  who  made  thy  land's  first  borne  tp  dye, 
Woaldsave  the  livesof  (his  friend)  Abraham^  brood, 
Where  his  might  march  he  who  the  deeps  did  dry. 
That  he  would  make  them  drowne  who  him  with- 
stood? [blinde, 
"  But  those  whom^God  will  lose  he  makes  them 
Those  head-long  ramie  who  are  for  wrack  design'd." 

They  who  with  haste  the  Hebrew  host  poimi'd, 
Whdse  glancing  armes  each  eye,  shouts  filPd  each 
eare,  [viewM, 

-Who  lack'd  no  stately  show,  which  might  when 
In  them  breed  courage,  and  in  others^feare. 
Their  Ibes  cootemn'd  (as  if  they  were  subdu*d) 
Who  did  themselves  as  if  in  triumph  beare: 
And  (spuing  blasphemy  fitim  pride's  low  beigbt) 
£ven  challenge  durst  the  Lord  of  boasts  to  fight. 

Loe,  fipom  the,mudde  they  now  creepepoocclyoot. 
As  from  a  prison  which  upbraids  their  blame. 
And  spoiVd  of  all  which  compass'd  them  about. 
Rise  naked  op,  yet  kept  by  feare  ftt>m  shame  $ 
The  trumpet  makes  them  tremble  (thovgb  earit 

stout) 
As  thinking  it  their  sentence  will  proelaime; 
And  even  great  Pharb^  vile  aifiidstbis  owne^ 
Can  by  nO'Signe  more  then  the  rest  be  knowne. 
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What  Iboh  Hiefl  rise  wfac^ntver  could  be  pleated. 
Though  iHlcd  mmefs  of  •  fertile  gtouad? 
Wberie  niider  .them  even  ttiousaods  were  well  e»s*d. 
And*  tiJ«D  their  ouaten,  mpre  cooteotmept  foandr 
Whose  trait'rous  hopes  still  on  nei^  oooqiiests  sea^d 
Till  death  did  show  bow  little  might  them  bound: 
That  as  all  lands  could  but  stribt  limits  gire. 
Last  for  the  seas  (vaste  like  their  niinds)  did  strive. 

Ah,  for  man's  madiiei«e  who  endugh  cfln'moaroe, 
From  whom  still  pure  that  there  may  rest  no  place, 
Who  makes  his  rage  i^en  in  the  deeps  to  bitme, 
And  (standing)  runnes  in  walking  woods  bis  race; 
Makes  Neptaab's  iznre  all  to  crivmo  tnrae," 
And  fills  with  bkNid  the  wrincklet  of  his  iace  ? 
What  thirst  of  nitcbiefe  tbns^feofmeats  man  still. 
That  it  no  sea  can  quench,  nor  land  can  fill? 

The  Grecian  teas  shall  give  those  bodies  back» 
(When  fioijog  Athens  camp'd  in  wooden  walls) 
Whiota  mooataitts  plamsyand  floods  dry  fields  would 
make^  [thralls, 

Scourg'd  all  the  windes,  rank'd  nature  with  their 
Which  all  conspir'^  ^eem'd  to  procure  their  wrack. 
Both  sea  and  land  made  famous  by  their  fttlls, 
As  if  that  king  who  could  not  count  hb  host. 
Had  sought  all  means  by  which  they  might  be  tost 

All  Salamina's  straits  disgorge  againe. 
Those  whom  they  s^altow'd  and  digested  had ; 
But  broken  squadrons  are  restored  ii^  vaine, 
Since  with  no  armes,  no,  with  no  garment  clad,  * 
Whil'st  both  the  parts  then  joyn'd  in  one  remaine, 
Great  is  the  nundier,  but  the  cause  b  bad : 
Who  striT'd  for  sUte,  both  as  most  abjea  bow : 
Greeks  and  Barbarians  no  way  differ  now. 

By  this  last  blast  those  do  assemble  all. 
At  divers  times  who  in  the  deeps  fell  dead. 
By  him  almost  preventing  Persia's  fall. 
Who  the  Greeke  empire  had  abortive  made. 
Who,  charg'd  with  chains,  lay  for  hb  father  thrall, 
An  act  more  great  then  all  hb  hosts  to  leade : 
"From  vettue^  hdghtthis  generous  course  did  come, 
A  man  most  vitioos  armies  might  ore-come.*' 

The  last  great  act  wbieh  Athens  did  intend, 
Defrauded  thousands  of  their  firaerall  right. 
Which  did  presage  their  greatnesse  neere  an  end, 
Whose statethenehang'd, as havingpast the  height: 
Those  to  panne  that  then  did  armies  send. 
From  that  time  forth,  did  for  their  confines  fight: 
"  A  mighty  towne  whose  growing  nought  could  stay, 
When  com'd  to  fkiie,  doth  vanbh  soone  away. 

Thdr  greatest  cAptaine  fondly  then  removM, 
The  other  cold,  procur'd  what  be  divin'd. 
Who  happy  first,  last,  most  unhappy  proved. 
Whilst  superstition  vilified  his  minde ; 
But  Siracusa  yet  to  stand  behoved, 
Whose  conquest  was  for  greater  f^  design*d ;  . 
And  those  l>y  sea  to  get  more  land  who  striv'd, 
Drown*d  in  the  sea  were  of  alt  land  depriv'd. 

F&ire  Sicik  k»g  still  by  great  states  was  iought. 
As  fertile  fields  weake  owners  did  entise,         ' 
The  fatall  Ibto  where  Rome  and  Caithage  fought. 
When  all  the  world  was  made  the  victor's  prise. 
Thy  boonda  (oft^batVd  wiUi  bkiod)  was  dearely 

bought. 
Which  stnngen  still,'  else-tyvants  did  saipriae ; . 


Thy  sea,  the  stage  wliera  death  oft  actM  witK 

wounds^ 
Most  master  many  when  the  trumpet  sounds. 

Earsfe  Athens,  Pyrrhos,  Carthage,  Rome  in  ire,  • 
(Tbett  hungry  hopes  whilst   Ceres  fill'd  srith  . 

dreames) 
To  daunt  that  people  pitNidly  did  aspire. 
Not  fearing  Scilla,  nor  Charibdb'  streames, 
Nor  thond'ring  Atea  vomitiDg  fbrth  fire. 
Nor  Vulcan's  fiorge^  nor  monstioas  giants'  names  | 
No,  Plutoe's  selfb,  who  wedded  in  those  fields, 
Hb  conquered  Hells  to  greedy  men  be  yeelda> 

Those  whose  great  vakxir  dad  so  honour  wrong. 
That  each  etemall  pen  it  yet  renownss^ 
Who  rivab  liv^d  in  fove  of  glory  long, 
And  though  but  cities  did  dispose  of  «rownes. 
Those  two  by  sea  did  strive  who  was  most  strong, 
Ai  all  the  Earth  -could  not  oontatne  two  townes : 
"  Bach  state  the  world  lesse  then  it  selfi»  contrives^ 
A  just  priportion  raina  onely  gives.^' 

That  haughty  race ^whlch  kmgs  hi  triomph  led, 
(All  not  well  pleased  with  parting  of  the  spoiles)  • 
That  fishes  might  aswell  as  beasU  be  fsd, 
(The  lead  ebe  glutted  by  their  guilty  bioiles) 
Did  on  the  sea  a  sea  of  blood  once  shed. 
Which  (wasb'd  by  waves  away)  might  foile  their 
.  foiles. 

That  them  to  plague  no  furie  place  ooold  finde; 
All  digects  rax'd  which  might  npbraid  the  ranide, 

A  spatkms  field  the  waters  did  afford, 
^ere  fk)tSng  armies  ipight  their  forces  try, 
When  free  men  fighting  who  should  be  th^r  lord,  - 
With  too  much  valour  did  their  bondage  buy. 
Whilst  Eolns  did  rage,  and  Neptune  roar*d 
More  croell  creatures  then  tbemselvte  to-spy ; 
'*  Men  of  all  else  which  thb  large  circutte  fill, 
Most  subtile  are,  and  violent  in  ill." 

From  liquid  fields  were  carcasMS  aro  rife^ 
Now  with  this  troupe  Volteios  passage  finds. 
Who  were  more  bold  then  fbrtnnate  in  strifo, 
And  dying  did  triumph  ore  foes,  waves,  winds. 
Of  fame  too  greedie,  prodigall  of  life. 
As  those  whose  soules  were  strangers  to  their  minds; 
*•  Who  lose  their  owne  to  gaine  fromotheis  breath, 
Ufe  by  opinion  seeke,  for  oertame  death." 

When  as  two  brothers  that  were  bonnd-in  law. 
Did  pledge  their  lives  who  onely  should  be  free. 
Pale  Neptune  once  at  Actium  wondring  saw, 
Hb  crystall  walkes  ail  as  coogeaPd  in  tree. 
Which  from  their  kingdbmes  diverae  kings  did  draw, 
To  know  whose  slaves  they  were  ordayn'd  to  be; 
As  both  (till  clear*d)lrom  what  they  cmv'd  would 


Two  on  the  sea  did  fight  for  all  the  land. 

To  sav£  themselves,  or  others  to  confound. 

When  lofty  legions  did  a  purpose  take. 

Of  winds,  waves,  armes,  oares,  shouts,  blows  groaoes, 

the  sound. 
Gave  bold  men  courage,  made  die  cowards  quake, 
Whilst  floating  forests  mobiiaUy  did  wound, 
Which  Neptune,  Mars,  and  Eolas  made  shake  i  ■ 
The  bellies  (big  with  men)  abortive  burst. 
By  thundripg  engines  violated  ^rtt. 
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A  stately  meeting,  terrible  to  tliinke» 
Ships  witkottt  Iriiwlnsiif  km^d,  yet  kmtb  to  vui. 
Stood  stnifUng  loBg  which  should  th^  other  sinke. 
Till  some  gft  piero'd,  m^  pest  «U  hope  of  ert. 
For  poyton  last  (as  desp'tet)  flouds  did  drinlie; 
And  that  none  might  their  oooqaerM  eoiigDet  daime, 
Slipt  under  sea%  as  if  to  bide  their  shame. 


But  haugfatie  Romans  slorm*d,  to  be  with-stood. 
And  us'd  to  oonqner,  marrePd  to  be  matoh'd ; 
Tnm  Oouds  in  vaioe  «ome  drinkingback  timir  bk>od, 
Halfe  kiU'd,  halfe  drown'd,  death  by  two  darts  dia- 
patch'd;  [flood. 

Thefe  where  they  Ib0||^t  whii^st  bodies  pav'd  the 
Till  emptie  fint»  no  woodeneave  was  catch'd:  [books, 
"  O  how  that  UAt  seen^  foule  which  blots  fame^ 
In  glofie's  glasse  whil'at  generous  courage  looks !" 


Whil^st  Mars  as  yet  a  dotthftful  iudge  did  proves  , 
The  barbarous  queeoe  flad  with  Pal«sianjiafe% 
And  who  lov'd  her,  did  straight  with  her  rwpove. 
Not  fearing,  no,  as  who  in  feavers  raves : 
He  fled  not  fbesi  but  fi^Uofp'd  on  his  lofer 
For  whom  the  hope  of  all  the  wodd  be  learea: 
Who  Tanqoish'd  armies  oft«  a  woman  foil'4. 
Who  all  of  all,  him  of  himselfe  she  spoiled. 

The  seas  surrender  at  that  dfeadfull  blast, 
Troups  of  aU  lands  which  in  their  deeps  did  fall. 
In  diacord  then,  but  rise  in  league  at  last, 
Tbecausegrowneoommon  which  dothjoyne  them  all; 
Not  only  ancients  famous  in  times  past. 
But  Turks  and  Chrietians  thence  a  voice  doth  call, 
Whom  even  when  ragiog,  raging  floods  supprest. 
That  waves  might  tosse  them  still  who  would  not  rest 

What  toriiand  band  abandons  Thetis'  bowrcsi 
By  their  misfortune  fortunate  to  fiune. 
Who  by  a  royall  pen's  etemall  powers,  [olaime  ? 
Reft  back  from  death,  life,  wha*fet  men  breath  do 
How  those  (still  Turks)  were  baptiz'd  in  few  boures, 
Where  asyre  fields  feam'd  forth  a  hoarie  streame  : 
This  my  great  Phosbos  tuu*d  to  trumpets'  sounds, 
Whoseetataly  accents  eac  h  stange  tongue  rebounds. 

Not  onely  thus  by  baibarons  hands  ore-throwne. 
Some  whom  Christ  bought  a  flotingtombe  confines, 
^ut  by  themselves  (Hke  Paguis  iqpoii'd)  though 
In  liquid  plaines  a  number  breath  resignes,  [knownc^ 
Whif'st  thole  who  toile  to  make  the  world  their  owne, 
Do  with  devotion  paint  most  danm'd  designes : 
Thai  they  when  nil  things  else  have  lisiPd  for  baits. 
May  superstition  nse  to  angle  states. 

When  haughtie  Philip  with  this  isle  in  love, 
Whose  rage  to  imigne  no  reason  could  appease  ; 
As  oft  by  fraud,  it  last  by  force  would  prove, 
To  barren  Spaine  whose  feitile  fields  did  please ; 
He  sent  hugejralks  which  did  like  mountains  move. 
As  townes  for  traffique,  palaces  for  ease  i 
And  of  all  sorts  did  fbrnish  forth  a  band. 
As  if  to  people^  not  to  win,  a  land. 

To  brave  t&e  Heavens  whil'st  giants  would  assay, 
Tbe  Lord  their  power  would  wonderfully  bound ; 
One  little  bark  their  navy  did  dismay, 
A  woman  did  the  mighty  man  confound ; 
All  elements  did  arme  their  course  to  stay. 
That  wicked  iden  might  not  poUate  our  gromid : 


For  pride  disdntn'd,  for  ccnaltgr  afalmn^ 
Spaine  beg'd  (a  slave)  where  looking  to  bt  lotd* 

O  bappie  those  fbr  whom  the  Heavens  will  fl^fct. 
Of  angels  armies  campe  about  them  still,      [Qgb^ 
Whil'st  haile  and  thunder  from  Heaven's  store-bosHn 
Arm*d  winters  are  poor'd  out,  steme  tempests  *ktll; 
The  stormy  winds  conjor^  in  time  charge  right;    * 
As  train'd  in  wane  to  spend  their  power  with  aldlL 
*'  Still  to  the  author  mischiefe  doth  retnm. 
And  in  the  fires  they  make  the  wicked  bui«.* 

The  tumid  region  numben  doth  aflbrd. 

Who  onely  there  cbnld  quench  ambition%  flm; 

And  avarice  hath  it  with  many  stor'd. 

Who  onely  there  conid  bound  their  vaste  dcait*  ; 

Hiough  each  of  them  had  of  much  wealth  beene  lord. 

Who  by  no  meanes  contentment  could  acquire. 

Till  (like  themaelvee)  still  Uking,  fill'd  with  dmi 

The  sea  and  Hell  them  to  abundance  bnragfaft. 


What  heavy  thoughts  thar  quaking  hearts  do  i 
When  with  each  wave  a  woundDeath  seemes  to  ^ve; 
Which  rais'd  up  high  like  battering  engines  proves 
That  so  to  charge  do  for  advantage  strive, 
(Save  sudden  lightnings  flash  out  from  above) 
Clouds  masking  Heaven,  ore  ail  ^  dm^nesse  drive 
That  whilst  they  nothing  see,  and  too  much  bears, 
Fahie  on  the  deeps  Hell's  shaddow  doth  appeare. 


cvsere- 
[maiBe^ 


Some  scap'd  such  stormes,  whil'st  they 
Surpris'd  by  pirats  suddenly  despatie, 
Whose  cmell  avarice  to  render  vaine. 
They  yeeld  (as  fiunt)  till  they  to  them 
Then  powder  kindled  by  a  lingring  traine,' 
Strai^  all  at  once  are  thundred  through  the  nyre: 
In  water  bum'd,  weake  thralls  kill  victors  strong. 
And  soffiring,  act,  revenge  preventing  wrong. 

Thus  by  the  sea  a  number  is  bewray'd. 
Whose  dying  eyes  a  friend  did  never  cloee. 
Not  in  their  fethers*,  no,  in  no  tombe  layd. 
Which  had  when  dead  no  part  where  to  repose^ 
But  are  by  waves  to  every  rocke  betni|r*d. 
Till  this  last  day  doe  of  all  flesh  dispoiiB^ 
Which  as  wookl  saease  most  ready  thoae  may  ftid^ 
Whom  th'  earth  not  bmdens,        ~ 


The  face  of  th'  earth  like  those  a  number  yedds. 
Who  fbr  last  lodgings  could  not  get  a  grave, 
Yet  where  they  fell,  as  having  wonne  the  fields^ 
Them  (dead  a  time)  from  all  who  liv*d  did  re^ve, 
Throwne  in  the  dust,  dnwne  from  thehr  bUmdy 

shields, 
Whil'rt  naked  there,  they  what  they  clad  did  save: 
Till  beasts  with  some  did  runne,  with  somefowies  flye: 
As  bodies  first,  bones  bare  at  last  did  lye. 

The  bk>ud  of  some  did  stahie  that  golden  age. 
To  strike  with  iron  ere  malioe  did  invent 
On  mine's  altar  offiring  up  to  rage,  [beni;" 

**  Wmth  wants  not  weapons  when  for  miaoUefo 
Then  indignation  mortals  did  aaswage,  [rent. 

With  stones,  sharpe  stings,  and  what  bf  fence  was 
From  gored  bellies,  bowels  did  gosh  out. 
And  beads  with  bcainef  warn  < 
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tilt  life  «&!^  L(MJg*d  in  mcb  9.  fbrtresfe  frail e, 
(bttjurt  rwo^glory  wljich  to  foo(«i  did  glwoce, 
laat  {mm  fi»r  sport)  thetr  aetgbboun  did  utaik  | 
rbrtt  ItNi.  their  iUiu  of  purpoae  to  adfftnoa, 
!  jitr  would  by  violrnce  preraik: 
tint  iref€  by  imbititxi  tedp 
ivinLff  a  gtemter  fury  br«d. 

-'>n>  flf^  from  dea^tb  by  d^iik  redeemM  their 

UkI  rmfocst  iiiagTi»niniou»|y  grt^w,  {names, 

Thck  fhitcie?  fryirtg  in  ambiticm's  flames) 

hty  ockIv  prAiJtCf  not  profit  did  pursae  i 

Ifld  i3  f Of  nrlorf'i  who  contend  at  gamei^ 

|fa(a|tit  Olticf*  to  eatcecU,  not  to  ^abdqe? 

HkI  Ntftbift  ofie,  atvother  Egypt  faire, 

Phni  eQQquerM  lat^j  who  did  but  Iwnour  cr«Tie. 

I>at  wetpons  fir^t  were  fbiind|  iilui:h  piercM  or 

bniti'd, 
Ir  dretdful  Cyclopi  made  their  hammers  reele ; 
Mllini«hidi!  mintocis,  iword  and  Laiinc«  wer«  ui% 
frf  inm  did  msTch  {ta  stMtae^)  all  of  Steele  i 
fflttt  fury  in  f^iXKid  ctiiades  this  rage  infus'd, 
fktt  they  wonld  suffer  to  iti&k«  otben  feele, 
[paiv^  lo  funfaer,  ere  to  hinder  lU, 

|ltaeiOKlve»j  more  bent  their  mat^t  toktli? 


t  were  of  matd'red  bodjei  made, 
bflU  illll*  dn9t»  the  ditst  did  not  receive, 
b«r,^r9iA^Oreeke9  and  Ri>mans  dead,  [have, 
i'bi!''it tb»t they  more  earth,  thpm  earth  would 
I  of  the  vofld  each  striviiij^  to  be  head, 
i  mtmhtw*  maim'd  which  it  to  rule  did  crave  ? 
TW*  thwigb  all  lands  ooe  onely  did  adore, 
Ai  jwnt  m  too  ftrkt  boundi,  yet  one  tought  more. 


1^  what  hnge  h^p«  were  reared 
i^rs.Gaulei,  ^reat  by  doing'  h^rmcs, 
-   Hunnes,  and  Goths  Song  fcar'd, 

» r  id  brazens  m  awarmet  ? 

lUoie  fields  could  lifA  be  eaPd, 


fe  iHH  ^ „„  ^^  _. 

^*re  thiy  tb  deatti  had  offred  up  their  armes : 
whil'ft  where  to  ti™,  to  winne  more  lands  then  set, 
*heie  they  migrht  dye,  who  onely  land  could  get- 

TItt  Nttnre  strong,  as  in  ber  perfect  age, 
^bcwUu^r  i^warmes,  lands  eolonies  neat  Ibrtb, 

J^h  fofc*d  by  wants,  or  ototM  by  fenerom  rage, 

witenipeiti  hu^  inunded  from  the  north; 

«"  that  hi  jH  h(*pes  dneamM  ricJici  iziifbt  a»wage, 

7T.<i  ,r.,.*i..  *,.,.  ^^^^^  ^  Ijgj^j  ^f  irrcjiiest  worth: 

d,  whil'st  power  a  right  did  elaJmCi 
^  tjilers,  0Duntri€3  ehang'd  the  nftme, 

'  beittienitb  hdst  by  luda  so  abhOTT'd, 
'-JMi  i^Afntaine's  railinga  Tengeance  to  contrive, 
j^l»4If  king  did  spread  before  the  Lr*rd, 
^^  wnittg  bis  ioule  did  mgtt  of  peace  dcprWe, 
■  tlui  an  ui|«||  i^ith  ju!=t  fyry  ftor*d, 
^'H  of  thoE^ndf  thrice  threescore  and  five: 
^^  ^  b)a«pb«airDg  Ood  by  bita  were  lUine, 
*«*  titi  m\\h  feare  to  iooke  on  God  againe. 

jJ|«»«thgu*aD4«  rlae  with  fflrana:er»,  or  Iheir  091M, 
Wk!!!  **^^'  ^'  *"^?**^  '**«  Grecians  were  incUn'd, 
h«re  «H  tlir*  world  at  fbrtnne^s  dit-e  waa  throwne, 
r»nt  lift  stid  KMiDe  in  law,  not  love  combined  ; 
F'mqftclicntoi  fall,  which  fieldi  were  knownc, 
^  «lt  abowiejy  the  lUte'f  good  deslguM  : 


"  Pfone  Tertne  should  adore,  all  nveteikee  mtut, 
Men  should  delight  in  it,  net  in  it  truat*'' 

Thence  (never  bufiftd)  many  bodic  springi, 
Where  of  all  Intdi  di  anni<»  dkl  contend. 
Killed  by  the  seUKte,  eraperDPr!,  or  kings, 
But  most  by  htm  who  did  to  Carthage  seiid, 
{ReH  from  Rome*s  rnihles)  buiibela  full  of  rings 
And  by  barbarian t  lords  of  all  in  th*  eod ; 
Thut  Italy  all  nation*  did  obey. 
And  to  all  oatcom  wasexpos'd  a  pnj* 

Thai  field  yeeldt  thootandt,  where  wrcof  m(imno% 

Hgbt, 
(For  fiimoua  taptainea  twiie  a  fatall  itage) 
Qreait  Fompey  did  with  Mlthridati^  fight. 
And  Tamberlaine  the  lerroitr  of  that  a^*r% 
On  lightning  Baiazet  did  thund-ring  light, 
Tatn'd  for  a  foot-stoole  in  an  i nan  cage: 
Thus  that  fntat  mcaarch  waa  mad«  worse  thoa 

thrall, 
"  Pride  hAted  atands,  and  doth  unpitiiied  fall/* 

All  then  must  march  at  thia  last  trumpet^i  sound. 

Who  Heids  entomb 'd,  damned  flouds;,  and  ditcbea 

filld, 
WbiTst  Ottoman  to  make  his  crriicent  round. 
Blond  (as  hut  water)  ptcMligally  Fptird  ; 
His  bimaei  now  rite  groning  from  the  ground, 
Which  oft  by  him,  or  else  fer  him  were  kirdt 
And  as  for  bondage  borne  (free  but  from  grattt) 
Did  live  to  him,  and  dyed  to  Satau  slaves. 

By  violence,  death  iWvt^n  did  &urpris4^, 
Still  since  the  world  ftr^t  peopled  did  remaine, 
But  mea  in  mischiefe  fondly  gfiowne  more  viae. 
By  bolts  unseene,  some  now  of  late  are  slaine, 
Since  some  new  SulmiTos,  no,  divelt  did  dev(§«, 
Those  sulphurous  engines  bragfifijf  Got!  againe  ; 
Which  men,  yea  towre^s,  a^id  townes,  in  piece*  teare, 
Thert  thunder  now,  m^a  mure  the  canon  feare. 

Those  ioone  ilart  up  which  fell,  wbirst  as  lene 

stroni 
By  Vulcan  IbrcM  luccnmbing  Thetis  inr*d, 
And  thundnng  forth  tljc  horttiur  of  her  wrong. 
The  burden  urg'd,  straight  in  disdain e  rtstor^d, 
Tbe  ayery  region  raging  all  alongf 
Which  death  to  them  did  suddenly  a0brd  : 
And  by  a  blow  most  strange,  no  acarre  ih^D  fcNio^t 
The  bonei  all  broken,  and  the  fle«b  still  sound. 

Tbow  whom  of  th'  earth  the  auperfice  as  fiatt% 
Did  bear€,  not  bory,  suAer*  not  receive, 
By  men  even  dead  (as  oft  uliv^i^)  ejEtorc'd, 
To  avarice,  else  cnieLty,  still  slave, 
Tbo»e  shall  from  dust  no  sooner  be  divorc*dt 
Then  they  who  aougbt  the  centre  for  a  gnve  j 
Whose  bodies  with  their  Hiulea  did  «eeme  to  stftve. 
Which  first  at  Hell  should  with  most  haste  arrive. 

The  mutinoua  Hebrewei^  who  gainst  him  repinde. 
Whose  fftce  (as  glorie's  rayes  reflecting  still) 
Cotu'd  ^m  the   thundcrer  like  cicare   lightning 

ahin'd, 
God**  tecretary  who  first  penuM  hi*  will  -, 
As  soone  as  they  who^e  dust  no  weight  ctynfin'd. 
They  rise  whom  th'  earth  did  bury  fittt,  then  kill  ; 
To  offer  btnt  (pride  burning  in  their  breasts) 
As  tike  himselfe,  whom  Pluto  tooke  for  priesti. 
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That  «9om*d  4inaet  k  with  tlMm  Azpofd, 
(Foolet  who  farehkoom,  not  for  tbeir  lite  pioride) 
Who  by  hit  wife,  when  lurking  was  disclosed, 
And  whcmi  atlast  tli«  earth  did  as  strangaly  hide, 
And  that  the  cave  which  bmn'd  might  ao  be  ekie*d, 
He  as  Rome's  best  who  under  ground  did  ride: 
There  greedy  to  doe  good,  or  faoM  to  gire. 
That  where  his  body  dyed,  his  name  might  Kve. 

Some  feaver  strange,  when  niifiMts  eeeme  to  movf , 
Those  of  the  ^acUi»  whc^in  the  entrails  dwell, 
WhiPstit  (though  trembling)  raging  seemes  to  prore, 
If  it  may  drinfce  tha  world,  and  spue  forth  Helt 
They  from  the  dust  as  quickly  shall  remove. 
As  those  by  powder»  who  In  powder  fell : 
By  tyrants  fierce  whil'st  pin*d,  no,  freed  from  peine, 
Who  folne  on  th'  eastb,  or  tom^d  tbiovgh  th'  ayre 


Now  Orpheus  shall.oot  need  (as  poets  foine) 
To  charm  the  Furies  with  harmonious  somids, 
Nor  Hercules  by  violenoe  in  vaine. 
To  force  the  dungeons  of  the  shadowy  bounds, 
Th«  guests  below,  shall  once  tume  bacfce  againe. 
To  see  (what  they  have  lost)  saperior  rounds  t 
The  prince  of  darkuesse  will  be  pleased  with  this, 
Since  sura  to  have  them  judg'd  for  ever  his. 

The  Earth  her  entrails  quickly  shall  diseharge, 
That  Ood  at  once  all  who  had  soules  may  see. 
All  prisoners  at  last,  death  most  enlarge. 
At  that  great  iubily,  as  once  set  free, 
Who  were  so  long  in  passing  Charon*s  barge,  ' 
Soone  from  oblivion's  floud,  brought  hacke  shall  be : 
V^e  Cerberus  can  barkc^  all  shall  be  gone. 
And  era  they,  can- be  miss'd,  turned  every  onOi 

Those  whom  soft  Egypt,  alwaies.  slave  to  lust. 
By  spices,  oyntments,  balmes,  and  odours  rare, 
To  scome  corruption,  and  to  mocke  the  dust. 
Bid  keep  (when  lost)  with  a  ridiculous  care. 
And  usM  a»  pledges  oft  to  purchase  trust, 
Jheir  bones  worth  nought  when  dad,  worth  lesse 

'  when  bare, 
Tbeir  vailes  renuM,^  no  sooner  they  resume, 
Then  whom  at  first  corrupUon  did  consume. 

Those  pyramides  whose  pomts  seem'd  (threatning 
Not  solitary  tombes,  bat  courted  thrones ;  [Heaven) 
The  huge  Mausoleum,  one  of  wonders,,3eaven ; 
That  obeliske,  which  grac'd  Augustus' bones; 
Late  monuments  those  cmoioos  to  eaven. 
Of  marble,  porphyr,  iaspe,  and  precious  stones : 
None  hides  his  guest  frdm  this  great  fudge's  sight. 
Nor  yet  him  sends  more  gorgeous  to  the  hgfat. 

Of  place  the  distance,  distant  time  not  breeds. 
Some  who.  a  field  impurpled  by  their  fall. 
Whose  entrails  straight  another  mauioD  needs, 
Lest  else  corruptioo  might  encroach  on  all. 
Their  bodies,  friends. (as  oft  ibr  pooipe  suoQBods) 
Not  seeme  (forre  borne)  to  burie,  but  enstall : 
But  though  each  part  a  severall  kingdome  takes, 
A  sudden  union  now  one  moment  makes. 

That  dreame-diviner  by  two  tribes  call'd  Syre, 
(Though  by  them  lost)  who  did  hit  brothers  save, 
His  dust  fiom  Goshen  quickly  shall  retire. 
And  with  the  rest,  a  second  Hymen  have. 
Where  though  long  dead,  as  foith  did  first  inspire. 
His  bones  for  his,  possession  did  receive : 


Or  since  by  him  so  benefited  enee, 

That  land  ingrate  to  fhistrete  of  his  booas* 

The  third  tine  then  some  live,  from  tombei  imis'd 
(Their  resurredtioo  represented  else)  {tmct. 

Whom  death  (it  seem'd)  did  but  a  .while  disgme. 
For  acting  wonders  which  amazement  tela; 
When  wak'd  by  force,  as  who  did  drousie  rise. 
They  drawne  from  Lethe,  or  oblivion's  eels: 
Straight  with  the  place  all  priviledge  did  leave, 
'Made  as  who dream'd,  or  in  high  feavers  i 


Till  soar'd  from  hence,  where  they  so  long  have 

striv'd. 
Still  charg'd  with  flesh,  alt  soules  infirme  remaine; 
And  with  their  burdens  those  who  were  reviv'd. 
Their  former  firailties  did  resume  againe ; 
So  that  unknowing  where  a  space  tibey  liv'd, 
Maym'd  memory  was,  bounded  by  the  braine : 
Hirough  earthly  organs  qiectaoles  impure, 
Soules  reach  but  objects,  such  as  they  procore. 

Some  fondly  curious,  would  have  then  emiiiir^d, 
Wh^tlodgingslastthoseboth-world^giiestsdidleefe, 
Which  (if  remembred)  reverenc'd,  and  admir'd. 
They  woukl  not  wrong  by  words  what  nooa  coo- 

ceive ; 
Great  Paul  (whose  selfe  could  not  tell  how)  letitfd. 
Whom  the  third  Heaven  (when  ravish'd)  did  receive: 
He  what  he  saw  retom'd,  could  not  re^Mje, 
Past  mortals*  senses,  to  immortals  great.  ., 


Such  soules  when  last  to  their  first  tents  tnra'dbacke. 
Their  toiles  thereby,  and  others'  glory  grew,  [make, 
W|ii^  to  the  worki  that  way,  God  c&eare  would 
That  foith  (when  firme)  might  death  it  selfe subdoe; 
But  theo  they  flesh  as  when  first  left  did  take. 
Which  now  at  last  the  Lord  will  all  renue. 
Their  resorection  when  no  time  confines,  •.  [eigoes.  * 
WhiPst  rais'd,  ripe  fruits,  of  what  they  fiot  were 

Thus  the  great  Tisbit  strangely  did  restore, 
(That  none  might  trouble  have  who  gave  hia  rest) 
Her  Sonne  whose  victuals  did  when  waste,  grow  morei 
Like  to  the  like,  when  in  like  state  distrest,   ■ 
That  pnq^het  did,  who  crav*d  his  sprit  in  store. 
Not  to  be  press'd  by  such  a  second  guest,     [sleeps 
Whose  grave  wak'd  one,  -  that  there  be  mi^t  not 
Where  he  (when  dead)  a  quiefceoiBg  power  did 
keep. 

The  blest  Bethanian  highly  shall  rgoyoe^     . 
When  next  he  cals  who  riiow'd  aoofa  tender  kfwe. 
A«  even  to  weep  for  him,  as  a  ehiefe  choice, 
Till  he  was  brought  (free  froln  white  bands)  abovi;' 
The  first  who  in  the  grave  did  heare  that  voice. 
Which  from  all  graves  must  make  their  guests 

remove: 
And  greater  power  when  glorified  may  show. 
Then  firom  firaile  flesh,  when  but  breath'd  forth 

below. 

Those  soone  start  up,  who  quickly  ooma  to  light, 
As  to  applaud  what  was  accomplnht  knowne, 
Christ's  acting  sufierings  (when  most  low)  at  height. 
That  the  last  part  on  this  world's  stage  was  shownej 
Else  to  upbraid,  as  a  prodigious  sight. 
Them  who  did  haste  what  bent  to  have  ore-throwae: 
And  others  all  thus  rais'd,  more  glad  doe  rise. 
Of  souler  birth  once,  then  of  their  bodies  thrice. 
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Ttiane  eometiiQwtwcvfirom^wlieaeeiioflcBh  can  know, 
Vet  not  more  soooe  then  whom  fraile  eyei  raw  dead. 
Of  -which  «i  t3rpes  ooeto  ench  worid  did  show. 
That  mortals  might  be  straight  iramortall  made, 
Oronebodies  moont^  and  some  death  not  oretbrow, 
A  labyrinth  whence  nature  none  can  leade : 
In  most  evill  times  most  good  to  be  mark'dso^ 
Those  did  fnmrbence  man^  common  way  not  goe. 

That  godly  man,  by  €kid  jndg'd  jost  to  be, 
Translated  was,  that  he  might  not  see  death, 
^ince  it  kiird  him,-  his  Lord  despisM  to  see, 
'WhiPM poysoo'd  with  vile  men'sblasphemous  broath; 
Or  else  at  last  from  pangs  and  honours  free^ 
He  priviledg'd  from  all  the  signes  of  wrath, 
IMd  part,  not  dye,  from  sinne,  not  life  estranged ; 
**  Soules  must  remove,   else  have  their  lodgng 
changU"  ^ 

Whil'st  him,  rave  God,  who  ought  disdainM  to  feare. 
Vile  "Baal's  scourge,  <^  kings  who  soom'd  the  ije^ 
'With  flaming  steeds  a  bamhig  coach  did  beare. 
The  wlnde  made  wagoner,  an  angdl  squire, 
'Twist  this  grosse  globe^  and  the  celestial)  sphere, 
Zeale  triamph  did,  even  as  it  fought,  with  ^re : 
That  Heaven  and  Earth  both  might  his  glory  know, 
As  earst  his  toiles,  when  but  contemn'd  below. 

As  where  he  liv^  or  lyes,  to  tume,  or  stay. 
To  dispute  easie  is,  hard  to  conchide ; 
The  lord  perchance  committed  him  to  clay. 
As  cme  with  whom  he  on  Mount  Tabor  stood : 
Else  notdissol^d,  but  chang*d  when  borne  away. 
And  (some  thinke)  kept  a  part  yet  to  doe  good : 
For  without  all,  no  raints  perfected  be. 
The  maid-borne  body  so  Heavens  oneiy  see. 

A  loud  alanne,  still  doubling  from  above, 
(The  word  etemall  may  make  breath  abound) 
All  this  vast  circuit  doth  a  trumpet  prove. 
Whose  concave  wastes  not,  but  maintams  the  sound, 
At  the  first  blast,  nought  else  rave  it  did  move» 
As  driry  silence  had  prepared  the  ground ; 
But  tiH  aU  ears  be  fiird  it  higher  s#els, 
A  horrid  echQ  roaring  firom  the  Hdis. 

Those  guilty  soules  what  further  comfort  shields, 
Frvm  sleepe  whose  conscience  with  the  body  starts, 
Even  when  they  see  (as  grasse)  6v?r  a)l  the  fields. 
Men  grow  about  them  ?  O  what  frosen  hearts ! 
Earth  laboured  long,  a  monstrous  harvest  yeeldsi 
Which  straight  Heaven's  husband,  loe,  grinds,  sifts, 

and  parts: 
Who  can  l^ot  thinke  how  such  endure  this  sight  ? 
And  yet  what  they  attend,  makes  it  seeme  light. 

He  who  them  hates  when  God  the  jost  doth  grace, 

Both  griefe  and  envy  torture  him  at  once. 

Of  two  who  rest  companions  in  one  place, 

TW  one  pleas'd.  Is  glad,  the  other  desp'rate,  mones; 

Th*  one  parts  as  pointed  for  etemall  peace. 

The  other  sign'd  for  paine>itayes,howls,  and  groanes. 

Thus  of  the  godlie*s  good  the  first  degree; 

Is,  from  the  wicked  that  they  parted  be. 

'nose  creatures  who  by  death  did  never  fiill, 
Hiat  fatal!  sommoos  do  no  sooner  beare. 
Then  those  whom  it  forth  from  the  dost  doth  call. 
Where  they  had  slept  even-many  a  hundred  yeare, 
Sottles*  lodgwgs  thus  which  hadbeen  ruin'd  all. 
Straight  bailded  then,  flnt  perfect  do  appeare. 


Ihe  just  they  fiist,  the  reptobate  last  move,    . 
Which  sink  befew,  whil'st  th'  others  flie  abova 

Those  temples  then^which  not  dissolVd  still  stay, 

(A  mystery  difficult  to  conceive) 

All  debt  of  death  (not  dying)  shall  defray, 

The  other  life  straight  opni'd,  eve  tiiis  themieay«^ 

The  bodies  then  (all  frailty  bum'd  away) 

Well  quiotessenc'd,  new  qualities  receive,     [dead« 

Which  though  still  qoicke,  yet  in  their  sinnes  quite 

Ere  mortall  prqv'd,  shall  be  immortall  madflb 

If  oft  to  gase  a  multitude  remaines. 

To  hold  his  court  whil'st  it  some  prince  attends ; 

When  being  met  with  many  stately  traincs, 

He  makes  a  musters  of  imagin'd  friends : 

(As  by  small  brooks  a  floud  swolne  when  it  raines) 

Till  that  on  him  it  seeroes  the  world  depends.    . 

Th%t  pompe  to  all  a  reverent  awe  imparts, 

And  strikes  with  terrour  malefactors'  hearts. 

Thinke  with'what  glory  Christ  his  course  doth  runne, 
Whil'st  thundring  terrour,  and  yet  lightning  grace. 
He  might  come  clad  with  jtarres,  crown'd  with  the 

Sonne, 
But  to  his  brigbtnesse  such  (as  base)  give  place : 
His  court  at  first  of  heavenly  hosts  begun, 
Fjnom  hence  enlarg'd  is  in  a  little  space.    , 
O  what  strange  noise  doth  aU  the  worjd  rebound^ 
Whil'st  angels  sing,  raints  shout,  and  trumpeti  sound. 

My  ravish'd  soule  (transcending  reason's  reach) 

So  earnest  is  to  surfet  on  this  sight. 

Thai  it  disdaines  what,  may  high  thoughts  impeach, 

Whil'st  mounting  up  to  contemplation's  height ; 

Which  flight  so  farre  doth  passe  the  power  of  speech. 

That  onely  silence  can  pursue  it  right. 

And  that  my  sprit  may  be  refresh'd  that  way. 

It  must  a  space  amid'st  dumbe  pleasures  stray. 


DOOMES-DAY; 

THE  GRBAT  DAT  OF  TfiB  LORD'S  IVDGSf  IJIT. 

TBI  Fimmocru. 


THB  ARGUMENT. 

A  great  assembly  doth  with  state  begin, 
Atid  of  some  soules  the  processe  is  surveigh'd. 
So  more  to  tax  the  lews',  and  Christians*  sinoe,  . 
Here  in  tb^  balance  is  before  them  layd,^ 
Each  Ethnick*s  part  to  be  compar'd,  brought  in 
In  judgment  now,  their  errours  to  upbraid: 
Yet  all  excuses,- which  such  can  revolve. 
Do  damne  but  others,  not  themselves  absolve. 


O  WHAT  strange  sight !  what  monstrous'  meethi|f 
One  moment  musters'  all  the  ages  gone ;        [now  ? 
Borne,  flown,  driVn,  or  drawn  up,  1  wot  not  how, 
large  is  that  crowne  which  compasses  Che  throfte ; ; 
All  for  each  time  whom  Nature  did  allow, 
What  numbers  must  they  make  when  joynVl  in  one  ? 
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wLil'st  I  ^  loobe  «bdot»  Mo«r,  M  Ugl^ 
Still  doodf  of  pMple  do  cottSne  miaeeyt* 

Oft  tlioiiittiBB  ^0tM9  in  po(Miloite'lii^(mdraiii  teC^ 
Whil'st  baugbty  moMfebt  otiMfiC  empiwt  ii>tt|bt, 
But  nor  Aen  iiow»  «Mre  natfoM  kit  «t«  tnet, 
Wlioottiee  in  all,  bat  SSefihea  in  nonght, 
No  i6V6I'bIi  tfoMottMii  luNDttli  ocnsmiM  S'cty 
Jto  iilion  fOine  ciril^  MM  tfe  bttrlMtfons  tlfonght) 
Mb  ganwenls  m«tlE*d,  nor  mfpM  of  hand,  nor  bead : 
All  naked  j«d^  «i  tli«y  at  Ibfat  intre  made. 

What  ttore  of  ton^ei  oft  hnn^ty  earet  have  fed  ? 
Since  tnen  ftom  one,  did  more  at  Babel  uke, 
And  thoM  (licentkMif )  many  l>a8tards  bred. 
Which  (mist  like  males)  did  ftrange  conjonictioiiB 

make; 
Bat  now  at  last  all  by  one  language  led, 
(Gonfasion's  ourw)  remor'd)  as  first  turne  backe. 
At  least  the  judge  none  to  interpret  needs, 
Ko  heart  from  him  hides  thoughts,  the  tongue  lease 

deeds* 

The  vpatious  world  at  ^nt  could  learce  contahie 
Them  whom  one  age  by  pommon  coune  brought 

forth, 
Hiough  both  by  sea  and  land  more  ground  to  gaine, 
With  colonies  di8pef*8t,  least,  west,  south,  north. 
Who  all  their  wits  for  wayes  to  Hre  did  strayne. 
Yet,  dreaming  glory,  vaunted  sbowes  of  worth  t 
Th'  Earth  wbil'st  her  entrails  every  one  did  teare^ 
Was  forced  tp  \mty  whom  ^he  could  not  beare. 

Death  walkes  so  slowly  with  his  sleepy  pace, 
IThoagh  last  not  look'd  for  oft  times  he  arrive) 
That  even  to  haste  man's  never  resting  race» 
Both  warre  and  sicknesse  violently  strive ; 
What  Nature's  seUe  would  bound  in  little  space^ 
Art  to  precipitate  doth  meanes  contrive : 
Elseth'  Earth  surcharg*d  would  starve  her  nurslings 


Too  populous  mankinde  by  it  selfe  undone. 

But  loe  all  these  who  had  beene  guests  below. 
Since  first  an  angell  Eden  came  to  gfuard. 
This  huge  assembly  joined  in  one,  doth  sbow^ 
From  whence  none  can  escape,  nor  can  be  spar'd. 
Yet  now  no  ground,  no^  not  no  grave  they  owe, 
No  strife  for  marches,  lauds  alike  are  sbar'd : 
None  for  old  claimes  then  doth  another  cite. 
But  even  of  them  all  memory  would  quite. 

No  kinsman,  friend,  nor  old  acquaintance  here, 
Though  long  disjoyn*d,  and  soone perchance  to  part. 
Doe  meet  as  men  by  mutuall  duties  dbpre. 
With  pleasant  counVnance,  and  affecting  heart; 
That  fotall  doome  to  be  pronouno'd  so  neere, 
(Which  joy  or  griefe  for  ever  must  impart) 
With  rackiog  cares  doth  so  distract  the  minde. 
That  then  no  other  thought  a  place  can  finde. 

No  tyrant  here  (attended  by  his  thralles) 
Doth  terrour  give,  no,  but  doth  it  receive. 
And  now  impenooily  no  oester  calls, 
A  humble  servant,  nor  m  fawning  slave. 
That  height  of  minde  a  present  foare  appaUes» 
And  brefkea  that  swelling  which  made  niany  rave : 
Though  now  great  di£Eareiica  be  of  mortals  made, 
<•  All  shall  meet  eyial^  but  most  iist  be  dead." 


Though  aoaiawlMa 

thrown. 

So  tiiat  thehr  fome  (trae'd  by  aoMteaMnt)  Ayes, 
Are  here  acaroe  mark'd»  till  for  cooteioa  dMi^ 
When  all  their  deeds  the  Hea:ven'a  great  ^ — 


Yet  others  are  then  earst  made  better 
Who  wbil'st  alive  deluded  creduloas  eyes. 
And  seemM  in  show,  as  angels  once  of  light. 
But  are  the  chiKlreii  of  etemall  night 

Worsbat  that  time,  these  trembling  trouper  eodttre, 
Who  know,  yet  not  petforme  their  master^  wOl, 
Though  judgements  threaten,  promised  alfere^ 
To  follow  what  is  good,  and  flye  from  ill, 
Whose  senses  fklse  agahist  their  soules  ooqjara, 
That  fpritnaU  power  which  God  inspires  to  kiN  s 
Who  doe  neglect,  I,  and  despise  that  graee^ 
Which  even  with  angeb  purchase  might  a  place. 

With  high  disdaine  of  soules  the  soveraigae  ■Mv'd, 
A  kindled  count*nanceb  flames  forth  terroor  then, 
At  them  who  seem'd  religion  to  have  lov'd* 
Vile  hypocrites,  curst  excrements  of  men. 
And  their  vast  hearts  (thecosening  maske  revoVd) 
Show  each  thing  that  they  thought,  both  where, 

and  when : 
Till  much  to  wonder,  godly  men  are  broaght. 
Who  nuurk  them  monsters,  whom  they  saints  had 

thought. 

That  troupe  on  Sathan's  ooat  God^  badge  which 

beares. 
Who  hatching  mischiefe,  holinesse  pretend. 
With  whoorish  sighs,  and  with  adulterous  tearos^ 
Their  actions  all  to  court  opinion  tend  ; 
WeighM  words,  sohool'd  fooks^  squar'd  steps,  faio'd 

griefos,  and  fears. 
As  others*  earst  betray  themselves  in  end : 
'*  All  judgements  then  from  errour^  maze  redeemed, 
Do  see  things  as  they  were,  not  as  they  semD'd.** 

Can  any  minde  conceive  their  great  disUeesc, 

Who  (whil*st  ambition  at  vidne  ends  doth  ayne) 

As  wit  rul'd  all,  or  that  all  went  by  guesse. 

So  for  their  course  i  fection  strong  to  Ihune^ 

Have  no  religioo,  any  do  professe, 

A  lump  of  wax,  a  show,  an  idle  name ; 

They  then  shall  finde  though  once  not  trusting  it. 

Slight  craft  but  folly,  stmide  goodnesse  wit. 

Some  (too  secure)  do  ballance  justice  light. 

And  some  with  dreames  (whil V  desp'rate)  meroies 

range, 
Butsuch  dissemblers  mounting  mischicfe%  height, 
Then  both  these  two  bred  blaspbemie  more  strange : 
They  mock  God^s  wisedome,  provideooe,  and  might. 
As  who  not  knows,  not  cares,  or  may  not  venge : 
Christ  of  the  worst  the  worst  sort  to  define. 
Their  portion  did  with  h3rpocrites  assigne. 

As  colours  (when  conmerd)  best  knowne  appears^ 
The  troth  of  all  exactly  to  disckise, 
So  some  may  make  ^when  they  are  matdied  hen) 
On  more  aure  grounds  the  jndgeosent  te  rspose  ? 
We  see  God  doth  (that  things  may  be  OMideeleere) 
To  persons  persons,  sinae  to  ainne  oppose,     [gree, 

I  That  crimes  foand  monstrous  though  of  I 
May  make  the  nsora  abhwsinahle  he. 
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Hat  qoeeM  wImm  mom  Hestw't  -ngittat  ikill 

What  king  tboy  Imd  the  HebrawB  K>  to  teaoi^ 
Who  came  ham  fiure  (neglectiug  TiUgar  fearaa) 
A  moital'a  ngbt,  and  temporall  ends  to  reaebi 
And  as  most  happy  envy  did  tbdr  earei, 
Who  might  ei^y  the  tfeasurae  off  hia  speech. 
She  (whiHst  vit^a  wonden  did  her  auw' 
Banui'd  Uberall  fame  as  niggard  of  his  praise. 

She  may  that  day  be  parallelled  with  some. 
When  humanis'd  cor  Savioar  did  remaine, ' 
Who  ooe  (more  great  theo  SolomoD)  at  home, 
Not  sought,  not  heard,  hut  did  when  found  disdaine: 
What  monstnuia  madnesse  did  their  minds  ore- 

come. 
Who  had,  like  swine,  such  pearles  eapos*d  in  vaine  ? 
An  Ethnieke  thna  any  damne  the  Hebrews  then, 
A  stmogematiTas,  and  a  woqian  men. 

Wo  to  Bethsaida,  and  Ooraain  burst. 
Whom  Tyras  straight,  and  Sdon  may  appall ; 
Tbey*(had  they  seene  thy  sights  no  more  accurst) 
In  dust  with  sackcloth  had  lamented  all ; 
And  Ckpemanm,  who  mock  mercy  dunt. 
Though  high  as  Heaven,  low  downs  to  Hdl  shall  fisll : 
That  which  thou  saw*st  had  filthy  Sodom  sec 
It  long  a  city  crown'd  with  bayes  had  beene. 

That  statcily  lowne  whence  fame  at  first  did  sound, 
Whose  greatnesse  once  all  nations  did  admire. 
When  her  the  Lord  had  threatned  to  confimnd. 
Straight  prostrated  to  pacifie  his  ire. 
All  (wrapt  in  sackcloth)  grovelings  on  the  ground. 
Who  humbled  soone  a  pardon  did  acquire. 
She  may  oondemne  a  number  of  this  age, 
Who,  when  rebukM  for  simie,  not  grieve  hnt  rage. 

Those  who  of  old  without  the  law  did  live. 
And  rto  themselves  a  law)  loV*d  good,  loath'd  ill ; 
May  for  more  blisse,  at  least  lesse  torment  strive^ 
With  those  who  had  it;  yet  contemn'd  it  still : 
For  them  fraile  glory,  or  plaine  good,  did  drrvcj 
Where  these  a  hopM  reward,  paine  fear*d,  knowne 

will: 
Then  muse  some  of  the  Gentile's  deeds  burst  forth. 
Till  Christians  blush  who  come  behinde  in  worth. 

Though  God,  nor  what  he  crav'd  was  then  not 

knowne. 
Yet  of  religion  a  degener^d  seed. 
Industrious  Nature  in  each  heart  had  aowen, 
Whichfruits  (though  wilde)  did  in  abundance  breed. 
And  their  great  zeaJe  which  was  to  idols  sbowen, 
Shall  damne  their  coldnesse  who  the  scriptures 
rr.^       Tefde: 

They  left,  did  stray,  who  call'd  were,  truth  neglect. 
These  foolish  aije,  they  wicked  in  effect 

I^sni'd  Athen*8  glory,  wisedome-lovers  light, 
M  utter  things  whteh  angels  tongues  might  deck. 
Though  sure  to  scape  God's  scourge,  each  creatnre^ 

Yet.  he  would  vice  (laath*d  for  it  aelfo)  rcgeet. 
And  as  hn  dssmon  did  direct  him  right ; 
1^  when  aeoas*d,  a  martyr  in  clfect, 
life's  race  well  ninne»  glad  innoCMil  to  dye, 
Did  (idols  damned)  all  Gods  (aava  om)  deoy« 


His  sdwiar  neat  for  vwtaa's  tniMra  kfv^d. 
By  all  the  world  diriae  was  jasdy  calt'd: 
Wbirst  noogbt  by  faith,  by  nature  too  muchflwr^ 
The  third  (his  master  who  all  Asia  thraU'd) 
Who  thoogfat  of  God,  much  aaid,  but  little  prov^. 
For  all  his  knowledge,  said  as  quite  appall'd, 
lyitb  paine  he  ranne,  with  doubt  did  end  hia  mce. 
Then  did  the  thing  off  things  entseat  for  grace. 

By  speculation  of  a  pregnant  minde. 
With  Nature  wrestling,  though  by  her  oro^hrowne^ 
Those  did  of  force  by  dumbe  perswasions  finde 
A  power  si^NPeame,  by  speaking  works  oft  showoa; 
Whom  they  (though  thus  in  time  and  state  home 

blinde) 
Did  seek  not  call'd,  did  revereooa  though  not  knowoe: 
Not  seeking  Heaven,  the  way  to  it  they  trao'd, 
And(foithlesse  tnistmg)  whatn^rewrh'd,  embsaoU 

May  not  such  |n€ii  damne  many  thousands  now/ 
Who  foil  confounded  hi  so  great  a  light }  , 
Though  leam*d  in  all  which  reason  doth  alknr. 
They  have  God*s  will,  Heaven's  way,  dhrected  rights 
Yet  wane  then  these  that.to  base  idols  bow. 
What  grip*t  not  feele,  not  see  what  is  in  sight. 
But  atheisU  viJe  abbomhiable  die. 
Whose  hearts,  whose  deeds  the  Deity  ^o  deny. 

These  eserements  of  th*  Earth,  the  Heaven's  refuse. 
Of  mankinde  monsters,  Nature's  utter  staine. 
Who  do  religion  as  a  garment  use^' 
And  thmk  Jbotb  Heaven  and  Hell  names  which  some 

faine, 
O  when  they  finde  (who  now  of  thit  doth  muse  ?) 
A  court,  a  iudge,  a  devill,  a  place  of  paine  ; 
Sincte  neither  foith,  nor  arguments  could  move. 
The  demonstration  terrible  shall  prove. 

The  soules  of  such  impiety  more  spoils, 
Then  following  idols  Laban  who  did  stray ; 
Then  fugitives  trho  (fled  from  sundry  soils) 
Their  gods  as  goods  did  beare  with  them  away ; 
Then  that  sackt.towoe  whose  foe  (to  mock  their 

foils) 
Said,  "  Let  thMr  angry  gods  with  them  still  stoy :" 
Such  superstitions,  atheists  are  prophane. 
They  grant  no  God,  and  these  too  many  foine. 


The  idol's  prelati  who  long  earnest  stood, 

Bath'd  th'  earth  with  teares,  did  th'  ahe  wkh  sighs 


And  call'd  on  Baal  all  deform'd  with  blood, 
As  like  their  idols  having  lost  all  sense: 
They  may  upbraid  a  troupe  of  Letie's  brood. 
Who  (wanting  zeale)  with  ought  but  paines  dis- 
pense: 
Then  whil'st  (though  vow'd  to  Heaven^^they  Earth 

embrace: 
But  for  meere  forme  do  coldly  use  their  place. 

You  who  of  God  the  will  reveal'd  negleel, 
And  do  hislaw  not  labour  to  fulfill, 
Bfark  how  the  Ethnicks  idols  did  affect. 
In  dangerous  times  depending  on  their  will. 
And  did  of  them  the  aaswen  much  respect. 
Though  senigmatick,  and  ambiguous  Still. 
In  th*  end  whose  fraud,  or  Ignorance  appenr'd, 
Whfieh4av»  th'  eventa no  oovngnlnry  olearU    ' 
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STIRUNO-S  POEMS. 


What  trust  inmmtn  had  that  boni'd  dcvUlprocvir^ 
WhoM  oracle  (reaown'd  thvoagh  many  lands) 
Bf  labour  huge,  paioe,  heat,  and  thint  eiidar*d» 
Made  many  haunt  his  solitary  sands, 
And  ere  his  barme  by  him  could  be  procured. 
Did  quite  confound  Ounbysea  and  his  bands ; 
Whom  be  ador>d  who  that  king%  kingdome  reft, 
Whom  Gito  scom*d,  and  unconsulted  left. 

Who  bath  not  beard  by  fame  strange  tales  oft  told, 
Of  him  to  whom  at  Belpbos  troups  did  throng, 
Who  finely  could  nquivocate  of  old, 
Abhomination  of  all  nations  long, 
Whom  to  accuse  the  Lydian  king  was  bold 
As  ftilae,  ingrate,  and  havhsg  done  bim  wrong : 
Though  he  them  all  deeeiv'd  who  him  ador'd, 
Tet  was  his  temple  with  ridh  treasures  s^or'd. 

Tosiliooth  those  mindes  whicb  were  of  tight  depriv'd. 
Them  through  all  parts  who  (still  tiiumpbtng)  went, 
(Wiul*st  Hell's  black  hosta  to  guard  their  altars 
strit'd)  [and  rent. 

Storms,  thunders,  earth«quakes,  swallow'd,  brais'd 
And  ^em  (as  theirs)  to  Stygian  darknesse  driv'd, 
'Who  good  design'd,  but  of  an  ill  intent: 
*'  Thus  sacriledge  is'plagu*d  as  wors^  of  erils, 
Let  none  rob  churches,  though  they  be  the  DeviTs." 

Not  onely  these  two  celebrated  be,  [gave, 

To  whom  strange  shapes,  and  names,  as  soils,  they 
But  from  a  number  what  Heaven  did  decree, 
The  simple  people  credulous  did  crave : 
Who  did  not  trust  the  Dodooaan  tree, 
'And  how  that  Apis  fbod  did  take,  or  leave  ? 
Though  ^Intee's  name  no  oracle  would  chuse, 
THI  at  Christ's  birth  all  fiiil'd,  he  all  did  use. 

The  famous  Sibylls  (admirable,  thought) 

By  times  and  places  which  distinguished  were, 

Of  which  one's  books  twice  scom'd,  thrice  vala'd, 

Rome  strictly  kept  with  a  religious  care,  [bought. 

From  which  her  fiites  she  long  with  revefpnee  sought. 

As  all  ciiaractred  mystically  there.  . 

The  great  regard  which  to  their  bodes  was  borne. 

May  justly  diuone  them  who  the  Scriptures  aoorue. 

* 

These  sonnes  of  Rechab  who  did  wine  contemue. 
So  to  obey  their  earthly  father  still. 
If  that  obedience  (eminent  in  them) 
Check'd  who  despisM  their  sprituall  parent's  will ; 
May  not  they  once  the  stubbomnesu  ooodemne. 
Of  careleSse  Christians  prone  to  nought  save  ill } 
•Who  not  like  them  fraile  pleasures  do  forbeare. 
But  even  Christ's  esaie  yoke  do  irke  to  beare  ? 

They  who  did  trust  all  that  which  was  divin'd. 
By  raving' augures  drunk  with  sacred  boules. 
Each  circumstauce  commenting  to  their  minde. 
Of  eatings,  entrails,  cryes,  and  flights  of  fowls : 
^eclipses,  thundrings,  meteors  of  each  kinde, 
As  sure  presages  thought,  poore  simple  soules. 
Their  testimony  may  a  number  grieve. 
Who  what  great  prophets  told  would  not  beleeve. 

Some  Gentiles  once  whose  knowledge  was  not  oleare, 

Who  to  religion  blindly  did  aspire^  [daare. 

By  treasures,  toils,  and  what  they  thought  most 

Of  idols  sought  to  pacific  the  ire :      ' 

And  lesse  then  naturall,  heavenly  to  appeare. 

Did  offer  up  their  children  in  the  fire : 

Thus  as  we  should  (though  in  the  ground  they  err'd) 

What  they  thought  God  to  all  things  tb^  prefwrr'd. 


For  Phrigian  warre  the  QraeiaB  gcMiall  i 

By  windes  adverse  whil'st  sUy'd  on  AttKs*  eo^ 

(As  his  advice  the  rigorous  augur  tat) 

To  azpiate  his  erime,  and  free  the  iKiat* 

He  (m  a  sacrifice)  before  he  went. 

To  get  a  whore  his  virgin-daughter  lost. 

And  did  (in  show)  as  much  to  scape  a  mocobc^ 

As  Abraham  a;y]n'd  or  Iptbee  did  pcsforase. 

No  man  can  think,  and  not  for  horrour  start. 
What  sacrifice  some  barbarous  Indians  nsVl, 
Whil'st  oft  of  men  bdw'd  back  on  stones  by  art, 
(A  meanes  to  bend  the  brtest,  and  belly  chus'a) 
The  smoking  entrails,  and  the  psinting  heart. 
They  in  their  zeale  most  t»rt>arousIy  abii8*d. 
Whose  ugly  priest  his  lord  r^mbM  ri^bt. 
In  colour,  forme,  and  minde,  a  moostrooa  si^bt. 

Religkm'p  reverence  when  in  ionles  infoM, 
(Though  with  false  grounds)  doth  abaolotaly  sway, 
Rome's' second  king  for  this  a  nymphe'k  name  os'd. 
And  Africk's  viptor  oft  akme  did  stay ; 
Long  with  his  hind  Sertorius  tronps.abaa'd. 
And  Mahomet  his  Dove  did  trust  betray  z 
Where  shows  prepost'rous  did  prevaile  ao  ntocb. 
What  would  the  truth  reveal'd  have  done  with  auch  ?    ; 

That  for  his  glory  which  God  did  direct. 
Who  do  deny,  abstract,  or  who  impairea,  i 

And  his  adopted  day  (propbane)  neglect,     [theirs,    ! 
Who  made  all  dayes,  wrought  six,  and  sniBberf 
Then  unto  them  be  justly  may  Object,  i 

How  Gentiles  kxig  with  tuperstitioos  earea 
Their  idob'  feasu  solemnly  did  observe. 
And  though  in  formei  'not  in  intent  did  i 


What  thousands  did  to  love-s  OlynfMCka  ihraag. 
Which  (kept  preciseIy)time*sgreatcoant dad  found; 
The  Pythian  spoiis  their  patrdo  praised  aa  atroi^. 
Who  the  great  serpent,  did  a  lesse  coofooiHl : 
Old  Saturn  (Sathan)  he  was  honoured  loog^ 
\iniere  slaves  like  korcU,  bgth  did  like  beasts  abound ; 
His  feast  was  grac'd  by  routuall  gifts  an^  Raines, 
Who  had  two  foces,  and  so.  many  names. 

The  Isthmian  playes  whicb  Theseus  first  be^an. 

To  honour  Neptune  numbers  did  affi>rd; 

In  naked  troups  the  Lnpercalianes  raone 

With  leathern  thongs  for  beating  others  stored ; 

-With  mysteries  which  commons  could  not  scaone, 

(For  Dip  a  dowry)  Ceres  was  ador'd. 

And  Rome's  good  goddesse,  author  of  much  ill. 

Though  Clodius  was  disclosed,  did  doake  aocb  stiQ. 

With  old  Silenos  staggering  in  a  trance. 
For  Thebes  great  drunkard  fieasts  they  did  dl^fee, 
Whil'st  first  a  victor,  then  a  god' by  chance. 
His  fierie  breeding  never  quench'd  could  be  | 
Troups  of  all  sorts  traospcKted  in  a  danca. 
At  his  strange  orgies  howling  went  to  see. 
With  ivie  darts  of  women  madding  still. 
One  her  uwq  sonne,  a  band  did  Clio's  kill. 

You  who  with'Slack  desires  not  hot^  nor  cold. 
Each  sacied  thought  when  scarce  coaoeiv'd  do  kill, 
Mark  them  who  were  to  their  owne  fanetes  sold. 
How  that  their  zeala  (though  blinde)  was  fierveot 
Whose  altars,  feasts,  and-orades  of  old,        [sttU  : 
They  reverenc'd  more  then  you  tbe  great  Ood^  will. 
Their  augurs  they  observed  with  much  reqpect. 
You  promts  and  -evangelists  neglect* 
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Tlti       .  _-  .     .-:.  ....,:,..  uiaU-h'd  canbe, 

iker^^  wUI  not  KOTern'd  tn^ 
•snit  vihttv  I  reverence  ow 
vn  "MMii  I  ^Twvc,  und  even  slrauge  ihuugiils«m- 

bwMCtt 
Tb«l  gucti  gi^od  nAtUTe»  ibould  lja«  bad  nu  grace. 

^^Bll  ^htvr  took  did  t4>  Gixl't  flock  restore, 
^^^Br«lict»  made  to  but  Id  their  church,  find  towne, 
^^■kt  fvttdnng  thfii?.  ap(l  aiding  ihi'm  iritb  mor^, 
IWtlii^iii  two  t/ruthcr^  (sinving  for  ihe  crownej 
Witb  mufiiBlJ  (tiiiti  kept  kiodfi^tAe  as  btfijre, 
Yii»,  he  who  raign'd,  the  alher  #^ac  t,  and  nib*d  ^ 
rmrs  «»iOple,  never  raalcliM,  oft  praised. 

flrhrti  nne  oacu'd  a  mesjingH  from  ibe  lord, 
*ird  ERlon  ro«,  fall  pride  niippreMt) 
M^  {A%  he  drraiuM)  with  fiaercd  robes*  deenr^d, 
Wh^^ii  Gfveks'  f  rcit  mo4]2n:h  saw  tKc  lews*  pwal 

IVeir  Odd  (ere  knoiriK!)  vitb  rHerence  be  ailor^df 
Aad  (as  tliey  erat'd)  did  leave  ibt*ir  real  me  Ici 

rMis 
fc*  ktngt  irtio  God  and  his  did  thm  respeet. 
May  daJiuM^  who  God  do  kngw,  yet  bim  tiegJeet* 

Wlia  parent*'  honour  morp  thnu  Ot'ntiles  ?«iigbt  ? 
^li  SfiarU*P  ycmith  tn  r^TerPfn/i^  iK*  nnciL-oU  iisM; 
ThatKjh  r  be  brought^ 

t^«f»i'.  .1, 

■J*^--  '  ^n..,  -.  .  ^, ..  ^--i-ht, 

'  mothrf**  roacfi  'ias*d; 

I*  proroi.H'rV)  m»t  I- -  ii^, 

TUf  m  ttke  ttoiple  (»ell  eaiploy'dj  did  dyt. 

Mofw  (rf^tbf'ir  chiMrcn  Romans  did  exit?^ 
Tbcn  0«ci  rnm^nivrHK  "^f  nsturf  doth  admJtt 

r  ]  ,|  distraa, 

iDeut  Gjt  i 


f^  Lrc'dttory^d, 
c  tiC  W«2«,  b«^t  6^y  litiUieile  was  putg'd. 

Titmi  viloitnis  youth  who  ttrict  command  reeei^dt 

iBii  ^IhtT  abM^ut  t  far  no  Ught  to  pf^Me^ 
It  cTwrise  flatter d,  and  by  kW  '  >  >rav*d, 

mt  for  a  battall  did  bimscliV   ■ 

»vftt  rtlim*'d»  would  uq  **!>  ...it.,  i.^^m  &ay*d, 
iVKY  l>i«  wili,  warrc's  rigtit,  be  durat  trans- 

'  iBtk  ai*  a  f  icior,  Mid  a  rrbftU  made, 
Ctui'd  Orst  to  eruwnCp  »nd  tbi:n  strike  off  bis  head. 

1^«t/wtiil*ft  admired)  Fonw-»i  liberties  firtt  lampe^ 
A^  itSrirf  tiAttin*  farre, 

Ti  iti  ilje  ciiajpe, 

I-  "'  "  ^rn*, 

IV 

r  J 

ijT  m  tlivir  iLMiurse  Niucurej 
,  L^Ui^ri  ttfO  s«*erep** 


Though  tills  ilric^l  L'ouFse  which  pureiil^  thus  did 

rake, 
To  grace  their  chHrj^c,  did  but  fmrn  rigour  f|i>w, 
All  (though  they  may  not  sporle,  what  God  ditli 

make) 
May  buldiy  us«  whnt  they  w>  tuurh  doe  oire; 
Some  Elhmekc^'  cbiblrpup  it  T*e  doe  kioke  backe» 
8>*  piety  did  adniiralik  itrow : 
*^  And  oni'ly  thrn  wIkh  jnPt  iffi-^tinm  ?hinc, 
By  licitig  natwran,  men  dot:  prore  divioe/' 

Rude  CoralaiNtiJS^  <|h%h  diiSclarAe  conceived) 
B'poug'd  by  a  piirt  of  Hom^,  revrng'd  %m  all, 
When  left  by  frit^nds*  by  fcws  with  J*iy  rt'ceiv'd. 
He  inadtj  tbi-m  f]Uaku  *bo  did  the  wuHd  vppalll 
Awl  wlum  mt  hoi?e  was  how  they  mighl  be  iav'd, 
*'  (Loe^  nfiuabt  ^I'e  kindenessc  can  make  coorag* 

thrall  r 
Hi*  mother'i  icarc*  to  mcH  bb  rigouj-  aerT^d. 
Who  loit  himfcire  that  Ida  aiigbt  be  pi^4enr*d« 

The  weaker  seite,  to  piety  more  pRine, 

By  rare  example,  oft  bate  bc<*ne  renowned. 

When  mnny  mnrthem  were  bewnilM  by  non*-, 

An  iate'f^  whole  men  in  btoud  by  wotnpn  dftnni'd, 

The  a^ed  Thoais  ('jtolne  out  fr^m  his  tbron*") 

His  daiif^httr  i4ii?'d,  though  next  him  to  be  crownTd* 

Whose  lotii  (thongh  milde)  one  cruell  did  ac- 

Who  klU'd  ber  chfldrCT,  where  she  saT'd  lier  str& 

* 

^Ticre  all  *ere  ill,  ttat  lady  ofiely  good. 
Who  though  she  had  (of  worth  *bi*t  wnuderv  rife?) 
1[»ce^uoii«  parents,  brothem  Btatfi*d  with  bltitid, 
Time,  static  sext?,  race,  opiKJs'd*  with  al!  at  stnfet 
Btiode  father  led^  grieir*d  mother's  domlbrt  stood, 
Her  brothers'  fui\erals  urif*d  with  centred  life  i 
lo  Thebes  she  altars  more  deterv*d  to  htTC, 
Then  one  to  wine,  tA>  lust  another  ilnt«* 

Tb«  Heaven's  freat  micmar^h  with  inch  fkrotir  fnuo'd 

Hia  law  to  nature,  nature  to  hi«  Jaw, 

That  even  in  parti  T«bere  he  wai^  new«r  nam'di 

At  leait  bis  precepts,  where  t hi  -jWi 

To  brapye  of  gwd,  of  evljl  ti.  ;  i, 

A  born*^  in^t....*    .1.  ..ik  i^  end*  i ,-    .,  t.-l  draw  J 

As  mi}  statutes  did  r^a^traine^ 

Soai«  li  ' i id  great  glory  gaine^ 

Thoie  two  brtve  pHooM  flnl  for  worth  and  pJa^c, 
The  glory  of  the  Oreeke  and  Persian  ■laUi, 
And  of  Bome'i  bre»od,  the  best  for  warre,  or  peac«^ 
Who(Oitftliasre  etrnqiieriD^)  stahlish^d  doting  fate*. 
Tho«e  three  (at  fortmie^B  height,  whotn  youth  did 

grraeej 
Had  captire^  nohle^  gallant,  feyre,  jrrfal  baitiS  i 
Yet  them  not  wpoi»g*d,  though  won,  ftud  from  thcLf 

But  &3v*d  their  bociour,  and  asswag'd  their  woea. 

That  bonier  itout,  the  fbrc'd  Amaion's  maa^ 
Thouj;h  tempted  oft  by  mo^t  liidawfoU  luit, 
Jic  not  by  thrt-atnlii!£S»  nui  alloreinni&j  wonne^ 

Liv*d  ggdles^^"   ....  n.,    -*k.  , 1  .,,  wat,  juft» 

Yet  one  ^bui  itmne, 

Toworktlit>  irr^iiruit^ 

Td!  him  fit'retr  but>?s  tmii^  ni,»t  tainted  ttitl^ 
A  Euartyr'i  unaif «  fi>r  nvt  duin^  i£k 
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Wbo  did  hts  father  kill,  and  mother  wed, 

V(n  ftill  (tiKmghts  pn»p)  oofc  gwHy ,  but  dMd^Mi 

¥ot,  wihen  he  knew  wiiere  erKmr<  had  him  led* 

(Hit  eyeg  puU'd^out,  no  comfort  more  reoaiT'dy) 

A  greater  griefe  repeotaoce  never  bred : 

As  ldB|pi  firttm  law,  free  (aa  uDknowDe)fi«m  ihaliM^ 

Yet  (his  owne  iudge)  be  no  excuse  would  firamt. 

lluft  powerfoU  speaker,  who  did  Us  leave^ 
And  80oni*d  to  buy  remorse  at  such  a  rate. 
Last  may  to  plead  against  those  CbristiaoB  crave» 
Sold  to  their  owne,  and  others*  lusts  of  late. 
In  Shane's  exchange,  who  filthy  traffiqne  have, 
(Save  what  she  gave,  they  sell)  vile  Sodome's  w»t»i 
Bot  those  are  worse,  by  an  imposed  price. 
Who  farme  God's  statutes,  and  doe  value  vice. 

As  onely  iewell  which  doth  it  array, 
Shame*s  ertmsbn  ensignes,  beautie's  credit  sav« ; 
The  vestall  virgins  who  from  Hme  did  stray, 
(Straight  buried  quicke)  to  thousands  terrour  gave; 
These  who  still  pure,  in  tbeir<firit  jtate  did  stay. 
Were  carried,  crown'd»  in  trinmpb  to  the  grave : 
Then  valoun  shamefaatBessr  more  praise  deserves, 
TbMd^Ui ^me others,  thitf  m  seife  pceservesb 

That  second  sexe»  if  as  the  fijcst,  as  ftee, 

To.  burst  out  all  which  bashfull  thoughts  restrain^ 

For  continency  in  a  high  degree, 

The.  Gentiles!  scronles  a  number  would  containe;  . 

Bot  wgmen  all  in  this  unhappy  be,  [gaine, 

Nnoe  knowes,  save  one,  what  praise  they  sometime 

Who,  with  his  vice,  their' vertue  keepes  unknowne^ 

And  onely  they  get  feme  when  quite  orethrowne. 

If  scaping  'ftrquia,.  Lneieoe  quite  obscure, 
Whald  tever  ooiioeal^d  the  foole  attempt  for  shanse, 
Andy  loth /mare  hafmc  or  seandall  to  procore. 
Had  haA^if  ofaaie)i«r  obaetity  no  fame, 
Bat  when  deflonr'd  to  prove  her  selie  stiirpare. 
So  to  prevent  an  ignominious  name  : 
*  Steele  onely  help'di  shame  gave  the  wound  indeed* 
The  modest  matron  did  but  hkish,  not  ble?d. 

What  women  have  their  mates  more  dearely  1ov*d, 
Then  she  whose  death  redeem'd  Admetus'  life? 
Then  she*  whose  part  the  bomihg  embers  ptuv'd.; 
Then  pale  Pttnlina,  in  a  generous  strife  ? 
Then  she  (high  courage  by  affection  mov'd) 
Who  said,  (when  having  try'd  the  fatall  knife) 
**  Have,  have,  deare  Patos,  this  gives  me  no  pame, 
B^Hrhiefi thottWDamHsttiiiyflelfe,  then  am  I  slahie  ?* 

What  course  for  cbMtaesse  can  more  glory  claime^ 
Then  thraU'd  Virginia's,  virgin  stiU  to  stand* 
€H\heaour's  alUr,.  offred  up  to  fame. 
Forced  for  affection,  by  the  father's  handf 
Who  chn»'d  no  childs  to  bave^  ero^ne  with4lMUne^ 
is  couragie^.ragQ^  and  vertue  did  command : 
Syre,  lover,  luster,  childe,  whose  part  waa«hie(e, 
ForkiadeofBiM^madiMM^high  disdaine,  and  griefe? 

The  Gentiles'  mindes  with  lofty  fancies  great, 
Thongh'vioMnt,'  and  siihieet  oft  to  change, 
They  did  enbroaoh'by  strength  on  every  statoi 
WhiM  ba^t  fm  coBfuest,  glory,  or  revenge. 
Yet  loafth'dtlwy^inas,  which  grew  by  base  deceit. 
With  SpaitaB*  oMy  stealhig  was  not  stWmge : 
But,  tkoMgfa  tooebarpe  their  ymfthfore-bokM  a 


All  when  surpris*^  were  panieb<d  ififh-diigmeeb 


Of  simieeditctaig'd,  tliott^  (Ml  tile  Im^wofkA 

seeme, 
Not  agaoMt  God,  but  mei^  scarce  that  bdeed* 
Not  llffe,  nor  hoBonr,  what  the)r  may  rede«fl>e. 
Perchance  superfluous,  and  another's  neeA, 
Yet  then  tl>  kill,  scdme  piirents,  InSt,  UaayJkeBie, 
This  both  ibore danger  and  disgrace detit  breed: 
Alt,  earthly  drcMve  the  greatest  care  impattls! 
Theeves,  but  men's  goods,  their -goo^  dee  steaie 

their  hdlartsk 

Some  Elheickes  were  so  fiswe  from  it4ibins  ongk^ 
'  Or  coveting  what  was  another's  right. 
That  what  they  had  by  biith,  by  gifl,  or  boi^it» 
TIm^  spar'd  to  spend  for  pleesure  aa  tb^  nuglifc. 
But  (whil'st  their  lives  were  veitue's    mirms 

thought) 
They  by  rare  temperaoee  reach'd  petfeotioaabeig^ 
Whiret  bodie's  needs^Dsiade'fttreasuvesthey  persu'd. 
They  fint  tbemaelvea,  and  then  the  woHd  aobdeU 

That  famous  Tbaies»  one  of  seven*  theu^  wia^ 
The  golden  badge  who  each  toother  gm^ 
When  some  him  soom'd,  who  riches  did  4' 
As  what  hinqelfe  not  able  was  to  have^ 
His  pregnant  sprite  new  traffique  did  dsfi 
Whicb(whea  earich'd)  be  sferaigtaft,  aa  kmtik'd,  did 

leave: 
To  show  good  wits,  might  such  things  quieUy  gsine. 
But  siKNild  tbeir  strength  for  greater  Ummim 

straine. 

That  city  sack't,  whereas  his  wealth  was  thonsbt. 
Then  Croesus,  or  then  Crassus  richer  he. 
Who  said,  when  ask'd  if  he  were  rob'd  of  ougbt« 
By  one  who  purpos'd  it  restored  should  be. 
Of  fortunes  some,  of  m'mde,  he  could  rob  noiisbt. 
My  treasure  where  I  goe  is  still  with  me : 
Such  goods  indeed  divine  should  wit  bewitch. 
Which  (th*  owners  not  more  poore)  make  othen 
rich. 

Tlie  world's  great  conqueronr,  conquer'd  did  re- 
By  him  who  was  within  his  tub  retir'd,       [tnaine» 
Since  holding  nought  of  him,  as  in  disdaine. 
To  let  the  Snnne  shine  free,  who  him  requir'd ; 
Whil'st  those  about  scarce  could  tbeir  wrath  re* 

straine, 
Tht  kmg  cr3r'd  out,  as  who  has  coarse  admii'd : 
*<  If  Alexander  not,  this  so  moves  me. 
That  I,  no  doubt,  Diogenes  would  be." 

Thisshow*d  the  greatnesse  of  that  raonerch^nmide; 

They  most  be  all  philosophers  or  kings. 

Who  would  the  worid  to  serve  their  humour  binder 

So  to  oontemne,  or  to  command  all  things; 

As  few  the  one,  all  may  the  other  find^. 

And  whit  first  had  the  most  contentment  brings : 

Great  conquests  trouble,where  contempt  may  pleasi^ 

Hie  one  yeeMs  glory,  and  the  othet  ease. 

Who  Greece  did  grace,  the  1>est  man  whom  die  bred. 
To  worke  his  friend's  content,  his  enemie'sbarmes* 
Who  made  the  Thebans  of  their  neigbboors  dtead. 
By  active  studies,  philoBOphicke  armes. 
Who  left  for  chitdrab,  conquer  where  be  led. 
And  djr'd  victorious,  compasit  with  alarmea : 
He  w«ls  though  still  in  chkrge,  and  honoured  1 
(As  poore)  when  dead  entombM  at  1 
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0  Natmcr  i  gloiyy  Vortmd'f  phcniXy  sCsy ! 

1  must  admire  that  which  I  tddome  iee. 
Though  (when  once jnusi'd)  thf  Tcctae  mtgfat  vmM 

way. 
How  coold'st  tboa,  poore,  fgnm  gk«it,  greit,  not 

rich  be? 
Heaven  to  the  world  this  wonder  would  bewny, 
That  poverty  and  gretAnette  might  agree :     . 
But  though  thy  worth,  the.  time,  the  sUte  oooqpir'd» 
So  poore  a  magisbate  might  be  admir'd. 

la  trust  with  money,  Cato's  care  was  such. 

That  he  himselfe,  not  onely  did  no  wrong, 

Bui  in  his  shadow  would  let  no  man  touch. 

What  any  way  did  to  the  state  belong; 

This  man's  integrity  renownM  so  much. 

Then  Caesar  (as  more  just)  esteem'd  more  stroog ; 

It  many  thoosands  may  one  day  accuse. 

Who  (questors)  did  their  charge  corruptly  use. 

Kome*s  ancient  cofisahi  from  the  plough  retir*d, ' 
To  fight  great  kitigs,  and  conquer  forrame  states, 
In  food  and  garments  mesne,  for  minde  admir'd, 
Did  seome  gotd  -ofted,  loath  corruption's  baits, 
Where  sbme  (ttougb  knowing  Ood)  tti  wealth  as- 
pired. 
By  treason,' usury,  and  all  deceits: 
If  the  first  Cato  doth  in  Hell  remaine. 
He  may  be  censor  to  appoint  their  paine. 

Bloud  was  so  pdlous  in  each  Ethnicke's  sight. 
That  who  did  kill  (as  idhumane)  none  lor'd, . 
Save  whenjusl  warre,  or  law,  whil'st  ballanc'd  right^ 
Did  kindle  courage,  or  the  judgement  moT*d; 
The  wise  Periclea,.though  long  great,  be  might 
As  foe,  or  judge,  have  fierce  or  rigorous  prov'd. 
He  bragg'd,  when  dying,  that  in  Athen's  towne. 
None,  by  his  meanes,  had  worQe  a  mourning  gowne. 


Farre  fh>m  tasUpleasing  ebannes  which  harme  as 

most, 
(So  as  more  simple,  I  doe  thinke  lesae  bad) 

They  who  of  soales  did  transmigrations  trust. 
All  cruelty  in  such  a  horrour  had. 
That  they  would  neither  kill  for  sport,  nor  Inst, 
What  moov'd,  or  fell,  for  oueht  which  suffred,  sad: 
These  who  aBliori*dby  death,  to  nurse  their  life, 
With  lewes  who  grudg'd'fdi' flesh,  may  stand  in 
strife. 

Mildc  lenity  in  Sicile^s  tyrant  shin'd. 

When  one  (though  damn'd  to  dye}en]aii(M'a8pac^ 

If  qot  returning  at  the  time  assigned. 

Did  binde  a  friend,  his  danger  to  embrace, 

^od  when  come  backe,  with  a  most  generous 

minde, 
^  did  redeeme  his  pledge,  and  urg'd  his  place : 
JMt  man  (though  m^rcilesse)  a  pardon  gave, 
And  with  such  two,  to  be  a  third  did  crave. 

^^that  each  man's  griefe  had  beene  his  ownie, 
vnrt  death  to  rigne,  scarce  Titus  could  endure ; 
The  like  by  Nero  (but  in  showe)  was  showne, 
Awtall  warrsmt  when  one  did  procure, 
Jao  wish'd  that  letters  he  had  never  knowne. 
That,  as  his  heart,  his  hand  might  have  heed 

"^  meekenesi*  thus  that  monster  did  erteeme, 
NonatoMis  MlMid,  btit  good  would  Weme^" 


'  They  who  inra^d  did  tyratanize  in  Rome, 
And  all  who  from  their  mindes  did  pitty  barre, 
With  that  black  band  in  judgement  Once  may  cbm^ 
Who  call'd  inqoisitors  tormentors  are, 
And  may  in  justice  plead  amilder  doome. 
Nor  these  in  eruelty  who  passe  them  txrte ; 
;  Since  then  strange  tortures  which  they  frame  of  lat^ 
INoneus'd  oh  th'l^arth,  nor  fam'd  in  Hell  morie  great. 

Of  Christians'  scandall,  infamie  of  men,       , 
Yon  sheepe  in  show,  but  ravenous  wolves  indeede, 
I  Whilst  vow*d  religious,  irreligious  then, 
•  Who  fisiyne  devotion  whilst  you  mischtefe  breede, 
^  And  doe  detest  the  persecntions  ten, 
'  Yet  by  one  endlesse  doe  them  all  exceede  ; 
Who  make  religion  as  an  art  of  evills,  . , 

A  privilege  for  men  to  tume  quite  devjlls ; 

Yon  who  (breath  weighed  as  winde,  and  bloo^  at 
Ambiguously  ssquivoeating  rave,  [dost) 

Who  vent  out  faith  to  trafficke  so  for  tmstr 
Close  on  an  oath,  with  warrant  doe  deceave. 
Then  you,  eairst  Gentiles,  Barbers  now  mora  just  jr 
If  lesse  religion,  yet  more  iaith  they  have ; 
Marke  what  of  theirs  may  once  upbraid  your  sbamcy 
Who  have  no  sence  of  sinne,  nor  care  of  fiune. 

To  thoae  of  Athens  ooee  a  coarse  propoe'd. 
Which  (as  he  told  who  ondy  heard  it  nam'd) 
Great  profit  might  afibrd,  hot  if  disctos'd. 
As  monstrous  was  as  any  coald  be  dream'd. 
They  (though  a  multitude)  all  well  dispos'd; 
Ere  farther  knownf  that  purpose  quite  disclahii*d  f 
What  thing  so  worthie  as  would  be  defrai'd. 
By  honour^  kMse  to  bitter  tongues  betraid  } 

That  stoot  Athenian  whom  great  Xenes  iod^ty 
'  Who  (twise  deluded)  had  his  death  designed, 
^  And  long  the  same  would  with  great  summes  have 
(His  memory  did  so  torment  his  mind)     [bought/ 
Yet  came  to  hini  though  warranted  by  nought 
Save  that  he  thought  a  generous  foe  to  find  ; 
Not  like  to  them  who  from  faith  given  have  swerv'd^ 
Who  trusted  hfan  (though  hated)  he  preservM. 

Those  two  whose  rigour  first  did  Rome  displease. 

Who  long  great  captaines,  last  great  tyrants  grew, . 

Whilst  bent  what  way  to  murther  with  most  eas^ 

By  papera  one,  by  signes  another  slew  j 

Of  those  one  once,  on  whom  foes  sought  to  seaze. 

Fled  to  his  rivall  danger  did  eschew  ;     . 

And  he,  though  cruell,  false,  and  his  chiefe  foe. 

Yet  would,  when  trusted,  not  take  vengeance  soe. 

Fabricius  did  his  enemy  advise. 
That  bis  phisitian  poyson  did  intend, 
And  with  great  soome  his  judgement  did  despite 
Who  had  foes  just,  a  traytour  to  his  friend ; 
And  this  to  doe  nought  else  did  him'  entise,     . 
But  that  no  crime  might' his  feproiscb  pretend  ; 
This  man  all  treason  did  abhorre  soe  much* 
That  even  8uq;>ition  could  his  fisme  not  toocht 

Rbme*s  second  founder,  who  Giaide*s  rage  did  stay. 
When  by  assault,  a  citty  bent  to  take, 
A  schoole-master  his  students  did  betray, 
Thei^  parents  soe  all  supplicants  to  make ; 
He  who  did  loath  to  vanquish  such  a  way,    [back. 
Him  naked  straight,  them  stor'd  with  nods,  sent 
That  they  his  stripes  with  interest  might  re^re. 
All  beating  hidi,  who  dfd  beate  them  before. 
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Wheb  Zamae't  ficsld  bad  cbaog'd  Italian  fates. 
Whilst  there  conferred  (not  fear'd  to  be  deceav'd) 
The  two  gr«at  leaden  of  the  rivall  states. 
Of  warre's  chiefe  cbicfes  the  Caithaginian  crav'd. 
He  plab't  hinaselfe  next  two  of  former  dates. 
Whilst,  though  not  uam'd,  bis  foe  more  praise  i«- 

ceav'd, 
To  whom  be  told,  if  not  ore-coni*d  by  thee, 
llien  I  had  thought  my  selfe  first  of  the  three. 

A  law  too  popular  bent  to  have  crost. 
Whilst  all  the  senate  was'cohjur'd  in  one, 
When  Marias  fail'd,  in  ^'hom  they  trusted  most, 
That  all  with  him  from  their  first  course  were  gone. 
Then  brave  Metellus  not  his  courage  lost. 
But  us'de  those  words,  not  yeelding  when  alone» 
"  A  pilot's  part  in  calmes  can  not  be  8pi*d, 
In  dangerous  times  true  worth  is  onely  tri'd.'* 

To  part  the  world  those  who  did  first  agree, 

Wken  in  bis  sbippe  for  nought  save  feasting  stor'd. 

One  offered  was  by  seising  upon  three; 

Of  all  their  empires  to  bee  onely  lord ; 

Bat  weighing  doty  in  a  high  degree. 

To  stray  froin  faith  that  infidell  abborr'd ; 

And  (though  thus  tempted)  from  bis  fsitb  not  fell ; 

In  this,  this  Pompey,  Caraar  did  excell. 

A  number  such  as  I  iiave  marked  here. 
Of  vertoe  zealous,  jealous  of  their  fame. 
Who  held. both  faith,  and  mntuall  duties  deers, 
Did  treason  loath,  and  all  what  firaude  did  frame, 
At  last  in  judgment  boldly  may  compeere, 
Thoae  who  more  knowledge  had  the  more  to  blame, 
What  men  did  cov*nant,  what  God  did  command, 
Both  humane,  dmofi,  who  brake  every  band. 

He  who  ehaag*d  nature's  oonne,  did  nations  daunt. 
Who  made  great  bostes  to  fiie,  the  Sunne  to  stay, 

,  He  even  to  those  wbdkn  parpos'^  to  supplant. 
Like  to  provoke  who  did  him  first  betray, 

s  Did  firmeiy  keepe  what  he  did  rashly  graunt: 
**  None  can  his  owQe,'by  others'  faults  defray: 
To  violate  an  oath  all  should  forbeare,    {sweare." 
And  thinke  (though  not  to  whom)  by  whom  they 

O  what  great  losse  did  Christians  once  receave ! 
By  Ladislaus,  nrg'd  to  be  peijur'd,  [crave, 

Whilst  Turkes  from  Christ  for  vengeance  due  did 
Snice  he  (by  him  (Srophan'd)  had  beene  ii^ur'd  ? 
Was  he  not  false  who  freed  one  to  deceave  ? 
But  though  his  pardon,  God's  was  not  procured  ; 
"  Those  who  with  strangers  upright  not  remaine, 
Do  both  themselves  and  their  religion  sUine." 

Tl)en  shall  the  maske  from  monsters  be  remoov'd. 

Who  keepe  whilst  cruell  piety  in  show. 

And  fslse  to  fri^ds,  to  princes  traitors  prov'd, 

The  bonds  of  nature  (vipers  vile)  orethrow. 

With  fire  in  darknesse  ominously  lov'd, 

Who  (Nero's  wish)  would  kill  all  with  one  blow ; 

Like  rebeils  bent  to  cloake  rebellion  still, 

Who  faining  God  to  serve,  his  servants  kill. 

That  which  can  reach  tp  Heaven,  and  God  embrace. 
The  toule's  chiefe  treasure  whilst  kept  free  fin>m 

staior. 
On  Earth  a  vertue,  and  in  Heajren  a  grace. 
Which  flow'd  from  God,  we  fixe  on  him  againe. 
Religion's  oracle,  tbe  ground  of  peace. 
Which  onely  serves  all  trust  to  enteitainej 
"  If  wanting  faith,  of  good  exhausted  then, 
Nona  can  converse  with  God,  nor  yet  with  men.'* 


That  pretiotts  pledge,  that  irataiitary  band. 
Both  heavenly,  earthly,  necessarily  ns'd. 
Which  can  the  key  of  hearts, of  ileavens  commxad, 
A  beauteous  virgin,  vile  when  once  abos'd. 
Who  pfofititiited  now  b  every  land. 
For  fnire  of  fraud,  when  offered,  is  rdus'd* 
Since  she  eorrnpted  serVd  to  snare  the  joat  ^ 
Wrong'd  confideqpe  more  hannes,  then  ooU  diatraat. 


Base  avarice,  matcht  with  ambition  blind. 
(Faith  forfeiting)  have  so  ennobled  art. 
That  in  this  age  the  differing  twp  might  find. 
Fit  cause  >for  each  of  them  to  act  his  part. 
He  who  stSll  laugh'd,  yet  nothing  did  aXkfw, 
He  who  still  weeping  at  each  thtng  repin'd  ; 
If  th'  one  scom'd  folly,  th' other  evills  would  waile. 
For  both  of  them  fitt  objects  would  not  £sile. 

Ah,  save  those  two  what  can  the  world  aft«6 ! 
One  would  still  sway,  the  other  sinke  the  mind. 
Yet  who  mockes  all  with  most  delight  is  stor'd. 
No  moment's  pleasure  can  the  other  find ; 
Who  laughes,  he  lives,  as  if  of  all  things  knd ; 
Who  weepes,  himseUe  a  slave  to  all  doth  fatnd ; 
"  But  follies  all  to  miseries  doe  tnme,    (aMMne." 
And  he  shall  hence  have  joy,  who  heere  doili 

These  Gentiles  thus  who  great  examples  gfave. 
And  though  not  godly,  given  to  vertoe  liv'd. 
Though  aym'd  at  oft,  could  not  the  centre  liave» 
Hays'd  all  their  sailes,  but  at  no  p<5rt  arriT*d, 
Their  deeds  damne  others,  but  themselves  not  save. 
For  their  owne  glory,  not  for  God's,  who  strivM  5 
And  (as  they  hop'd)  the  world  did  give  theoa  fame. 
But  since  not  sought,  they  can  no  further  claime. 

They  who  on  Earth  did  with  great  pleasure  passe. 
That  time  and  oouree  which  fiates  (they  tboogkt) 

decreed. 
And  when  death  did  dissolve  this  mortall  masse. 
Would  guesse,  or  else  dispute,  what  should  succeed, 
Whil%t  (as  first  shining)  breaking  last  like  ^lasse^ 
If  soules  irpmortall  were,  they  doubts  did  breed : 
Vet  by  their  fancies  freed  themselves  from  paines. 
To  waike  with  joy  along*st  th'  Elysian  plaioea 

.  What  cold  amazement  then  their  mindes  coofbanda^ 
Whirst  from  his  tombe  each  one  astonish'd  6tart5, 
And  heares  strange  trumpets  (thondring  fiirtli  dread 
Cite  naked  bodies,  yea  with  naked  hearts,  [so«iiid«> 
The  flying  Serjeants  circling  flaming  roun&y 
So  to  assemble  people  from  all  parts  9 
At  that  tribunal]  which  with  terroor  shines^ 
To  give  acoount'pf  all  their  soule's  designea. 

Yet  when  they  heare  who  liv'd  in  light  aceus'd 
Of  crimes  more  odious  then  they  did  commit. 
And  that  their  deeds,  as  arguments  are  us*d. 
T9  damne  them  more,  who  worse  did  use  their  vi^ 
In  hope  their  ignorance  should  be  excns^. 
By  that  great  lodge  (who  lightning  flames)  doth  sat : 
It6eemes(whirst  this  some  comfort  first  impiyes) 
A  little  courage  from  despaire  doth  rise. 

They  by  all  shifb  doe  seeke  themselves  to  dearcv 
Whom  nought  from  errour  offred  to  reclaime, 
«  Had  we  (say  they)  O  Lord  but  cbanc'd  to  bearr, 
Aa  Ninive  a  prophet  in  thy  name. 
No  doubt  (disdaining  what  we  hold  most  deswe) 
Thy  word  had  serv'd  rules  for  our  deeds  to  frame : 
As  they  with  sack-cloth,  humbled  in  the  dost. 
We  griev*d  fqr  sinne,  had  fix'd  in  thee  our  trus^ 
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**Or  thM  what  people  coold  mora  knowledge  tave, 
Th<*n  by  thy  «elfe  bad  at  the  first  been  showne^ 
Who  could  give  backe  more  then  they  did  receiTe? 
Or  hoooor  thee  whom  they  bad  never  known  } 
Ab,  bow  ODOld  we  the  light  of  nature  leave. 
Or  whil'st  thy  will  wat  bid,  bat  nte  oar  owne  ? 
Shall  we  be  judg'd  by  lawea,  not  given  to  na, 
What  not  commanded,  violating  thus?*' 

That  looke  which  can  cure  some,  wound  others  too, 
As  Peter's  comfort,  doth  breed  their  despairet ; 
They  findd  that  what  their  rebell  syre  did  doe, 
Had  forfeited  himielfe,  and  all  his  heires,     [wooe, 
A  prince  when  wrong*d  should  not  vile  traitooia 
But  when  entreated  (hearkning  to  their  carte) 
Is  (if  he  grant  of  grace,  that  they  may  live) 
Milde  if  he  doe  forgive,  just  not  to  give. 

Of  oor  first  rather,  of  grooic  earth  the  tonne, 
(Fmits  of  forbidden  fhiita  which  all  ooneeme) 
As  did  the  crime,  the  costly  knowledge  wonne, 
Went  to  his  race,  which  without  bookes  all  leame. 
So  that  thenceforth  bright  wisedome  was  begunne, 
Which  of  all  things  with  judgement  might  disceme, 
And  (rotten  branches  of  a  poiaon'd  root)        [frnit. 
Each  scale  doth  hatch  some  seeds  of  that  blacke 

The  fatal]  beires  of  knowing  ill  and  good,     . 
Ere  statntes  grav*d  in  stone  were  set  in  sight. 
How  God  was  pleased,  or  griev*d,  they  understood, 
As  the  first  errour  did  direct  them  right. 
So  that  all  those  who  were  before  the  floud. 
Were  damn'd,  or  sav*d,  judg*d  by  innated  light : 
That  science  rob'd,  which  Nature's  law  did  prove, 
Of  ignorance  all  colour  did  remove. 

O  \  how  the  Ethnickes  then  with  grievoos  moanea, 
For  deRp*ratA  anguish  roaring,  horrour  howle, 
A  heavy  murmur,  with  rebounding  groanes, 
IXytb  breathe  abroad  the  burthen  of  each  soitle ; 
Some  who  of  late  had  been  enstallM  in  thronea. 
Are  then  abhorr*d,  as  Stygian  monsters  foule : 
O  what  strange  change  is  at  an  instant  wrought ! 
Most  wretched  they,  who  bad  lieea  happy  tbongfat 
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Some  who  themselvaa  prophanely  did  defile, 
And  gave  to  creatures  what  to  God  was  doe; 
Some  whom  with  bloud,  ambition  did  beguile, 
Who  honour  sought  where  horrour  did  enrae, 
Doe  here  with  witches  meet,  and  strangely  vile, 
Some  parricides  and  traitonrs  in  a  erne, 
who  wanting  all  that  unto  grace  bdong'd. 
Most  vaiody  Ood»  man  violciitly  wrong'd. 


S««  who  below  with  pomp  their  progreiie  pait, 
^  what  they  once  claimM  all»  no  part  pojsesae ; 
^00  (scarce  confin'd  by  all  this  compasae  vast) 
Ai  ttrsited,  strugling  for  more  roome  did  preme, 
^  now  not  strive  for  state,  all  wmdd  be  last, 
»7  mine  teveU'd,  equail  in  distresse : 


Who  nsberM  oft  with-  |^i^,  did  gorgeotkiOttiiiid, 
Are  (oakad  now)  throng'd  in  a  vulgar  band. 

Two  tronpes*  flnMit  teirolif  eanuDt  be  cooceiv'd,    - 
Which  (as  in  sinne)  hi  judgement  joyn*d  remaine^ 
In  image  this,  in  esaenoe  that  Oijd  brav'd. 
His  honour  given  away,  bis  servants  slaiM ; 
Th'one  (foriouii)rag>d,  awl  th' other  (foolish).  rav*X« 
Prophanely  cruell,^cruelly  prophane  :  ■  ,> 

None  thought  in  all  so  many  to  have  seen^'  , 

As  murth'rers  and  idolaters  have  beene.  ,  ^ 

Of  monstrous  bands,  t  know  not  whom  to  name»  r 
For  labours  past,  who  then  receive  their  wage,     ^ 
As  stainM  with  hloud^  or  wrapt  in  guilty  Bhame,  ^ 
Whil'st  loos'd  in  fust,  or  bended  up  by  ragp. 
Not  knowne  to  me  bjr  sight,  no,  not  by  fi^Cj      y 
There  numbers  come,^  drawne  out  of  evef y  age : 
Yet  some  moat  eminent  may  be  exprest^ 
To  make  the  w€>rld  fVoiyectMre  of  the  rasb 

..      >  •  -  u 
I  see  that  ohnrie  (a  godly  ftocke's  first  staiaa)  .1 
Whose  avarice  no  limits  liad  allowed,  '  ■'•    1 

His  daughters  bawd,  both  proatitute  for  i 
To  coosned  laoob  sold«  but  ai»t  endow'd ; 
He,  though  with  him  God'ii  prophet  did  remain^: 
Who  to  dumb  blockes  abhomioably  bow'd  : 
Shall  then  behold  his  thro^  with  state  erect'd,    \ 
Whom  all  his  race  had  serv'd,  and  he  neg)e<it*'d.  ] 

Those  with  long  lives  in  contemplation  still. 
Who  first  did  study  starres,  and  measure  Hcaveq» 
As  of  some  learning,  authors  of  much  ill, 
On  nature's  course  to  dote,'  too  fondly  given. 
From  whom  he  fled  (aar  was  his  father*a  will)  •  - 
Whose  foith  (a  fiaklem^)  tb!  fiaiHh  cOiild  immit 

eaven: 
Not  that  he  learfd  bp  iitm»i  infect'd  to  be,. 
No;no,beketh'dwhatQoddiaUk*tt0  86e.    , 

Thete  cnrions  hnuties  that  seareh'd  Heaven^  hid- 
den store, 
(Superionr  powen  foritrasge  effects  admii*d) 
For  the  Creator,  creatures  did  adorev 
And  in  all  formes,  as  fancie*8  fits  inspired ; 
A  trembling  troupe  they  now  howle-howling  roars^ 
All  that  abhorred  to  which  they  once  aspir*d ; 
And  idols  which  for  them  no  voice  could  use. 
Though  powerlesse  then,  have  power  now  to  accuse. 

That  land  voluptuous,  which  had  beene  so  long 
By  difierent  aoveraignea  absolutely  sway'd, 
Yeelds  doloroos  troupes  which  durst  to  Ood  doe 

wrong, 
And  more  then  him  their  follle's  dreames  obeyed. 
In  true  worth  faint,  in  superstition  stroug. 
Who  bow'd  to  basenesse,  and  to  weakimesse  pray*d: 
Who  to  vile  creatures,  deities  did  allow, 
A  crocodile  ador*d,  an  oxe,  a  cow. 

These  who  by  habite,  Hebrew-baters  grew. 
And  with  bis  arke  durst  God  in  triumph  leade. 
Who  them  when  victors  captive  did  subdue. 
In  Oath,  and  Ashdod,  thousands  follmg  dead. 
Their  abject  idole  damnea  that  heathnish  cme» 
Who  folne  before  God*s  tent,  hiw  homage  made; 
Where,  then  that  bkicke,  more  bhickish  they  rs- 

main'd. 
The  place  adof'd«  which  hit  eruili'd  carcasse  stainU 
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Thfw  •nMH^  priBsti  who  |br  theonelfef  to  diifl, 
wou)d  needs  their  Qod  a  moottcoui  glutton  prore, 
Till  Daniel  did  disclose  thar  fraudfuU  drift, 
Anfi>tAs  b^«  bargaioe  mt/t)  did  theni  romovep 
7b£n,  tbet«  lor  God  who  did  a  ilragoo  lift. 
Which  without  foroe  he  fone'd,  such  to  difpiove, 
And  manf  Jthousaods  hucstiog  ibrth  deape  groanet, 
<WiM»  pctMtituted  flottles  ta  stockes  and  stones* 

What  millioDS,  loe,  pale,  quakiog,  cry  despaired. 
Which  always  sinned,  yet  never  mercy  claini*d, 
And  whilst  that  they  for  Meav'n's  great  God  not  car'd, 
Did  dote  oti  that  which  they  themselr^s  bad  fraxn'd. 
By  I>agbp,'  6aal»  and  Ashtarotb  snar'd, 
By  Miicom.  Molech,  Nlsroch  deities  dreain*d ; 
Which  cottld  not  raise  themselves  when  once  they 
feU.  .... 

Yet  could  who  them  ador*d  cast  down  to  HelL 

There  stand  two  soreraigoesofthe  worlds  first  state; 
llie  first  la  be  who  so  fivophanely  rai  I'd, 
Whose  host  an  angell  plagu'd  with  slaufrbtor  great. 
Till  MM  to  file,  his  bl^b  delBgD^i  all  fiiit'd, 
Loath'd  as  a  monster,  safe  in  no  retreate, 
Not  nltu's  right,  nor  father's  name  avaiPd ; 
3at  by  his  aonnes,  bdbre  his  €k)d,  kilN  there, 
IMatry  and  blood  both  Tenged  were. 

Tho  next  is  be  who  that  huge  statue  framM, 
To' he  ador'd  at  every  trompei's  sound. 
To  whom  the  prophet  twise  told  what  he  dream*d. 
First  of  gre^t  empires,  last  what  would  confound. 
Who  ^ith  a  haughty  heairt  (fond  foolc)  proclaimed, 
**  ts  not  this  Babel,  which  my  hands  did  found  ?'' 
Then  did  abash'd  with  beastes  a  beaste  abide, 
Type'ofGod*8  judgements,  spectacle  of  pride. 

Wbnt  mighty  monarehs  follow  «fter  those, 
With  whom  light's  throne  so  great  regard  bad  wonne, 
That  of  their  empire  pai^'d  to  dispose, 
All  met  before  daie^  progrease  was  begnnnOf 
Then  Tow*d  their  judgement  should  on  him  repose. 
Whose  oouraefs  uey  did  Anst  salnte  the  Sunne  i 
A  gallant  coosnage,  one  the  crowne  did  gnine, 
Whi^ie  bone,  or  foota-gfOooMb  bad  more  right  to, 
raigne. 

The  Greekes,  though  subtle,  raving  in  this  sort, 
•Witii  fdoles  earst  defird,  were  lallt  oret^wne ; 
From  their  high  wittes  bright  nature  did  ex^rt. 
That  some  gtteat  God  rul'd  all  things  as  hU  own ; 
Yea,  some  farre  gone  (though  of  the  end  still  short) 
Rais'd  altars  up  unto  a  God  unknown ; 
Yet  by  the  multitude  their  state  was  borne, 
Though  those  dumbe  deities  some  durst  clearely 
soome. 

One,  who  not  feav'd  that  they  themselves  eould 
venge^'  [beare. 

Once  with  such  taant^  as  none  bo^  bkxkes  could 
With  lV)ves  of  gold,  his  cloake  of  cloth  did  change. 
For  wintei'  warme,  for  summer  li^ht  to  weare. 
Then  since  his  sire  had  none,  as  m'  him  strange. 
From  .£<culapius  bis  long  beard  did  teare ; 
Thus  he  himselfe  irith  spoiles  of  gods  did  finanght, 
They  impotent;  he  impudent,  both  naught 

What  tbinke  those  •enafconrs  when  ChriA  they  see. 
Who  whilst  inform'd  what  fiune  of  him  was  ranoo; 
Of  mortall  ends  that  from  snspition  fime, 
He  by  great  wondcia  oooftdenoe  bad  wonne ; 
Since  they  to  him  no  temples  would  decree. 
Whose  God-bead  iritbontthem  bnd  beene  bagmme; 


O  how  ttkey  qimke  that  betWr  coaaie  vnst  try, 
Whose  deity  tbej  did  trust,  yet  dnrst  deny ! 

Romeooin'd  (Hemrmi'srivall )  deities  as  tlmoi^bcst, 
And  temples  did,  (as  judge  of  God's)  allow. 
To  fortune  one,  by  fortune  aU  the  rest. 
For  flattery,  braTery,  or  a  doobtfiiU  vow  i 
What  thing  esteem'd  had  not  some  altar  drQ»*d, 
Save  fatall  money  which  made  all  to  bow  ? 
But  (still  dissemblers)  they  the  truth  abborr'd, 
It  (though  no  God  profess'd)  was  most  ador'd. 

March  forth  yon  gallants  peeAy  of  respect. 
Who  did  not  rightly  wooe,  but  ravish  fame, 
(Though  seeming  vertoous)  vitious  in  eflTect, 
To  court  fraile  echoes  of  a  dying  name. 
And  ere  the  world  such  errours  could  detect. 
Though  thrown  in  Bell,  did  heavenly  bonoviadsae, 
Marke  what  vaine  pompes  and  deiticB  do  availe, 
WhJeh  first  jroor  setres,  then  tliuwsnn<la  made  ts 


Yon,  who  of  old  did  Candle's  king  ndorob 
As  who  might  all  the  hosU  of  Heaven  i 
Where  millioov  now  upbraiding  him  do  ronre, 
Loe,  bow  the  naked  wretch  doUi  quivering  stand, 
(Then  all  the  rest  condemn*d  for  mischi^  more) 
Whil'st  thought  Heaven's  God,  Hell's  guide  in  eroy 

land^ 
He  father's  state,  and  sister's  shame  djd  reave, 
A  parricide,  incestuous,  lust's  v3e  sUtc. 

Loe,  his  adnltroos  brood,  Ampbitrio's  scome, 
Right  father's  heire,  ador'd  for  doing  ill, ' 
Whose  fome,  by  fabulous  deeds,  aloft  was  bone^ 
Yet  but  great  robber,  did  lesse  robbess  kill. 
Till  by  a  pojrson'd  shirt,  last  justly  torae^ 
As  whilst  alive  by  lust's  vile  harpies  still : 
Now  be  who  once  was  foin'd  to  force  the  Hell, 
There  damn'd  to  darknease  mfcy  for  ever  dwdl 

He  trembly  now  who  spuming  still  at  peace, 
With  brags,  the  ayre,  with  blows  did  beat  the 

ground, 
And  she  with  whom  whil'st  bent  to  sport  a  spacer 
He  who  brav'4  others  did  lye  basely  bound ; 
Then  that  lame  dolt  who  proved  his  owne  disgrsct*. 
With  him  (their  like)  by  whom  the  fraud  was  foood. 
What  godly  gods  ?  what  worth  with  titlcfl  even, 
Thus  seeking  Hell,  to  atumble  upon  Heaven. 

These  do  not  scape  who  first  for  vertne  knowoe, 
Rais'd  fVom  love's  thigh,  or  bead,  dresa'd  wines,  aod 

oyles. 
Nor  she  by  whom  for  food  first  oorae  waaaowa. 
To  foraiah  fields  with  antumn^i  pretiooa  spoils. 
Nor  noneof  them  by  whom  prais'd  arts  weresbeaa, 
To  barns  rice-breeding  sloth  by  needlbll  toils : 
Sipee  they  uaurp'id  what  did  to  God  belong. 
And  were,  wfail'st  doing  right,  i 


Not  oncly  Gentilos  who  propbanely  rav'd. 
Do  noAr  curse  those  by  whom  they  were  hoguird, 
And  Inde'snew  world,  ere  borne,  in  sinne  conoeiv'd, 
From  wbou  the  tight  of  Qod  was  farre  lonlM, 
But  even  these  lewH  Whose  aoolea  the  tmtii  pc^ 

ceiv^, 
(With  spifitoaU  whoredome  piMieUy  defil'd} 
Tb^  who  tngrate,  great  benefits  abna^, 
Loe,  quite  oonlbanded,  ona  not  be  ewdird. 
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O  wretched tnupevUcb did ao gmnlj ttmj, 
Wbea  God  with  ycMi  (as  friends)  did  frealy  treat. 
Who  eveo  whi]*8t  Moses  id  ambassa^  lay. 
In  place  of  him  a  setM^elene  calfe  did  seat ; 
This,  what  you  parting  robb'd,  did  thus  repay* 
When  tam'd  to  such  an  use,  as  ^ypt's  fate ; 
Where  his  yreat  wor^  forgot  who  cfid  you  le^d^ 
And  you  such  fools  to  trust  in  what  you  made } 

Next  them  stand  these  when  hi  CanaKn  plac'd, 
And  all  performM  what  promiVd  was  before ; 
Who  their  appointed  way  no  longer  trac'd, 
GocTs  law,  and  wonders,  not  remembred  more. 
Who  barbaions  customes  where  they  cam  e  embraced, ; 
And  did  the  idols  of  the  land  adore,  [moume. 

Yea,  whirst  set  free,  when  God  bad  beard  thepi 
Who  to  their  vomit  did  like  dogges  retume. 

The  lews'  ftrst  king,  ftrst  mmk^  who  did  <begiii,     , 
By  loatbM  selfe-slaughter  to  prevent  world's  shame^  • 
Thoairh  gtory  glos*d  upon  a  ground  of  dnne, 
Whil'st  Gentiles  sought  to  justifie  their  fkme, 
Feare  but  prevayl'd  where  courage  came  not  in ; 
They  weakenesscshow,didof  true  worth  but  dreame: 
Sauraendfor  soules  is  the  most  dangerous  crime. 
Which  for  repentance  doth  not  leave  a  time. 

From  seekiag  asses  he  waa  rait^  to  raigoe. 
And  when  enstallM  soone  forfeited  his  right; 
Once  prophecied  amorfjsst  the  prophet's  trarae, 
Then  hunted  was  wfth  sprits  which  loath 'd  the  light; 
Spar'd  heathnish  Agag  whom  be  should  have  slaine, 
And  kili'd  Ood*^  priests,  though  precious  in  his  sight ; 
He  ever  abject  was,  or  did  insult. 
Did  first  with  6od,  ]a$t  with  the  Devil!  consult 

He  ^M  nlade  Israel  stune,  forcM,  and  entis'd, 
O  what  huge  anguish  in  his  soule  doth  sit! 
Who  with  religion  policy  dtsg^is'd. 
In  heavenly  things  of  too  much  worldly  wit,  [prlsTd, 
Whose  hand  stretch'd  forth  to  strike,  even  then  sur- 
Was  hurt,  and  heal'd,  by  him  whom  bent  to  hit : 
The  altar  rent,  as  was  his  heart  with  fearcs, 
The  as^es  lalne^  as  should  have  done  his  teares. 

Vp  batelUi  Aehab,  honoor,  of  thy  raoe,  [tboofht. 
Whose  heart,  then  hands  durst  do,  more  mischiefe 
When  qvakiDg  to  behold  Christ's  flaming  ftu;e. 
The  ehsape  vine-garden  shaH  be  deariy  bought ;     . 
O  bitter  grapes,  haid  U>  digest,  no  grace, 
When  thy  tamnltasos  minde  to  light  is  bronglit ; 
And  for  his  eanss  whose  life  thoo  thas  did*8t  reave, 
Dogges  did  thy  bbud,  devils  do  thy  soule  receave. 

You  sisten  foire  whom  Ood  did  love  so  naoh, 
Both  basely  humbled  did  dishonour'd  range, 
He  (abject  iritais)  j^ous  made  of  such. 
Whose  vilenesse  did  exempt  them  from  tevengs: 
Mouth  dombe,  aares  dsafo,  eyes  blinde,  hand&  eeald 
not  touch,  [ebaagtf* 

What  aioBstiaas  oiadneiie  aoidd  proomte  this 
Law,  voodecs,  prophets,  pronise  Bonght  could  more. 
For  inflnito  deserts,  a  graUrfull  love. 

Some  kmgs  of  luda  idols  djd  imbrace. 
As  he  whose  sonne  through  fire  polluted  went. 
That  hateful!  Ahaz,  Achab's  steps  did  trace, 
Vext  whom  one  more  did  sinoe,  but  did  repent ; 
And  one  before  linked  with  the  loathsome  race, 
With  him  did  perish,  whom  to  follow  beut,  [moves, 
"  From  them  who  make  bad  leagues  the  l}>rd  re- 
And  oftea-times  the  friendship- fatall  proves.** 
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When  nearly  marked  I  scarce  misse  any  one. 

Save  it  be  lehu  killiiig  (ss  God  would) 

His  hated),  rivals  to  attaiae  a  throne,  x 

Who  (though  the  course  of  Dan  was  notcoDtroofd) 

Of  Ibase  heires  wown'd  socoeeded  was  when  gooa  : 

The  Mat  with  Idals  filthily  defil'd. 

Do  finde  hpw  fiure  theii:  judgement  was  begaii'd* 

With  Ahab  matched  as  fit  to  be  his  mate. 

He  stands,  wholxith  God's  grace,  men*8  love  abus'd, 

Who  to  be  worse  then  worst  did  prove  ingrate, 

More  evill  then  all  whom  God  before  refns*d : 

His  feare  (asfanit)  not  comes  in  my  conceit ; 

When  jiisUy  tbns  by  Godli  great  priest  aocos'd,  , 

Was  this  (vile  monster)  a  reward  to  me  ? 

And  coeMst  thoa  fciH  his  sonne  who  did  save  thfee  ? 

With  these  now  nam*d  of  idoU-serviiig  bands. 
What  aumber  loe  (ti«ie  pvi)  their  foUy  fiadss  ? 
Some  4ead,  some  yet  alive,  whom  in  all  lands, 
Opinion  oJouds,  or  ignorance  qoite  Uindes; 
Whirst  humbled  to  the  worke  of  mortal!  hand^y 
Some  simplie  trust,  some  would  oommeat  their 

mindes: 
But  that  command  beares  no  excqitioD  now. 
Which  before  images  dischaiy'd  to  bow. 

0  whatdread  troupe  dcCh  with  strange  aspecflstitei 

1  think  their  eyes  flame  Ire,  their  hands  dropbhx>d? 
Those  whose  proud  hearts  did  all  the  world  despis^ 
That  at  their  power  abased  astoaishM  stood,   ' 
Did  murther,  rdbbery,  saoriledge  disguise. 
With  shows  of  valonr,  which  ttieir  brags  made  good: 
Where  is  that  coovage  vaatfted  of  so  oft  ? 
Whirst  crash'd  with  foam  tiMy  dare  not  Utck  siMt 

When  as  God's  sonnes  did  adth  aiea's  daofhtemlj^ 
Of  the  first  worid  behold  a  blotidy  tsaine  ;^ 
But  chiefly  two  moAequnarit  I  spie^ 
A  barbarous  murtherer,  and  a  bfagysr  Aain: 
He  who  to  God  durst  with  disdaine  reply, 
When  for  his  brath«r  aih'd  (whom  he  had-dMo) 
"  Ami  bis  keeper}*'  and  1  thiak  ha  thoaght    ' 
Take  up  his  offering;,  help'd  thy  foaoar  ov^i 

This  moth  of  minds,  base  spite,  selfe-torturing  gal^ 
Made  devils  to  lose  what  he  them  once  had  given. 
Then  bent  to  be  like  God  made  man  to  folk 
Himselfe  from  Eden,  and  bis  Soane  from  Heaven, 
To  which  all  children  still  by  nature  thmll, 
(Though  for  their  harme)  with  others  would  be  even: 
A  childish  vice  which  onely  weaknesse  beares, 
"  One  what  he  wauts,  in  others  hates,  or  feares.*' 

With  him  who  first  coafusion  did  coMprre, 
The  swaggerer's  patron  next  in  rank«  k  rang'd. 
If  sevenfold  veageanee  Gain  did  reqoire,  < 

Times  sev^ty  seven  who  vow'd  to  be  teveng'd; 
And  lold  his  wives  that  (iosalcnt  in  ire)    [ebai^. 
He  wounds  for  words,  and  death  for  wounds  ex- 
But  who  thas  rioting  did  burdai  earas. 
(With  terrour  freee'd)  is  all  benumm*d  with  fears. 

That  hairy  hunter  given  to  sport  with  bbud. 
Ere  borue  contentious,  in  the  wombe  piqphane. 
Who  (as  estraog'd  from  koowii^  what  was  good) 
His  birth-right  sold,  sf^ne  pottage  so  to^gaine: 
Who  further  likewise  gave,  allui'd  by  food. 
That  which  once  scom.'di  was  after  b^d  in  vaina : 
This  man  still  foolish  findes  his  fault  too  late, 
Whil'st  being  nam*d  with  them  whom  God  doth  hate. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


560 


SflRUNeiS  POKMS. 


oamd 


great. 
Who  ooce  (worlds  idoU)  thousaodt  made  to  boir, 
WbiPf t  gorgeoQS  courts  with  a  prodigioas  ftate, 
Too  saperstitioufly  did  pompe  allow ;  , 
O  how  iarrecbaiif*d  !  from  what  they  were  of  late. 
Them  who  hraT'd  hosts,  a  look  inakestreicble  now  i 
Qaenoh'd  are  theaefires  which  once  their  breasts  did 

burae. 
And  miyesty  to  oiisery  doth  tome. 

There  he  whom  fiist  a  diaderop  did  fraught. 
That  famous  hunter  founding  Ashorli  throne. 
Whose  sport  was  glory,  when  he  kingdomes  caught. 
The  houiids  halfe-men  whose  liberty  was  gone : 
World's  first  example,  who  by  practise  taught. 
That  many  thousands  might  be  ruPd  by  one. 
With  terrour  numbers  Nimrod's  name  did  strike, 
Whea  thundring  down  all  where  he  went  alike. 

Nesct  tomes  his  heire,  who  first  by  right  did  claime 
That  which  another's  Tiolence  did  take, 
Yet  then  the  father,  worthy  of  more  blame. 
Who  bondage  would  hereditary  make } 
And  to  great  Ninireh  did  give  the  name. 
Which  tom*d  God's  tbreatning  by  repentance  back. 
Xord  where  no  right  was,  where  juU  k>rd  a  slaTe, 
Who  fuffired  mine  by  the  power  he  gave. 

With  prais*d  Sesostris  whom  vaine  pride  did  snare, 
Despts'd  Pelusium  yeelds  a  bloudy  band. 
What  Pharoes,  Ptoktmies,  aad  snltanes  there, 
(Though  once  thought  terrible)  do  trembling  stand  ? 
And  well  it  seemes  that  valour  then  was  rare. 
When  easie  conquest  grac'd  so  soft  a  land. 
What  seem'd  tiieir  glory  then,  doth  prove  their 

shame. 
Who  qaench*d  woth  blood  what  kindled  was  for 

lame. 

O !  what  stetne  troops  f  whh  Vexores  see. 
Whose  oooimge  was  not  (Hke  their  climate)  coW, 
But  benft  tbemselves  extreamely  to  be  firee. 
Oft  by  their  strength  encroaching  states  contrordj 
Of  bsnrbarous  squadrons  monstrous  numbers  be. 
Who  did  great  acU  which  fame  doth  dot  unfold, 
O !  had  they  had  as  happy  pennes  as  swords. 
How  many  might  have  matchM  witJi  Home's  chief 
lords? 

To  daunt  the  Medes  that  prince  who  first  aspir'd. 
Where  wading  long,  at  last  was  drown'd  in  bloud ; 
One  fondly  cbiarg'd,  and  with  disgrace  retired. 
Where  losse  did  harme,  to  gaine  had  done  no  good ; 
And  he  who  Attick  figges  to  have  acquired. 
Would  tosse  a  bill,  force  winde,  drink  up  a  flood; 
With  those  sund  stayn'd  with  bloud  all  Persia's 


Save  some  to  follow  lust  who  left  all  things. 

What  qnakrog  sqnadroni  do  together  throng. 
Whom  (art's   great   nursery)  pregnant  Greece 

brought  forth, 
Whoee  fame  their  funerals  doth  survive  to  long. 
First  sounded  sotfth,  still  echo'd  in  the  north, ' 
Whom  flattering  pennes  did  praise  for  doing  wrong, 
Whil'st  mindes  abus*d  did  dote  on  shows  of  worth : 
Who  thought  grave  pride  a  modest  minde  discloi'd. 
And  valour  ve|ttte,  thoqgb  to  ill  di^oi'd. 


LeamM  AtlMD*t  founder,  febnlouly  gfett, 
(Both  sexes  slaughtered)  gain'd  a  gloriooa  i 
And  by  much  mischiefe  mounting  up  a  state. 
Did  drinke  of  death,  whil^  thirsting  but  for  ikttie; 
Some  virgins  grainM  by  fbrce,  some  by  deceit. 
The  Devill  scarce  scapM  from  his  adulterous  ayme. 
Who  by  vile  murther,  rapes,  and  fraud   made 

knowne. 
Broke  first  his  fisthert  aecke,  and  then  hit  owoflb 

These  of  their  times  who  were  esteem'd  the  beat. 

And  with  strict  laws  did  what  they  pleas'd  allow, 

Ijcnrgus,  Minos,  Solon,  and  the  rest. 

Then  all  their  mates,  more  paioe  attends  them  now, 

Wbo  heavenly  wits  to  worldly  wayes  did  wrest. 

And  but  to  Nature,  not  to  God  did  bow ; 

They  (save  politick)  all  religion  scorn'd. 

And  what  tbejr fain'd  (a«  oom'd  from  God)  adrnnVt 

Two  who  agreed  to  enterchange  their  raigne. 
With  griev'd  Adrastus  mutually  do  mone, 
Who  forty  nine  alone  (one  fled)  had  slaine. 
He  dare  not  now  behold  the  face  of  one  ; 
Where  is  that  valour  vauoted  of  in  varoe. 
By  that  great  bragger  at  the  Argiv^  throne  ? 
Whil'st  quite  confounded  these  do  quivering  stand. 
The  crueirCreoa  last  comes  to  their  band. 

What  then  avails  (though  prais'd  so  much  of  late) 
When  neere  swolne  Ilion  Death  threw  famous  daits; 
Old  Priam's  pompe,  proud  Agamenmon's  stated 
Achilles'  swift  foot;  Hector's  hand  and  heart, 
Vlysses'  shifts,  the  valour  of  his  mate. 
Old  Nestor's  speech,  or  Ajax  his  mad  part ; 
All  vagabonds,  or  violently  dy'd. 
And  what  did  manhood  teeme,  Is  nimther  trj^ 

Then  yeelds  that  towne  which  laws  whil'st  kept  did 
The  crafty  Bpbor,  and  the  halting  king  (       £sava^ 
One  captaine  greedy,  two  that  were  too  brave. 
Whom  famous  ruines  both  to  death  did  bring; 
Last  him  who  place  to  none  in  courage  gave. 
From  whom  when  dead  a  serpent  forth  did  spring: 
Who  to  strict  laws  love  out  of  time  had  showne. 
And  offered  f reedoroe  where  it  was  not  knowne. 

Prom  Pallas  towne  there  fk>frs  a  famoot  brood. 
Who  first  foil'd  Penians,  with  his  gallant  aoane; 
He  who  by  stratagems  victorious  stood. 
And  he  whose  gravenesse  great  regard  had  wooat; 
He  who  both  eminent  in  ill,  and  good. 
All  fortune's  wayes  had  resolutely  nmne  t 
With  numbers  more  whom  former  glory  grieves. 
And  then  firom  shame,  nor  pahie,  them  not  rdiewei. 

Few  Thebes  gives  that  were  reoown'd  in  armet,  x 
Two  fahi'd  great  gods,  two  found  greatlHeods  I  tee; 
Then,  that  Corinthian  bent  for  tyrants'  hannes. 
Who  kill'd  his  'brother,  Sjrracose  set  fVee ; 
Who  brav'd  Rome's  consul  fooioas  fbr  alarmat; 
Last  Grecian  great-man  rank'd  in  this  degree: 
Wlio  fbr  some  drudge  when  forre  mistaken  taid. 
He  for  deformity  a  pennance  paid. 

Neare  those  great  Greeks  their  neighbour  doth  aril^ 
First  fbrraine  prince  who  them  to  bondage  brought; 
Who  did  great  things,  but  did  forre  more  devise. 
And  laid  the  ground  where  the  great  builder 
Tet  was  much  tued  by  that  age  precise,  [wrought; 
For  faults  which  modeme  timet  not  strange  bavf 
thought: 
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Thftt  nugntrt  raHicr  nirrc  inofB  niiM  hsd  vqod^ 
If  not  bat  vsber  to  to  great  a  stmiMr. 

He  who  in  one  all  kiafdomef  woald  eomMne, 
And  more  pciform'd  then  others  darM  to  vaant. 
Who  wbh'd  more  worlds,  whom  this  eoald  not  con- 
fine. 
Whose  fnloease  finmine,  wealth  gave  sense  of  wantf 
With  fortane  drank  (not  as  was  thought  with  wine) 
Who  all  without  him,  nought  within  did  daunt: 
Who,  from  so  many  Hie  and  state  did  take, 
0  what  large  count  must  that  great  monarch  make ! 

By  Persia's  fall  who  did  his  empire  Ibund, 
b  back'd  by  them  whom  he  with  fame  did  place, 
One  kiird  in  jEgypt,  and  another  cr6wn*d, 
Whose  following  heires  were  compasft'd  with  dis- 
grace. 
And  all  the  rest  for  mischiefe  most  renowoM, 
In  Greece  or  Sjria  who  did  raise  their  race,  [kings. 
Whose  lord  (made  eUlMIesse)  fMotM  a  stocke  of 
Of  whom  when  dead  each  feather  tum*d  to  wings. 

Next  Macedon's,  Epirus'  prince  doth  come, 

Whose  state  so  oft  as  Fortune's  dice  was  throwne. 

Who  bat  Lerinius,  did  not  Rome  orecome. 

And  onely  was  by  victory  orethrowne ; 

How  Alexander  might  have  matchM  with  Rome, 

By  whom  (a  sp^rke  f alne  from  his  power)  was  shown : 

To  whom  he  shew  whose  tongue  such  wonders 

wrought. 
That  ease  with  ease  which  with  such  tmlehe  sotighL 


0  what  huge  troupe  of  Tiber's  brood  I  see, 
Whoseglory  shame,  whose  conquest  proves  nogaine : 
Who  were  thought  happie,  then  most  wret^ybed  be, 
And  wish  for  fiight  their  eagle's  wings  in  vaine; 
A  smoking  dungeon  Heavens  for  all  decree, 
Atsevemll  times  whom  th*  Baiih  could  not  eontaine; 
With  shadows  clad  they  in  strict  bounds  do  dwell, 
Who  spoil'd  the  world,  soora'd  Heavens,  and  con- 
qner^d  Hell. 

There  Rome^s  first  king  his  deitie  dearely  bnies, 
Who  bred  with  wolves  did  leave  a  ravenous  broode ; 
And  he  for  peace  who  coin'd  religious  lies. 
His  fiirg»d  devotion  now  can  doe  no  good ; 
This  judgement  straight  those  haughty  princes  tries, 
]^  fitmishing  for  fame,  were  drunk  with  blood. 
Till  bended  pride  long  procreating  hate, 
Last,  loos'd  m  h»t,  did  alter  all  the  state. 

^  Rome  (when  free)  whom  fame  from  death  re- 

deemes, 
jTie  worldly  worth  what  volume  could  record  ? 
Huge  U Vic's  worke<  imaginary  seemes, 
An  epick  poem  with  perfection  stor'd, 
I  /|[|)cre  numbert  are  whose  parts  time  more  esteames, 
Then  all  whom  poets'  pennes  with  dreames  decor'd. 
But  though  quick  Nature  quint-essenc'd  the  mmd. 
The  soules,  in  senses  wrapt,  continued  blind. 

JJ«  who  alone  did  brave  the  Thoscan  band 
Jo  Tiber's  bridge,  and  did  the  towne  maintaine ; 
rive  kill'd,  Romans  champion,  who  did  onely  stand, 
|ul  nster*s  slaughter  did  his  triumph  staioe; 
{nragiog  flames,  who  freely  nish'd  his  hand, 
^b  for  the  cfaiefie  had  but  a  second  slaine ; 
^epe(FabiaDs)fo«ceywime?  andScipioabrmve? 
^^^^  &>noiii  fimiUerfeflMmbraiice  cimve  ? 


Tiieae  two  when  barr'd  from  hope  of  Bre  s  oelights " 
The  sire,  and  sonne,  whom  no  man  else  would  even. 
In  fearefutl  Ibrmes,  who  with  prodigious  rites. 
Men's  honour  here  (how  monstrous  then  to  Heaven?) 
Where  fatall  offerings  to  th'  infomatl  sprites. 
With  aoole  and  bodie  prodigally  given  t 
Though  once  much  prais'd,  all  now  thehr  folly  tell, 
Who  huri'd  of  purpose  headlong  onto  Kelt. 

Now  Pompeie's  trinmphes  more  tonnant  his  mtnde, 
Thi-n  when  Phanalia  crushed  him  with  despaires  ; 
That  mnuloos  old  man  (Parthia*s  prey)  did  finde» 
With  avarice*  ambitioQ  hardly  shares ; 
First,  to  fierce  warre,  last,  to  soft  ease  inclin'd, 
Lucnllus  here  for  bolli  oondemn'd  repaires  ; 
That  triumvir  sunds  with  this  troupe  annoid. 
Who  first  the  staU,  and  then  himselie  destroid. 

Rome  many  bad  who  made  her  empire  great, 
Whilst  they  but  praise,  and  statues  striv'd  to  gaine^ 
Two  Catos  onely  studied  for  the  state,  \ 

And  with  strict  lawes  would  liberty  retaine; 
But  when  expir'd  to  prorogate  her  date. 
Two  Brutes  more  brave  her  ruines  would  maintaine; 
Yet  were  their  atmes  and  ends  in  th'  end  not  eaven. 
Whose  glory  was  theif  God,  and  Rome  tbeirUeaven* 

Thou  whose  high  heart  boird  in  ambition  soe, 
(As  pride  had  thee)  to  have  the  world  surprised. 
Who  weigh'd  but  whither,  not  what  way  to  goe, 
(What  ow*d  to  frends,  or  state,  all  bands  despis'd)  • 
Where  bound  ingrate,  not  francke  but  to  thy  foe» 
The  first  of  th'  emnerora,  and  then  all  more  pris*d ; 
Hiou  for  thy  faults  not  onely  charg'd  may  be. 
But  for  all  theirs  who  had  their  power  from  thee. 

Hisheire(les8estout,  more  strong)  the  way  prepar'd. 
What  this  man  courted,  bravdy  to  embrace, 
Tooke  from  these  two  with  whom  the  worid  vas 

shar'd, 
By  fraud  the  one's,  by  force  the  other's  place. 
Yet  was  (high  hope  most  some  way  be  impair *d) 
Infortoiiate  in  fomily  and  raoei 
How  could  his  state  and  wife  in  peace  be  left. 
Since  from  just  owners  both  before  were  reft  r 

Then  Varro's  losse,  or  lulia's  fame  foriome, 
A  greater  griefe  doth  racke  his  guilty  minde ; 
That  deep  dissembler,  fomie  Osprek's  icome, 
(His  heart  pour'd  forth)  must  now  unmask  his 

minde; 
Tliat  cruell  prince  who  in  the  camp  was  borne, 
A  servant  leood,  a  master  bad  design *d ; 
Tlie  stupid  dolt  drawn  by  the  heeles  US  ratgne. 
Their  pleasure  past  all  must  repay  with  peine. 

Though  once  too  fierce,  O  how  that  squadron  faints ! 
(Which  make  hearts  quake,  and  haires  for  ho^rour 
Who  dnrat  prophanely  piA^ecute  G|pd's  saints,  [rise) 
With  greater  paioes  then  paper  can  comprise. 
Who  not  regarding  groanes,  nor  just  complaints, 
(More  hard  then  flint)  all  pitty  did  despise ; 
They  now  in  vaine  from  Christ  compassion  claime. 
Whom  in  hh  memben  they  so  oft  did  mahne* 

Unoatarall  Nero,  monster  mors  then  strange, 
With-all  to  rag^,  who  reason's  rejmes  resign'd, 
And  throngh  the  world,  as  wolves  for  blood  did  range^ 
As  sakelesse  sonles  by  them,  they  now  are  pin'd. 
That  brave  man  scapes  not,  who  did  something 
When  Plinie'to  Iftten  noilified  hit  ninde:  [cb|ui^eb 
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TbQiiB  iMi  «hom  Mdgbt  cud  eleius*  oo^  mttfturtipp, ) 
Of  «tftyv  suUiow  cbeerfaUy  «ocum. 

Tlitre  thioi^f  great  empevoMn,  peopWV  idols  onoe,  | 
All  brigbt  with  stede,  wboQ  vmicH  did  attend,  { 
WhiPst  ancient  kings  fell  dowqe  before  tbeir  thfms, : 
That  theos  as  vassals  tbey  would  but  dcsfend  ;  j 
Soules  sbak'd  (bcests  earth- qwaJ^es)  do  iei^uQd;pith 

groans, 
Whil'st  giiefe  doth  braake  what  pride  po  long  did 

bend:  f 

Who  j  niigkig  kings,  gave  lawes  to  evwry  land, 
Poore,  naked,  basa,  in  judgement  trembliog  stand. 

Ere  Ummgh  twelve  ropnes  the  Sonne  had  run  iiis 

nee, 
Three  quickly  rais'd,  and  mia^d,  did  semaane, 
(That  to  the  grave  he  might  not  goe  in  peace) 
A  wretched  old  man  ibrc'd  by  fates  to  raigne  j 
Who  Hv'd  too  soft,  did  stoutly  death  embrace. 
That  damnes  him  most,  which  greatest  piaise  did 

gaine: 
Then  he  whp  had  no  sense,  save  onely  taste, 
By  chance  an  emperour,  aboald  bave  beene  abeast 

He  who  the  state  when  thns  distren^d,  restored. 
Whom  fin^  for  emperour,  easteme  part^  did  know. 
The  best  and  worst  that  nature  could  a0brd. 
Whose  sonnes(farredifferiog)at  the  height  did  show, 
And  these  whose  raignes  adoption's  course  decor'd. 
Who  all  to  wprth,  would  fortune  nothing  owe. 
Till  unto  him*  whose  vertue  fame  had  woone, 
A  serpent-wife  did  bcare  a  tigrish  sonne. 

When  once  of  state  that  mystery  was  knowne. 
How  emperoim  might  for  private  meo't  regaid«» 
Be  made  abroad,  the  senates  will  not  shown, 
By  forraine  araiies,  or  prsetoriau  gnards, 
Then  (worth  90t  we  gh'd)  all  order  quite  orethrown. 
The  world  waa  bought  with  promised  rewards : 
Such  bent  to  pl«Sfe,  or  (scom'd)  to  ^uy  mov'd. 
They  slavish  still,  or  then  tyranoicke  proved. 

Yet  from  that  height  of  foule  confusion's  ragcu 
When  every  province  emperours  did  proclaime. 
Some  raigu'd,  whose  acts  of  state  did  grace  the  stage. 
By  rebels'  mines,  stnmgers  pat  to  i^ame, 
Which  might  have  matcb'd  the  best  of  smy  age, 
If  tbey  bad  beene  as  fortunate  to  fame  t 
But  barbarous  times  for  great  things  grosly  touch, 
Aureljan,  Clsudios,  Probua,  and  some  such. 

lloge  nomberii  now  m^  wandring  thoog^hts  amaae. 
Of  barbarotts  parts  which  did  for  state  contest  i 
Home's    greatest   rivall,  sunne-parchM    people's 

prwie. 
The  reall  rare  bird,  fobles  all  the  rest, 
Which  to  fome's  xewtb  did  her  glory  raise. 
Then  fell  in  ashes,  non^  when  not  the  best: 
That  haughty  towne,  whose  worth  her  foe  preferres. 
She  Africka^s  pheeis,  Hannibal  wu  bee's. 

He  whooi  oft  Tiotor  Eoman  troupes  did  see. 
Whose  campe  of  many  sorts  still  calme  did  prove. 
The  world's  thiid  caplaine,  seaiee  toap'd  fifit  to  be, 
Men,  eities,  Alpes,  all  opfMsitas  above^ 
(When  Gerthage  lendced,  onely  living  ine) 
To  siarre  for  bim»  who  did  great  monarchs  more: 
tf  e  wbil'st  alive,  though  boaisb'd  poore  and  old, 
SkiU  jeaWoa  Bona  in  fo«ro«f  him  did  Md. 


T^t:<yieeoe  of  oatiooi^  absq^oteljripBBiit, 
When  crushed  by  those  .whom  she  ao  oft  did  woasd, 
Though  she  deserv'd  what  could  be  hatch'd  by  hstf , 
Yet  theaBrmde  hands  whicb  did  her  pride  canfooii^ 
Like  iompesti  still  eocroachiog  oo  each  state. 
Till  Europe's  beauties  all  in  bloud  were  dniwn'd : 
As  actors  first  shall  suffer  once  in  ire. 
UjU  Oon^garded  rods^thrown  in  the  fife. 

Rome's  emulous  sister,  Easteme  Empires  faeigbt. 
Who  did  by  pairing  dissipate  her  power, 
(TboughChristians  call'd)barbarians  brings  to  ligbt, 
Whose  lust  p}  raigne  did  all  thingi  else  devoure, 
Who  others  oft  {all  dayes  to  them  tnmM  iHght) 
When  eyelesse  made,  eatomb'd  vittiEiii  a  tower: 
Bloud,  friendship,  doty  wioo^'d,  with  sbamefdl 
.wounds,  [fottodi. 

Who  plagu'd  with  darknesses,  dsrknesse  tbem  ow* 

That  stately  towyie  selepted  to  oopusaial. 
To  scepters  happy,  great  against  her  will, 
WhOj(tho«gh  the  emperour  feU)  did  empremestapi 
IKvorc'd,  not  widow'd,  match'd  with  monarchs  stiil, 
She  renders,  jo]m'd,  a  sometime  differi^  band. 
Of  Ethoickes,  Christians,  Turkes,aUdama'd  for  ill: 
Huge  is  the  troupe  which  doth  from  that  part,  psit, 
No  turban  hides  the  head,  vqx  ait  the  hcait. 

A  aavage  troupe,  the  direls  in  order  nose* 
Wbich  laviih  of  men's  lives  their  ends  to  gaine, 
As  Nature's  bastards,  quite  from  kinde  to  change, 
Had  (for  first  act  of  state)  their  bretfareo  slaiae, 
That  after  it  no  murther  might  seeme  strange ; 
An  ominous  entry  to  a  bloudy  raigne: 
And  well  it  may  be  said,  he  much^onunaodift 
Who,  when  helikes,oien'sUve^,  and  still  their  Isndi. 

That  Turke  who  boldly  past  the  bordering  floods 
In  Adriau*s  tomie  a  baibaious  throne  to  zaise. 
He  hringa  a  band  of  Ottoman's  sterne  brood. 
Yet  yeelds  to  cue,  prfao  did  the  world  amaae, 
Whil'st  in  Bizantium  he  yictorious  stood. 
And  Roman  power  did  absolutely  raze: 
For  soules,  and  bodies,  mischiefes  worst  to  iraau^ 
Cars'd  Mahomet,  damu'd  be  that  foutall  i 


Proud  Selimus,  who  with  a  monstrous  spleens^ 
'Iliy  father's  roine  labour'dst  loi^^  to  woiiie. 
And  gladly  wouldlit  a  parricide  have  been^ 
A  tyrant,  I,  what  can  be  worse  ?  a  Turke, 
Though  once  ostentive^  curious  to  be  seeae. 
Thou  in  some  comer  now  woold'st  wish  to  lurke: 
The  loldao  slayne,  and  mamaluckes  ofethimni, 
Who  then  sought 'st  all,  thou  now  art  not  thiaeom. 


Rhodes  cooquer*d  quite,  all  Huogarie 
He,  who  caus'd  place  upon  Vienna's  height. 
His  gaping  moone,  not  fiU'd  witbkingdpmes^onnc, 
Though  but  a  badge  of  change^  portending  aigbt, 
Lest  Europe's  empire  had  ahazard  runne. 
When  two  great  armies  were  afraid  to  fight : 
Great  Soliman,  sole-man  by  Turkes  thought  sblt, 
Whom  eould  he  spars,  who  hisowneaoBoe  did  kill? 

'TwatTurkei  and  Christians  now  no  tnunpetsiound, 
(Their  wanes  of  late  transfered  to  otiser  laodf;) 
The  Pernan  doth  the  Turkish  ooaqocat  booad. 
Of  ^  mnch  weight,  and  beniewitli  borrowed  hsad^ 
Which  their  sopportacs  threaten  to  ooofoqod: 
As  mamaluckcsb  9»A  the  pnotoriaa  baadi^ 
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"he  janisapriet  nmy  inake^lMies  u  J««t< 

^  cold  Muscoviana*  ^ad  of  soorcli^  Mores, 
'rom  differing  tropick!es»iionr  the  troupes  are  great ; 
luii  stout  NomidiaD  (Scipio's  friend)  deplores  - 
'hat  loDg  he  litr'd,  ^nd  yet  had  Jeam*d  too  kte ; 
lerce  Saiadine,  whose  fame  each  story  stores, 
Vhose  fatall  badge  upbraids  each  mortars  iutfi,    I 
liat  sultaine,  loe,  doth  lead  a  tawny  trayne, 
Vbo  luda  spoil'd,  bcagg'd  France,  aod  cooqaer*d 
SpaJne. 

^ith  men  whose  fame  was  registred  with  btoad, 
^0  from  tme  worth  to  reach  vaine  dreames  en- 
clin'd,  [rude) 

tome  women  come  who  had  (made  milde,.grown ' 
i  female  face,  too  masculiDe  a  minde, 
^'ho  though  6rftt  fram'd  to  propajn^te  men^sbroq^, ; 
Ti^m  nature  strayed)  toyN  to  destroy  their  kiode 
By  differing  raeanes  both  sexes  grace  their  state, 
[  scome  men's  coyoease,  women's  stoatnesse  batet 

rhere  ^^hor's  emprcsse,  who  dhj^nfs^d  did  rargne^ 
Tin  (as  by  her  his  syre)  slaine  by  her  sonne ; 
The  Scythian  queene  who  scoflPd  with  high  dtsdaioe, ' 
At  Cyras*  head,  when  toas'd  within  a  tunne: 
She  who  by  emperours^  spoiles  did  glory  gaine^ 
Zenobia  chast,  who  did  no  danger  shunne: 
That  which  they  brsgg'd  tof  om^,  they  now  benone. 
The  Amazons  all  tremble  at  this  throne. 

There  qualdag  squadtoos  (pressed  wHh  fearet )  con- 

Teene, 
Who  monoten  of  tbeir  sexe,  to  nature  strange, 
III  warre  not  onely  i^olent  were  seene, 
Whil'st  spurred  by  hate,  ambition,  or  revenge. 
But  brigants  fierce,  and  homicides  have  beene, 
Even  wberemoslboiilidtolove,  when  benttochange: 
Such  when  once  stray'd  in  misehiefe's  depth  they 

What  thing  so  bad  which  they  dare  not  contrive. 

-With  aspects  fiercer  O  what  •  cmell  crew ! 
Milde  nature's  horroar,  worse  then  can  be  deem'd, 
Who  barfaaroos,  yaa,  sbhaQMiable  grew,  tdeanM, 
Aad  wrought  their  wmaifie  whom  tkey  should  have  i«- 
Who  with  kinde  Uond  did  nakinde  bands  imbcna^ 
Tor  Tile  refwges,  aKmstejs.ma4  estee^*d: 
Whose  rage  did  reach  to  such  a  height  of  evils, 
That  bwDane  iulifiedtd  exoecd  the  0evirs; 

Tbere  Media's  mciiarch,  mine  of  tha  state,  . 

Whose  qephore's  saver  when  for  death  Ibitib  bome, 
Had  for  reward  from  him,  his  sonne  for  qwat, 
^  (thai  bb  soule  might  be  in  pieces  tome) 
The  bead  was  bmught  while  he  the  rest  did  cate, 
Ahigh  dadaina,  dissolved  in  bitter  scorae : 
2^  <^*B  bat  tbinke  what  griefe  he  did  conqeive, 
Sqoim's  mnrtharer,  mOomar,  bearer,  basse,  and 
grave. 

T|iea  ha  whose  part  oft  AthflB^  stage  did  tdl, 
^  by  his  brother  diest  like  food  did  finde, 
whirst  hoylng  imge(pent  up)  last  high  did  aweQ, 
Andbuntedwontinf  mflStbarbaraatkinAe;     ' 
TboQgh  both  (not  jeakms)  m^  inhdbite  H^l, 
j^ft^re&geanoesttU  doth  so  posteiae  his  nuDde't 
^t,  if  «f  CM  he  aoir  thjMigfat;  attainei, 
u  ODdy  is  to  fl^  his  biptbees  paiiifp. 


Those  two  to  naare  (yet  .forit  m/b^n^)  in  blend. 
Though  Graaka,  yiet  bashanmi;  qnila  Horn  aatvra 

stn^'d. 
To  make  his  brother  swallow  his  owqa  brood, 
(io  farre  that  fory  of  revenge  him  sway'd) 
Of  which,  the  one  did  dresse  (prodigjoas  fpod) 
A  childe,  hi&«nephew,  innocent,  betray'd: 
Kow  in  one  dungeon,  they  together  ^elly 
No  jealousie  nor^  ei^vy  stings  in  Hell.    . 

Twixt  Pandjon's  daughters,  wretched  Tereus  stands. 
Of  which  the  one  <  by  double  wrong  ahns'd) 
With  tongue  restored,  the  vengeance  due  demands^ 
For  brutish  lust,  and  barbarous  rigour  us*d. 
As  having  stoinM  bis  stomacke,  and  •bar  hands; 
By  him  the  other  is  as  m«ch  aceos'4.: 
A  aialer  kiade,  or  with  alt  love  at  strife, 
A  monstrous  naother,  an  ontragious  wife. 

She  grieTOiW  .wbom  kjQg.digtraot'dt  atraofe  tbongMa 

didnipve. 
To  venge  Jier  brDlJb^*  or  iier  aqime  to  4ay, 
A  sister,  mother,  doubtfull  which  to  prove, 
Till  tender  kindienesse  to  strong  rage  gave  way. 
Proud  of  men's  praise,  and  of  a  Indie's  love,  ' 
Whil'st  his,  the  boare,  he,  Atlanta's  yrey  i 
Thus  even  whil*^  fortune  fawn'd,  fates  did  destroy, 
"  O  what  small  bounds  abide  'twixt  giicfe  and  joy  !*' 

Of  queenes  accurst,  whose  names  may  hontH^bcee^, 
there  Inda,  Israel,  each  of  them  gives  one. 
The  tigris  who  destroyed  the  royaH  Seed, 
And  even  too  dearely  purchased  a  tbrone, 
Yet  one,  preserv'd,  did  to  tfl%  state  succeed. 
And,  justly  guerdoned,  was  her  rigour  gone : 
As  from  Ood^  fiivonr,  from  bis  temple  driv^Ef, 
That  muitberer's  mine  quickly  was  contriv'd. 

That  baHafall  Ilabrew,  queene  of  Sidon's  race, 
Wbod^iyt  attempt  a  warrfe  agaiaat  tbe  Lord, 
Ami  propMU  kiU'd,  or  them  nrre  eff  did  chase. 
Yet  Baal's  temple  wkh  abnndaocf  ftor'd. 
That  yijQstitu^  trynke,  aad  paio^  fooe. 
Were  head-longs  hurPd,  by  dogges  to  be  devonr'd: 
Yet  did  that  judgement  but  to  her  remaine. 
An  <*4roest  penny  of  etemall  peine. 

That  gr9t  CBchaualresse,  magioke^  power  ora- 

thrown. 
Who,  thca  the  ball  she  tam'd,  more  tnad  did  prove, 
Whirst  she. (his  babes  all  tome  in  pieces  sowae) 
From  following  her,  her  lather  did  remewe ; 
What  craell  wonder  hath  like  this  beene  knowne  ? 
One  of  the  sexe  most  milde,  fierce  when  in  kiee: 
No  doubt  the  Divell  did  rule  both  heart  and  hands. 
For  witcbcmlt,  jawrtber,  bis  by  doiible  bantii. 

From  dungeons darke,blacke  squadrons  part  a  space, 
(That  they  for  ever  spntenc'd  may  returae) 
By  covenant  the  DiveVs  peculiar  race. 
Who  hyr'H  by  hiro,  against  tbe  Hearens  did  spnmf. 
And,  when  detected,  dying  with  dii^ce, 
(As  martyrs)  ^id  for  their  profession  buroe : 
This  ominous  end  pfesaging  more  distresse, 
They  here  began  ijieir  portion  to  possesse. 

8b§,whQ«tEDdor,bsr4k«rfcii«afi^'d,     I0m6, 


iM^mmmmg  obaiwes*  a  wem/U 
Then  4i4  a^tafU,  mieit»  cnis^d.  aod  oMguf'd, 
Till  she  (HaU'i  Jkitd  hf*  mailer  M  «mm 
And  <ff  not  Sftwqal)  ina  lil«  JMi  fwptM'dt 
t9  lift  and  fteU  aU  tbM  lb«y  iid  r 
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That  witch  the  faomor  hath  wHh  msoy  tndi, 
To  live  with  hiia  whom  she  did  k>ve  ao  much* 

Some  who,  (all  magtcke's  tnpteries  well  known) 
For  temporal!  toyes,  eternity  have  lost. 
And  did  but  mocke  the  eyes  (false  wonders  shows) 
like  htm  who  would  have  bouj^ht  the  Holy  Ghost^ 
Their  Lord  at  last  with  rigour  urg'd  hts  owne. 
And  all  that  cosening  skill  too  dearely  cost. 
Their  mangled  members  dasht  against  the  stones,  . 
Whirst  he  to  search  their  soules,  crush'd  all  their 
booes. 

Some  subtle  sorceren,  whom  the  world  oomnends, 
This  horrid  art  to  sqch  perfection  bring, 
That  slaves  can  sell  their  k>rds  for  severall  ends. 
By  magickels  meanes  imprison'd  in.  a  ring. 
Whose  owners  with  their  lord  (as  his  deare  friends) 
May  by  this  pledge  advise  of  every  thin^: 
So  that  such  sprites  were  entertainM  for  spies, 
Which  told  some  troth,  to  purchase  trwt  for  lyes. 

There  some  who  first  (not  stray*d  from  Nature's 

ground) 
Were  bent  to  know  what  fate 's  in  clouds  obscur'd, 
Whom  (when  march'd  neare)  no  limits  more  could 

bound. 
But  they  would  have  all  what  could  he  procur'd; 
And  by  wrong  spies,  God's  secrets  soegbt  to  sound, 
As  (magicke*s band)  astrologie  allured; 
When  in  Heaven's  garden  once  allowed  to  be, 
Who  tempted  were  to  the  forbidden  tree. 

Of  that  base  sort  a  multitude  doth  swarme, 
Which  (though  not  curious)  simple,  or  in  want,  . 
Did  (when  themselves  abus*d)  abuse,  and  charme, 
Then  sprites  impuiey  to  practise  ill  did  hant  j 
Gould  doe  themselves  no  good,  did  others  harme, 
Rais'd  divels,  and  tempests,  but  could  nothing  dant : 
When  damn*d  at  last,  thev  this  advantage  gaine, 
That  with  their  masters,  they  are  mates  in  pakie. 

So  many  sorts  of  wicked  men  designM, 

Worse  then  the  worst,  what  troupe  doe  I  perceive  ? 

Muse,  though  thou  loath  that  I  should  presse  my 

minde 
With  passive  tbougfaCi,  such  monsters  to  conceive^ 
Yet  let  the  end  for  such  vile  soules  assigned, 
kn  every  heart  a  burd'nous  horrour  leave: 
Which  is  so  farre  estrang*d  from  my  conceit, 
1  feare  to  lessen  what  1  would  dilate. 

What  barbarous  traitours,  execrable  bands 
From  breasts  depth  earth-quakes  cast  up  swelling 

groaoes? 
Vile  assasines,  who  durst  with  impious  hands 
Bise  up  against  the  Lord's  anointed  ones. 
And  all  neglect,  that  Heaven  or  tb* Earth  commands. 
The  sword  not  fear*d,  no  reverence  unto  thrones: 
Whom  so  to  mischiefe,  Siatan  head-long  routes. 
That  for  fjiother's  life  they  give  their  soules. 

O  !  how  they  quake  with  a  dejected  face,      [end, 
Wbotooght  (Heaven's  horrour)  foptheirsoveraigne^s 
Some  (as  next  kinsmen  ayming  at  his  place) 
Swift  Nature's  course  impatient  to  attend, 
Some  having  parchasM  power,  by  warre  or  peace, 
(All  right  oontemii'd)  who  would  by  force 


Aa  troapei'wtio  kneir  ttol  <$od,  this  sqnadraa  611, 
There  want  not  others  who  did  know  hie  wilL 

There  Absofom  so  absolutely  (aire. 
Who  would  embosomM  be  by  proud  base  arts. 
Yet  fell  himselfe,  his  father  bent  to  snare. 
And  lost  his  whole  in  stealing  others'  hearts ; 
He  fltrre  puflfd  up,  dy*d  wavering  in  the  ayre. 
The  shamefull  forme  upbraiding  vaonted  parti: 
A  growing  gallowes,  grasping  tumide  hope. 
The  winde  was  hang-man,  and  his  haires  the  rope. 

AK !  must  I  staine  the  purenease  of  my  rymes, 
With  such  as  we  from  mmdes  should  quite  seclude.' 
Damo'd  be  their  memory,  unknownc  their  crymes; 
Of  acts  so  ill  examples  are  not  good. 
And  yet  have  we  not  seene  even  in  onr  times. 
How  ih'  Earth  abus'd,  begres  a  prodigious  brood: 
Who  fayning  g^iinesse,  from  God  rebell. 
And  will  seeke  Heaven  even  in  the  d«'pths  of  HeJL 

Op,  h3rpocrite  ingrate,  who  wast  enticed 
To  kill  that  king,  who  did  your  sect  advance, 
By  strangers  lov'd,at  home  by  atl  despia'd,  [Frenee^ 
Fromi  whom  when  stolne  from  Pole,  one  aeere  sitoie 
Had  he  not  falne  even  there  where  they  devis*d, 
The  monstrous  massacre !  great  God  what  chance  * 
Else  was  he  urg*^,  all  dignity  put  downe. 
To  quite  bis  kiogdome  for  a  naked 


That  villaine  vile  whom  all  the  world  abhorr'd. 
To  kill  that  king  who  dnrst  kod  Death  a  dart. 
Who  oft  had  scap*d  the  cannon  and  the  sword, 
And.banish'd  had  the  authors  of  base  ait. 
Since  not  his  tooth,  why  was  their  state  restored  ? 
Who  tooke  but  it,  in  earnest  of  the  heart: 
Blinde  zeale,soule's  frenzy,  now  makes  many  rave  j 
Can  mischiefe  merit,  or  can  mufther  save } 


Yet  those  vile  crimes  (though  with 

nam'd) 

Seeme  common  slaughters  when  I  them  conpare, 
With  that  strange  treason  tbroagh  the  worid  pr»- 

claim'd, 
Whieh  bragg*d  to  blow  all  Britaine  in  the  ayie ; 
Of  tfais'damn'd  plot,  the  Divelt  may  be  asham'd, 
Which!  had  no  p«ttenie,  and  ean  have  nohenre: 
Both  prinee  and  peeres,  it  threafening  straight  f 

orethrow, 
(Uke  Neroe>s  wish)  had  killM  all  at  one  Uov. 

When  Stygian  sUtea  an  dungeons  daike  ooospifd^ 
All  Albian*^  orethrow,  Britaine*s  utter  end. 
To  be  dispatch*d  as  paper  splent  when  fir'd,  [h«od, 
Which  mysticke  bragge,  when  none  coold  compis- 
Our  SakMnon  (no  doubt  by  God  inspir'd) 
Did  straight  conjecture  what  he  did  intend: 
Great  prince,  great  poet,  all  divine,  what  ttree? 
With  whom  on  Easth  was  God,  if  not  with  thee? 

Hell's  emissaries  with  confusioD  stored, 
Whoae  damn'd  devices,  lione  enough  can  hate, 
Though  they  shookl  be  by  all  the  world  abborr'i 
As  Nature's  scandall,  vipers  of  a  stale. 
Yet  are  they  praised  of  some,  yea,  and  ador'd. 
Since  by  religion  justifi*d  of  late: 
Some  miraelei  were  foin'd,  one  tme  is  wrought, 
That  monaten  martyn,   awtlieren  lamts  sre 
thought* 
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^10  can  but  bifnt  those  modene  thaci  to  tottcb, 
¥birst  bloody  bemrts,  and  baodiscaiitiiiootb  their 
breath  ?  [much 

^en  sone  (though  Chtkliaiit)  are  eooMModed 
?or  sufieriap»  bo»  eren  for  inflicting  death  ? 
t  may  indeed  be  jontiy  iaidof  such, 
rhey  bume  in  zeale,  worke  wonders  oat  of  fiuth, 
?n»o  flee  whole  kiogdomes  for  religjonli  lofe, 
had  to  aeeme  h<^,  homioidea  will  ^nm* 

Kext  thoee  great  men  whose  fhme  so  gloiioaa  flyes, 
Who  rag*d  with  ftiry,  or  for  folly  rav'd, 
And  bended  up  with  pride,  or  slack't  with  lyes, 
Idolatry,  or  murther,  stiU  oonceiv'd, 
A  dastard  troupe  atands  with  dejected  eyes. 
Whose  tainted  life,  world's  shame,  Heaven's  jndg* 
ment  craT'd:  [chase, 

Beards  of  such  hearts,  Heirs  bounds,  with  korronr 
Who  basely  wicked,  wickedly  were  base. 


DOOMES-DAY. 

oa, 

THB  GftBAT  DAY  OF  THB  LORD'S  lYDOMBNT. 
/       T«  StTlim  BODBI. 


THBAROUMBNT. 

To  vice  abandon'd,  those  who  basely  liv*d, 
And  sold  their  soules  to  be  the  slaves  of  lust; 
Blas^bemers^  drunkards,  gluttons,  all  who  striv'd 
To  pamper  flesh,  and  did  to  frailty  trust. 
False  iudgo,  witnesses,  who  fraud  oootriv'd. 
Or  were  in  that  which  they  piyfeis'd,  uijust: 
All  learned  men  who  have  their  gifu  abused  j 
Bat  chiefly  church-men  are  at  last  accos'd. 


Loe,soine  whom  Fortune  like  her  self^  made  blinde. 
Who  sacred  greatnease  did  most  grosiy  staine, 
Isvolv'd  hi  vices,  and  of  such  a  kinde. 
That  them  to  taxe,  even  Gentiles  did  attaine. 
Though  not  thought  sin,  nor  by  no  law  declin'd. 
Whose  facts  (as  filthy)  Nature  did  disdaine : 
Who  (following  sense)  from  reason  did  rebell, 
Longloath'd  on  th'  Earth  still  tortar'd  in  the  Hell. 

Assyria's  king  (no  king  before  depriv'd) 

(Though  others  baibarous)  first  who  beastly  prov'd. 

Who  (faint  fbr  lust)  efibminately  liv'd. 

Till  by  despatre  to  seeme  coaragioas  mov'd. 

He  (when  he  knew  his  mine  was  contrfv'd) 

Did  with  himselfe  borne  all  things  which  he  tov'd : 

This  act  was  bad,  yet  praised  for  his  best, 

0  who  can  thinke  how  hateful  I  were  the  rest ! 

dome's  ugly  lord  (power  hatefnll  for  bis  sake) 
Whose  vile  desires  could  never  be  asswag'd, 
Who  (Natore's  horrour)  man  to  wife  did  take, 
^  whole  to  last  and  gluttony  engaged, 
Who  did  profnsely  feasts  prodigious  make, 
A  death  disastrous  (as  his  due)presagM: 
H^  it  Ctboogh  ill) all  meanea  prepared  to  grlMi^ 
Yet  (,alwa^  foule)  dy'd  in  a  filUy  place. 


There  stand  worlds  great  onei^  wbovalnejoy  enjoy'<^ 
While  bonndlesae  lust  ptill  strange  desirea  did  breed. 
Though  gelded  keepers  jealously  eonvoy'd 
A  female  troupe,  for  foncy,  not  for  need,   [cloy'd. 
Vast  appetite,  w«ake  power,  much  wiah'd,  aooaa 
A  longing  first,  straight  toathing  did  succeed : 
That  sinne  so  sweet,  which  nature  most  desires. 
Doth  here  breed  temporall,  hence  etemall  fisab 

The  infout  world  great  freedome  did  allow, 
To  those  delights  which  people  did  the  gr(Nind« 
At  least  strict  lawcs  did  punish  none  as  now, 
For  any  fault  that  did  not  wedlocke  wound. 
And  chastnesse  then  had  beene  a  fooliih  vow. 
When  parents'  praise  a  populous  oApriog  crown*d» 
Men  then  were  forc'd  with  all  degrees  to  we^ 
Till  some  discenta  more  lawfull  limits  bred. 

That  which  God  first  in  Eden  did  ordaine. 
And  with  a  wonder  Christ  confirmed  too. 
By  which  both  aeius  fortified  remaina> 
Two  doubled  ones,  and  a  contracted  two. 
That  sacred  league  who  ever  vow  in  vaine^ 
Although  they  thuike  all  secret  what  tbsy  doe: 
It  is  a  sinne  which  God  so  highly  hates, 
He  markes  it  still  with  mines  of  4 


Amongst  the  lewes  whereGod  moetclearelywronghly 
All  women  deem'd  their  husbands  to  deceive. 
Straight  by  the  priest  to  publicke  tryall  brought, 
If  guilty  dyed,  not  guilty,  did  conceive;  [thought. 
Love  and  foith  wrong'd,  this  crime  so  mule  waa- 
That  when  for  sinne  God  Iroold  his  people  leave. 
The  propheta  all  adultery  did  name, 
(lust  banda  dissolved)  which  did  divorce  with  thane* 

What  raving  madnease  doth  enflame  the  mtnde 
With  curioosnesse,  another's  course  to  know  ? 
When  one  the  like  by  lawfull  meanes  may  finde, 
Why  should  he  seeke  to  Steele  what  othiws  ewe  } 
Which  is  (when  reach'd)  not  such  as  was  design'd 
By  fond  conceit's  imaginary  show:     .     [woe  ends. 
What  (had  with  care)  feare  keeps,  shame  checks, 
Man  wrong'd,  Qodgriev'd,  damnatkm  last  attends. 

Though  by  like  law  both  seies  bounded  be. 
Yet  to  the  stronger,  lesse  restraint  was  showne. 
Who  (others*  wives  not  touch'd)  did  eke  seeme  free. 
Where  for  each  scape,  a  woman  was  orethrowne : 
And  forward  fome  (too  partiall)  as  we  see,  [knowne: 
More  damnes  them,  if  suspect,  then  men  when 
He,  this  way  stray'd,  to  some  more  gallant  seemes. 
Where  her  (once  stayn'd)  the  worid  no  more  ea- 
teemes. 

From  wives  so  fame  their  fellowes  to  preferre. 
The  generall  judgement  diverse  reasons  move; 
If  from  their  honour  any  way  they  erre. 
Some  may  them  use,  though  never  traely  love  $ 
As  him  her  fault,  the  husband's  shames  not  her. 
Whose  treacherous  part  may  more  pemitioos  prove: 
He  but  aflbrds,  and  she  receives  disgrace. 
He  but  augments,  she  falsifies  the  race. 

A  woman's  worth,  which  Nature  deckes,  not  art, 
Opinion  values,  fafour  doth  procure. 
Whose  glory  is  the  conquest  of  a  heart. 
Which  vcftue  doth,  not  vanity  allure,. 
Where  beauty,  wit,  and  each  respected  part. 
Are  sbam'd  by  her,  but  honoar  not  a  whores 
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WhniAilMy  or  niiAy  nm  ira  ditgnusM  tiPD  WAycs^ 
A  wwUiui  oody  when  from  hsut  she  ftofo. 

7h«7  who  (sH  banhig  with  Toluiitaotii  tires) 
Bid  duMlle  hut «  a  ddigfatfalt  jnest. 
And  (oiakiiiir  beauty  bawd  to  bttse  d^siret} 
Did  boy  their  oolonr  id  to  tell  the  rest, 
Loe,  painted,  fiiltB,  or  itolne,  fhoe,  mlnde,  attireiy 
All  is  beii'd,  and  badoesae  is  their  best ; 
Beare  piwvesithe  pleasure,  bitter  is  the  galne, 
Which  bkektfiBgrBceapbniides  with  endlessepmna. 

There*  beantie*s  gdddesse  with  these  dalntyOrealcMi 
Who  did  enduere  the  treasure  of  a  huee, 
Jnd  ffood  of  that  which  idle  fancy  seekes) 
Would  kiase  like  doves,  like  ivie  did  embrace, 
Red  lippes,  white  hands.  Mack  eyes,  curPd  haires, 
smooth  cheekes,   .  [grace; 

Which  flattering  smiles,  and  flaming  lookes  did 
That  once  forc'd  favour,  but  now  hatred  moves : 
Then  for  Adonis  greater  griefe  she  proves. 

With  daughters  two  love's  Leda  weepes  in  vaine, 
(One  1^  baser  sport  transported  for  aipace) 
Who  kiird  her  husband,  by  her  sonne  was  slaine  : 
Next,  that  great  beauty  which  the  Graekes  would 

grace, 
Bat  by  more  lustre  doe  betray  a  staioe, 
Troy's  fiatall  plague,  the  fable  of  each  place. 
Much  courted  once,  she  now  detested  stands, 
(As  kill'd  for  her)  accused  by  murmuring  bands. 

Lascivious  Ijbs  much  in  Corinth  knowne. 
Who  sold  deare  pieasure,  pretkras  but  by  price; 
That  dame  of  goods  ill  galn'd  for  ftvnknesse  showne, 
Whom  Rome  made  goddesse  that  way  never  nice, 
Brard  chiefei  for  whores  who  thousands  have  ore- 

throwne, 
Though  striking  hearts  with  horroor  of  that  vice; 
lust  breeds  d  plague  of  late  which  all  doe  knth, 
A^  whieh  still  shame,  death  sometime  oft  yeeldir' 

both. 

That  pompous  queene  admired  so  much  fbr  state, 
When  daunting  them  whose  fome  did  hostes  appall, 
(World's  conqncrmirt  conquei^d)  who  (then  both 
Made  Cesar  flie,  and  Antony  lo  fall,  [more  great) 
Rare  courage  !  rais'd  with  a  declining  fhte^    . 
Who  di'd  triumphing,  when  design'd  a  thrall; 
But  for  these -faults  which  numbers  did  confbond,- 
Then  aapickes  gave,  shee  feeles  a  deeper  wound. 

Rome's  wanton  dame  doth  thrust  amid'st  this' 

,  throng, 

(Soe  sparkling  lust  empoison'd  had  her  heart) 

Who  from  the  atewes  when  eiercised  long, 

Made  weary  oft,  not  satlsfl'd  did  part ; 

Yet  match'd  with  Silius  (made  the  rulgar  song) 

She  fore*d  grosK  Claudius  dtt>wsity  to  stait ; 

Who  though  that  hee  had  cause  to  take  her  lif<^ 

Yet  (stiangely  stupid)  asked  for  his  wifiB. 

Yob  who  below  have  forfeited  your  fattie. 

And  from  their  God  so  many  doe  divorce. 

Who  seam  can  blush,  though  but  abadg^  of  sbanie,' 

Lo^  what  is  all  that  you  so  much  enforce ! 

A  little  flash,  an  estasie^  a  dreame,  [mone : 

Which  loath'd  when  done,  doth  <|uickf y  leave  re- 

What  footot  ate  these  Who  fbr  a  fhet  so  fbole. 

Lose  fisaM and  goods,  thv^hbdy  aailthtf  se«de  r 


Tv  forde  ftMMi'fofther  who  ft^m  el 

(Things  fbira  when  nearer  £idl  Ibole  when  onoe  tbey 

touch) 
More  lore  inr  reason,  but  no  nvoor  showne. 
Some  loos*d  just  int'rest  urgiing  it  too  much ; 
Lot's  daughters  this,  and  TVimai'f  rape ' 
locasta,  Mjnrrha,  Canace,  and  such ; 
Incestuous  matches  make  a  monstrous  biood, 
Loath'd  are  they  now  who  tainted  thus  thdr  Mood. 


0  fiitaJl  iU,  which  man-kinde'nay 
Must  things  nnlawfoll  most  aflfected  he  } 
All  BdenV  fruits  were  freely  mcn-save  one^ 
Yet  Erab  long'd  for  the  forbidden  tree^ 
Man  ore  all  creatures  piac'd  (as  in  a  throne) 
Hath  thrali'd  hiraselfe,  and  m  a  base  dcgiee ; 
Vaine  appetites,  and  an  enormous  lust. 

Have  brought  bim  back  more  low  then  to  tlie  dart^ 

The  Stygian  tyrant  nothing  can  asswage,  > 
When  ravishers  upbraid  th'  intended  wrong; 
There  Tereus,  Nessus,  all  shall  hare  tbeir  wage ; 
These  guests  ingrate,  who  for  the  bride  did  throng: 
Then  Shechem,  Amnon,  l^rquin,  by  lost^  rage. 
Who  were  to  fbrce  infortunately  strong; 
Blood  quenching  lust,death«vengin9  honcRir*swoiaid, 
Euen  in  this  world  wrath  did  all  those  confound. 

Such  foults  though  great*  match'd  with  more  grest, 

seemelesse. 
Those  whom  to  pleasure  weaknesse  did  betray^ 
They  but  the  law,  not  nature  did  tmnsgreste^ 
The  sexe  observ'd,  in  sort  did  miely  stray : 
Where  some  more  vile  then  any  can  ezpresse» 
Both  God  and  Nature  In  such  horrour  hare  ; 
That  if  their  sinne  were  not  in'scripture  seene, 

1  should  not  tbinke  that  it  had  ever  beene. 

That  towne  which  wascohsum'd  with  Jbqwiersof  fir^ 
Where  men  first  men,  then  angels  striv'd  to  staine. 
Of  fiearefull  type  of  memorable  ir^ ! 
Whose  bounds  «tHI  ugly  like  their  mme  remune^ 
Of  which  the  world's  great  ludge  shall  now  enquire. 
And  for  the  same  app^nl  some  speciall  peine : 
That  fault  too  foule  not  fit  to  be  but  nam'd. 
Let  good  m^  thtnke  that  it  cannot  be  dreaiaPd. 

Woe  now  to  them  who  from  all  bounds  did  swerve. 
And  rstfll  intemperate)  livM  like  abject  beasti. 
As  wholly  given  their  appetites  to  serve^ 
Whose  pleasure  did  depend  upon  their  tests. 
And  whil'st  the  poore  (for  famine  faint)  did  sterve, 
With  food  sopeit'aous  rioted  in  feasts: 
With  Dives  now  tormented  they  remaine. 
And  envy  beggars  whom  they  did  disdaine. 

That  proud  Chaldean  baoquetttng  in  state. 
As  bragging  of  God's  spoils,  puflfd  up  in  heart. 
Who  drunke  in  minde,  and  surfeiting  of  meat. 
To  serve  his  use  church-vessels  did  convert  i 
Till  this  was  scene  bis  courage  to  abate,        [part : 
I/),  thou  art  weigh'd,  found  light,  thy  kingdomes* 
Who  with  his  hand  whil'st  writing  thus,  did  woood. 
Must  with  his  whole  in  judgement  quite  ooofoundi 

He  with  bruTe  troups  who  bragg*d  BethnBan^ walls 
Whose  breast  for  blond,  or  wme,  still  raging  boil'd, 
Drinke  forcing  his,  his  sword  a  nnknber's  falls, 
Who  men  of  lives,  of  honour  women  spoil' d ; 
He,  then  when  threatning  all  the  world  as  ttffalb, 
Whil'st  most  secure,  etemally  was  foird  {- 
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|^i««rfi«r^^  not  iio«  to  COUDteiWDce  crioaef  wtlli 

Ollffat* 

Nor  policy  to  clonke  thdr  coiftie  *ith  ttifht. 


rcCt 

ikc  uaca  likt  be*yil&,  a  ooily  molua  tbem  «or«, 
IbMK  bo  be  dmok  beuU  iKit  io  bate  c»a  h^i 
ffom  reiMiii  ooely  ia«lflfW=  dutb  divorce 
It  bqlli  from  iCBie,  tad  reASon*  as  we  s«^ : 
A  moftbwrer  bd  pfi?ct)tes  the  boiJ  ie's  BilJ , 
Wbere  druEikeaaeKe niili  it,  soule"!,  fame**,  aad  ilJI. 

Wjien  !](iiM««j  much  «erv  croptf  tbti  budded  first, 
And  who  stood  mft  <m  ^eas^  by  Uind  made  ^tnke, 
Tlie  fAthcf  M?oni*d,  the  soane  beca^me  nccuret, 
%toUr»  ifrisht«kl  remnant  did  for  borronr  fthritike ; 
H*  »bu  ««  nevtr  oiord  witti  Sodome'lB  worst. 
When  sc]^>t  frcdn  flminei  wa*  all  enflani'di^itli  drinke, 
And  of  those  two  so  singular  for  grace, 
W  fine  k)«l  a  pert,  lb«  other  all  biv  rm£e^ 

Thil  in  thi*  wsrt  which  m»de  »uch  meti  to  fatl^ 
Of  pidjr  tlKRigh  specialJ  pattenu  naiiiMt 
No  doubt  it  cannot:  but  confottnd  tbem  &11, 
Wk>  in  Iblskinde  bftv«  loch  c^ticslitient  dr^am^d, 
Tbat  (ta  the  »aine  voMir'd  voluntaf^  tlii«ll) 
Tbty  b«f  wheu  ftwbi  wlwfwlbty  dicmW  be  whaui  d, 
Siieh  oaeky  vhm  §iowtm  ww«,  leiwt  please  the 
""     !  th«n  a*  d«td|  not  able  to  do  cvilL       [I^vill, 


Thonfti  to  be  dmoke  one  did  no  linnc  conamit, 
Y«  il  h  fTO«»e,  and  ugly  erery  way, 
AttliBt  vbicb  apoili  ti^egrBt*et  the  nrenf  th,  the  v'lU 
The  ffet  made  ituinUlp,  ond  the  ti^f oe  to  stray  j 
iBd  vberv  a  rmtue  h»  qtiite  ^ittotberinEr  H^ 
,   £ach  wcakei*e»eth»i  ooe  hath  doth  stmgbl  hcstray  j 
Hkc  rice  like  ibh,  which  all  ills  t^Ue  includef, 
^Ke  xinruU»  sliaoiefull,  hurtiog  health  s^od  good»? 

Thit  ra£*  of  Satan,  Itke  hlmselfe  io  Jya, 
Muit  t)»ea  tcli  tnitb  id  him  who  all  thiii|i»  knowf, 
Of  tin  Eifi«r  fraud  »ho  soooe  the  centre  try«% 
Aiki  lialh  p*rceiTis  all  their  drceivioir  ibowSt 
Uha«prtMniiw*(Iif  ■        "      *      "    f.>r  fly^) 
^  »«b|le  mare  the  L  'w?* 

^liotainly  iraant  ai  .. .  .    'eJW^ 

Hiat  3)«n  with  (nih»,  aad  babeftjre  tmp'd  with  toyea, 

0  now  thcT^  »ple  bow  ill  they  play'd  their  parU, 
When  they  revive  jtbandoodinE:  the  dust ! 
Ptatne  and  tfannipafaTil  afe  their  hollow  henrtt, 
WhSph  did  dHttde  the  wurid»  h^tmying  trustt ; 
Tboiigtr  snUle  Ihooght,  then  eimple  pfov  e  ih«^e  artSj 
Wbkh  wifly  «er¥«  to  circuroffcot  the  just : 

Sacb  (i-eotriBf  tma^)  base  triflei  bent  to  gnm^, 
W«re  fini  to  sbacD««  ajid  Inst  etpos'd  to  pnfne, 

Ai  aiaay  mouie  m«i  muster  iu  thil  band» 
iSy  ntnca  maile  Mm,  or  forced  by  want^ 
T^-'f  'tthfrr*fe  who  kimgdomei  did  eQUttinandt 
Ai-  ■*  it riv'd  every  thing  to  d»ittit| 

1  alouibow  to^aod, 
B                               ;ianda  ilul  ittpplant, 

.V  1 1  brut 'd  within  their  minde, 

_l»i       ;       „     _-    ome  few  foots  confined. 

ff*  JoyfiM  with  subjeii*  to  be  jtidgM  come  in  ; 
' — ^-finpwwn  aM  (sinnej 

«e  inilMp  tt  <  ^ardt  guard 

e  mpc^ma  bn*  .        . .  iicc  here  ^ 
» tmtiei  they  in  vmnc  htpu, 
( tbemiieUac  to  cieare  t 


That  Korgeon*  king  who  killM  Canaader'^  t 
IVv  him  prevented  ont4y  by  on*  day^ 
\Vitb  tniittjall  te^Mmj  ami  curteties  begttnt 
Both  filming  love,  vhfm  purposed  to  betray  • 
Tbes^  fiode  wUhall  *li»  have  iwch  CMiraea  ruime. 
That  generotit  pfaicmeiae  pn»rwi  the  bvttcr  way  i 
No  men  mope  wretched  ihpn  lotrre  gfeatcrt  kmfi. 
Both  for  omitting,  and  uomraiiting  thmgu 

They  at  thli  time  nnt  onely  are  aecui^d, 

TuF  all  which  they  directly  did  a^fctp 
But  even  for  other*  catinot  be  *^cos'dt 
VVhoi»  ihey  did  raise,  *ppro*e.  or  not  ©wt«*| 
Save  greaUT  torment  wbeii  ran  rightly  us*d^ 
Now  ^tveraiEne  power  dolh  puwbaaa  no  rwpg^t 
"  Of  high  imptoymenti  great  acoounta  are  crair'd, 
Aud  they  must  rendrr  matt,  wl»  QMJtt  nxth'tl." 

Faith  (if  once  brokf;)  doth  m  diaplenM  each  mlndft^ 
That  it  not  kept  (cren  to  an  Eibnickc  king) 
The  last  in  luda's  tUmone  (hit  citjwne  reiign'd) 
AU  chanr'd  with  cbatm-^tob^dagehase  didbripgi 
Whosaw  h if  Sonne*  fir^t  tiltUth«?a^*5  madebtinde, 
Wlmt  more  mishap  Ji  heart  with  griefe  could  tting^ 
He  wretched  wn*,  not  that  bi»  eyes  were  reft^ 
But  to  B(^  ill  that  they  too  long  wens  left. 

Pale  stand  they  now,  who  took  God's  name  in  vmtnej 
And  have  the  r  kmiIc*  for  triflmg  ends  forswtinie  j 
Wbo  hearts  »tiU  straight,  a^  simple  did  diidaine, 
Whose  wit  contd  glose  on  victi,  and  vertuc  ■oom^ 
Who  Ihund'rini?  oath*  the  very  ay  re  did  ftmmmt 
O  how  U>fy  eu^  the  boura  that  they  were  home! 
Such  yfl  the  Devi II  have  calPd  and  God  refuaM, 
With  imprecations,  cxecrmtioij*  i*s*iJ. 

Of  all  these  false  ones  which  this  lime  doth  try* 
With  greatest  wrath  the  Uird  doth  them  porsiac, 
WTio  (forcing  faith)  were  bold  to  aell  a  Ij'c, 
Amrming  freely  what  they  nevflr  knew : 
With  these  vile  hirelings  which  made  Nabal  dy<v 
A  number  more  damn'd  for  thia  fault  1  view. 
Which  witneases  to  try,  no  witntsae  need*, 
Thdr  guilty  conscience  lar^c  confvMtcia  breeds 

Trcwij^  which   for  spite  dursl  nt^e  a  feisc  com- 

^    plaint. 
That  tyrants  migbt  the  saints  of  God  commit. 
With  ^imenctae  now  tbeir  faces  feare  doth  paint. 
To  witnesae  wrong  wbo  did  extend  tbdr  wit ; 
Whiht  thcv  hfhold  those  whom  they  i*riir*d  to  taint. 
With  augtls  rank'd  (injnd^irg  Ihem)  to  iit : 
The  great  nccnser  d*j|h  a^minst  them  plead. 
Whom  onee  he  pleaa'd,  that  he  them  theooe  may 
kade. 

Loe,  a»  tlieir  bodies>  naked  are  their  m i  ndi, 
(That  maske  reroov'd  which  tbd  thtm  Unig  di»fuife> 
\^"ho«s  TOWS,  and  oath*,  hut  brt^aih,  uncut  witJi  tb# 

windS) 

No*  to  aecnr*,  gifmi  onely  in  rntiei-. 
These  nel*  of  fraud,  w«ivd  in  so  many  kM% 
Whence  poys'nouafnakeft  did  (hid  *Hb  fi«w«Bn)iwr- 

prire, 
Ail  at  an  inrtaiit  mm  k  biwight  to  light, 
WhtcU  deep  difs«ifiM«li  hud  wmpt  wp  «»  »*Si>'^ 
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The  €kath  of  f«ch  wfaom  here  Mtotfd  I  tmw* 
It  he  whose  words  as  oracles  were  thought; 
Who  by  two  cooncells  did  his  kiog  punue, 
Whoee  shame  the  one,  whose  life  the  other  sought, 
Not  wise,  though  witt&e,  false  whil'st  speaking  true 
When  all  his  plots  were  to  coufusioD  brought  i 
Whowitoesse,  partie,  judge,  and  hangman  too^ 
Damned  by  himselfe,  left  now  the  ksse  to  doe. 

That  great  Arch-patron  of  such  cunning  parts. 
Is  back'd  by  many  drawne  firom  southerne  climes. 
Who  first  to  tongues  driv'd  honestie  finom  hearts. 
And  bent  to  prosper  car'd  not  by  what  crimes. 
The  Florentine  made  famous  by  these  arts. 
Hath  tainted  numbers  even  of  modeme  times : 
Till  subtilty  is  to  such  credit  rais*d. 
That  &ishood  (when  callM  policy)  is  prais*d. 

Ah !  this  of,  zeale  the  sacred  ardour  oools. 
And  doth  of  atheists  great  abundance  make^ 
Philosophers,  pbysitianS,  lights  of  schools, 
First  causes  bunting,  do  the  second  take. 
By  learning  ignorant,  by  wit  made  fools, 
O  how  their  knowledge  makes  them  now  to  quake ! 
Who  wrong'd  God's  glory,  and  provok'd  his  wrath. 
By  forcing  reason,  and  neglecting  faith. 

Who  (nature's  slaTCS,  no  grounds  lave  hers  would 
touch)  [ceme. 

Still  studying  th'  Earth,  not  what  did  Heaven  con* 
They  wish  they  had  knowne  more,  else  not  so  much. 
Had  had  no  light,  else  judgment  to  disceme, 
Diagoras,  Deinocritus,  and  such 
Voluptuous  epicures,  and  stoicks  steme : 
This  narrow  search  which  all  their  soules  must  sift, 
Ko  subtle  wit  by  sophistry  can  shift 

,  / 

Though  to  all  those  whom  sinoe  hath  made  to  sinke, 
(If  pale  repentance  not  by  teares  do  purge) 
Thif  court  yeelds  feares,  eve^  more  then  men  can 

thioke, 
Of  all  his  laws  when  God  a  counl  doth  urge. 
Yet  chieAy  they  whose  doomes  made  others  sbrinke. 
If  once  accused,  they  cannot  scape  a  scourge ; 
Of  such  below  who  should  his  place  supplie. 
The  Lord  (as  jealous)  all  the  wayes  doth  try. 

They  who  were  judges  judgment  must  attend. 
Whose  hearts  with  conscience  have  no  longer  truce. 
Whom  bribes,  hate,  love,  or  other  partiall  end. 
Did  buy,  wrest,  bow,  or  any  way  seduce ; 
No  law,  nor  practick  can  them  now  defend ; 
There  is  no  hope  this  processe  to  reduce: 
His  sentences  whose  words  are  all  of  weight, 
(Whence  scarce  pfonouncM)  are  execut^  straight 

He  who  to  death  did  damne  the  Lord  of  life, 
Vnhappy  man  bow  hatefull  is  his  part ! 
When  grievM  in  minde,  and  warned  by  his  wife. 
He  washM  his  hands,  but  would  not  purge  his  heart. 
Yet  for  ksse  peine  with  some  he  stands  at  strife. 
Who  give  wrong  doomes,  yet  not  so  much  as  smart : 
But  men  to  please  sinoe  be  the  Lord  oootenm*d. 
He  must  be  judg'd  by  him  whom  he4xmdemn'd. 

One's  monstrous  crimes  with  torments  how  to  match. 
The  devils  do  all  concurre  for  vengeance  great. 
Who  (when  at  sacred  food)  did  mischiefe  hatch, 
A  traitor,  theefe,  apostate,  and  ifigrate. 
Who  made  (when  he  his  Lord  to  trap  did  watch) 
A  Jkifif(tboii|[h  lova*!  ^hiafe  signt)  the  badgeof  hata; 


He  sought  his  wreaka  who  came  tbe  porM  tottvi^ 
What  greater  crime  pould  aU  HeUli  baste  coaeam^ 

They  who  of  late  did  at  poore  suiters  grudge. 
Yet  for  more  rich  men  reasons  could  contrive* 
(Though  there  were  hope  that  gifts  could  calme  this 
They  naked  arc,  and  nothing  have  to  give,  [judge) 
O  what  strange  furies  in  their  bosomes  lodge ! 
Who  wish  to  dye,  and  yet  of  force  most  live  r 
These  who  from  others'  plaints  had  barr'd  their  ears. 
Spoke  sighs  in  raine,  and  raine  downe  floudsof  teaies. 

Ye  iudges,  ye  who  with  a  little  breath 
Can  mine  fortunes,  and  disgrace  inflict. 
Yea,  sit  securely  (whil'st  denouncing  death) 
In  lives  (though  pretious)  as  but  toyes,  uot  strict  j 
Ye  must  be  judg'd,  and  in  a  time  of  wrath. 
When  Christ  himselfe  to  justice  doth  addict: 
To  rigour  fierce  then  give  not  rashly  plaoe. 
For  if  you  scape,  it  onely  is  by  grace. 

All  those  whom  power  doth  arme  and  glory  dedkt. 
Not  onely  are  for  their  owoe  faults  disprovM, 
But  for  all  theirs  whom  they  were  bound  to  cfaecke. 
Yet  where  they  owM  just  hate,  not  loath'd  but  lov'd: 
His  sonnes  both  kilrd,  old  Eli  broke  his  neeke. 
Whom  he  (though  tax'd)  not  mended,  nor  re- 
moved. 
*'  Who  punish  may,  and  yet  comport  witit  siniie, 
Hiey  lose  themselves  where  they  sh<Mild  othen 
winne." 

Some  who  would  mocke  the  worid,  appearing  pv^ 
So  with  fraile  colours  frailty  to  disguise, 
Whil'st  privately  some  person  they  procme 
To  execute  the  ill  that  they  devise. 
Though  (shadow'd  thus)  they  dreame  thenaelves 

secure, 
Whil'st  gaine  to  them,  to  otfters  hate  do^  rite  i 
Who  indirectly  thus  a  fault  commit. 
Are  fi>und  more  guilty  by  dissembiiBg  it. 

That  Edomite  in  Hell's  black  depths  tnvolv'd, 
Whil'st  he  tevenge,  else" guerdon  did  attend. 
Who  even  in  church,  the  priests  ore-throw  resolv'd. 
And  at  devotion  mischiefe  did  intend  : 
(WithHeaven  and  Earth  at  once  all  bands  dissolve) 
Vile  Doeg,  dogge,  both  false  to  God,  and  friend: 
Though  true  his  words,  the  sense  was  wrong  anncs'd» 
And  now  he  finds  what  glose  betrai'd  the  text. 

Those  base  informeiv  who  (by  envy  led) 
Three  Hebrews'  mine  did  with  fraud  oonsptra^ 
Then  was  the  fomace  when  with  flames  made  red^ 
More  fierce  they  finde  the  rage  of  sparkling  iie^ 
And  (neare  that  forme  by  which  their  eyes  were  fid) 
They  enter  must,  not  be  consum'd  with  fiie : 
Yet  diflTer  thus,  these  seapt,  not  tonch'd  againe. 
Where  they  mustalwayes  bume  with  endltt 


These  leacheroos  lodges,  infamie  of  age. 
Who  (for  Susanna  iu  an  ambush  plac'd) 
Did  runne  (enfiam'd  with  a  voluptuous  rage) 
And  living  snows  (all  freez'd  with  feare)  endirac*d, 
Which  treason  did  'twixt  two  great  straits  engage^ 
To  sione  in  secret,  or  to  dye  disgrac'd ; 
They  curse  their  course  which  so  impetuous  prov^l, 
Twixt  passiods  toss'd  whil'st  hating  whom  they  Md» 
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That  frUh  of  envy,  babble  of  bwe  pride, 
Who  for  one's  cause  a  nation  woald  ore-throw. 
Hit  whole  m  hazard,  or  he  would  abide 
The  trivial!  want  of  ao  extemall  show  ; 
Yet  had  what  be  for  others  did  provide, 
A  rare  example  of  vaine  h^gbt  brought  low ; 
Who  of  the  man  whom  he  did  most  disdaine, 
The  bridle  Jed,  nost  abject  ^f  the  tnUoe. 

When  sometime  matchM  by  emulatiog  aitnUf 
Black  calumnie  (swoloe  hate  aad  envte*8  childe) 
Damnes  hUn  with  others  (^pJse  records  are  riliB) 
By  whom  Apelles  was  from  men  exil'd. 
Who  (animating  colours)  ooioar'd  life. 
Till  (by  their  eyes)  men  joy'd  to  be  b^il'd : 
Whirst  drawn  by  him  an  adpiirable  peece» 
U  (as  a  ti«e«ue>  was  engnwi'd  in  Greece. 

No  vice  bel<^  Iranghts  Pluto  with  more  spoils 
Than  avarice,  which  nothing  can  controule  { 
(The  heart  with  oares,  the  body  tyr*d  with  toils) 
Whil'st  it  (a  tyrant)  doth  oppresse  tha  soule. 
And  all  the  bods  of  rising  vertue  foils. 
Too  grasly  beae,  and  miserably  ^foule ; 
Then  it  can  ne? er*scape  a  geoerall  hate, 
Which  QCie  to  foond  woold  ruine  every  state. 

Not  onely  wr^hes  all  the  world  would  wrong, 
But  even  themselves  defrand  of  what  is  due ; 
From  all  their  ireasnres  tra?eird  for  so  long, 
Which  they  bnt  owe,  not  use,  not  owe,  hot  view. 
Them  fortune  oft,  death  still  to  part  is  strong. 
Who  of  all  sinners  have  most  cause  to  rue:  [gaine, 
They  lose  themselves  that  doubtlull  heiies  may 
lbs  pleasvms  want  of  sinne,  have  bnt  the  peine. 

By  misery  to  finde  his  ibUy  mov'd, 
When  fortune's  dreames  were  vanished  all  away. 
That  Indian  king  who  Solon's  speech  approv'd. 
Did  clearly  tell  how  greatacsse  did  betray, 
And  highly  loath'd  what  he  too  much  had  tov'd  ; 
TbooghU  which  for  treasures,  no,  for  trifles  Itmy : 
What  even  when  pleasant  be  did  then  disdaine, 
0  how  he  hates  it  now  when  cause  of  peine ! 

That  Roman  wIm>  hot  such  did  rich  esteemer 
^  fomish  night  an' boost,  yet  want  not  fisare, 
When  his  Sonne's  head  (whose  hopes  so  great  did 

•aame) 
ytth  honour  crowutt  a  braggingParthian'sspeare, 
Then  «li  |iis  wealth  eonld  not  himselfe  nedeeme, 
Kill'd  oft  ere  dead,  barbarians  scoffes  to  beare ; 
^us  ha  who  long  below  so  rich  did  drreli, 
Sob'd  fortune,  fome,  and  life,  went  poove  to  HellL 

^ewhoae  base  mind  they  whomitpleas'ddidsoome, 
(Vile  avarice  so  poison'd  had  her  heart)  [borne, 
Whilst  oharg'd  with  all  which  foes  left  armes  had 
Dm  nothing  get,  yet  they  too  much  impart. 
The  words  were  kept,  but  Qot  the  senoe  was  swome , 
The  which,  (though  their  deceit)  was  her  desert ; 
But  though  that  monstrous  weight  hruis'd  all  her 
A  greater  now  doth  crush  her  all  at  ouce.    [bones, 

^  bim  whose  touch  made  goM,  when  rich  at  will, 
^t  andept  tale  each  miser's  sUte  hatii  showne, 
Who  iteale  from  others,  rob  themselves  pooie  still, 
n*ij  "'^  *e  envy  wealth,  though  even  tbeir  owne ; 
^Id  did  his  chests,  but  not  his  stomack  fill. 


He  but  hi  eares,  such  always  asses  be^ 
Since  still  in  toiie  from  bunlens  never  free. 

Then  avarice  that  painefuU  guide  to  peine. 
With  greater  troupes  no  sinne  triumphes  in  Hell, 
What  fettered  captives  charged  with  guilty  gaine  ; 
Prey  of  their  prey,  their  wreake  by  winning  tell  ? 
That  glue  of  soules  most  them  firoqi  Heaven  re- 

straioe, 
Who  ti*d  to  it,  on  th'  Earth  would  always  dwell : 
Such  jealous  foolea,  they  not  eigoy,  though  match. 
But  build  a  nest  where  others  are  to  batch. 

Of  all  those  hearts  which  this  curst  hag  doth  stitch, 
Thqogh  by  the  world  they  are  detested  most. 
Who  are  Uke  him  whom  stealing  did  bewitch. 
With  gold,  and  garments,  toioting  losoa's  ho^ 
Yet  many  are  by  farre  worse  meaoes  made  rich,' 
Who  more  doe  sinne,yet  of  their  sinne  dare  boast ; 
Theeves  oft  (like  him  with  Ohrist)  get  life  by  death. 
Where  such  are  onely  kept  for  endiesse  wrath. 

They  by  their  place  who  should  all  fonlts  re- 

*    dresse. 
And  guard  the  weake  against  encroaching  wrong. 
If  of  their  greatnesse  they  the  ground  tranagreve^ 
(As  for  inflicting  barbie  made  only  strong) 
Though  they  a  space  by  power  the  poore  oppresses 
0 1  they  shall  find  with  griefe  era  it  be  long. 
How  moch  it  had  imported  to  their  state. 
That  they  had  striv'd  to  be  more  good  then  great. 

Thou  who  rais'd  high,  shoqld'st  hslpe  the  humble 

sort. 
Yet,  whilst  thy  pride  all  law  and  reason  fbiles. 
The  entrailes,  yea,  their  marrow  dost  extort, 
Bath'd  by  thei^weat,  annointed  with  their  toiles, 
Dost  urge  more  then  they  owe^  or  can  support, 
Deare  is  thy  state  when  purchas'd  by  such  spoUeis 
Though  theft  be  much  detested  at  this  time. 
Oppression  then  shall  prove  the  greater  crimen 

He  who  inferioors  thus  to  ruine  brings. 
Who  neither  may  resist  nor  dare  complaine, 
11)ough  lawes  approve^  and  cnstome  eloke  inch 

things. 
His  course  at  last  dot^i  all  unmask'd  remaine} 
Who  lata  were  lords,  and  kept  a  ceevt  Itk^  kiim 
Of  them  whome  once  they  rul'd  no  vantage  gaine ; 
No  braggei,  nor  bribes,  no  care  nor  friendthip  aides. 
The  judge  in  irrath  with  fiowues  their  fauks  t^ 

brfudi. 

Though  lofty  tyrants  tot  mnch  mischiefo  bread. 
Their  ravenous  course  whilst  nothing  can  appease^ 
Yet  others  are  who  on  their  foil  doe  feed, 
Whom  so  io  bumble  it  the  Lord  deth  plcaie» 
Whose  aiimmes  for  interest  principalis  exc«ad« 
A  cesening  fovour,  ruining  with  eflse  s 
But  Christ  at  last  a  iubilee  doth  sound. 
His  free  from  bands,  who  did  them  bind,  afaboimd. 

Then  robbers,  theeves,  oppressours,  nsnreis  ther% 
One  sort  at  least  the  Lord  farre  more  doth  hate, 
His  temple  spoiling,  who  himselfe  oot  spare, 
Ti^kfi  what  scale  gave,  the  fot  ot  offerings  eate, 
What  was  allow'd  the  Levites  for  their  sharf, 
Prophanely  us'd  to  found  a  private  itate : 
They  must  tbinke  Qod  lesse  then  the  Devill  to  bf^ 
Who  thousands  kiird  to  keepe  his  altait  free.    , 


"Digitized  by 


Google 


370 


STIRLING'S  POEMS. 


What  leadetf  wo^fht  the  loiiles  of  them  doth  lode, 
(like  thoM  in  waters,  bubbles  bat  of  breath,) 
With  words  ontras^ioud,  who  contest  with  God, 
Though  oft  even  hese  made  spectacles  of  wrath. 
By  ntioe's  axe,  not  by  correction's  rod, 
But' are  for  ever  tortnrM  after  death  : 
WhAt  they  nrnsl  suffer  cannot  be  devis'd. 
When  judg'd  by  him  whom  they  ao  long  detpif'd. 

He  thundrmg  raonta,  who>did  his  pride  proclaime. 
And  bright  with  brasse,  like  Rhodes'  great  statue 

abin'd. 
With  latince  more  grossethen  any  wearer's  beame. 
The  masse  most  monstrotis  o^the  gsrant^s  kinde, 
Whil'st  braving  God,  by  seeking  Israers  shame, 
He  6rst  amazed,  then  fi'lPd  with  feare  each  minde: 
An  oxe  in  strength,  and  death,  lesse  in  the  last, 
A  small  stone  fell'd  him  which  a  boy  did  cast. 

That  moving  mount  of  earth  with  others  dread. 
Who  (trusting  their  owne  strength )  did  God  despise ; 
That  king  of  Bashan  (from  his  iron  bed) 
Who  to  oppQgne  God  s  people  did  arise ; 
Some  who,  like  wolves,  with  flesh  of  men  were  fed, 
Ai  he  whose  eye  Vlysses  did  surprise  i   [restraines, 
Though  huge,  they  quake,  whiPst  feare  their  pride 
And  with  their  strengUi,  proportioned  are  their  paines. 

With  those  who  raii'd  on  God  with  horroor  nam*d, 
Stands  Rabsache,  whose  breath  the  ayre  defiPd, 
And  one  who  answer'd  was  when  he  exclaim'd. 
Tell  of  the  carpenter  what  doth  the  childe. 
That  he  for  him  a  ftitall  coffin  fram'd, 
Whom  death  soone  seizing  from  the  worid  czil'd : 
Such  did  pursue,  where  nothing  cotild  be  wonne. 
Like  foolish  dogges  that  barke  against  the  Sonne. 

There  Christ  must  make  that  harbamus  king  afraid. 
From  whose  fierce  rage  for  him,  babes  were  not  free. 
That  with  just  scome,  the  great  Augustus  laid, 
It  better  was  his  sow  then  sonne  to  be : 
One  durst  God's  praise  usurpe,  till  quite  dismaid, 
Hisflattering  troupes  a  judgment  rare  didsee,  [snm'd, 
Whil'st  him  who,  swolne  with  pride,  so  much  pre- 
A  loathsome  death  by  meanes  most  vile  consumed. 


Great  Is  the  wrath  which  doth  all  them  panne, 
That  from  the  sabbath  did  profanely  stray, 
Gave  man  too  much,  to  God  not  what  was  due, 
Where  all  was  ow'd,  who  nothing  would  repay ; 
•Whose  course  ingrate,  oft  guerdon'd  thus  we  view. 
Their  years  are  curs'd,  who  scom'd  to  keep  one  day. 
Nor  doth  his  rage  lesse  flames  against  them  raise. 
Who  seeke  by  it  their  sport,  and  not  his  praise. 

Of  those  the  griefe  no  soule  save  thein  oonceiveB, 
Who  parents  soome,  like  nothing  but  their  states; 
By  Cham's  etemall  curse,  who  not  perceives 
How  much  the  Lord  rebellious  children  hates  ? 
Since  all  his  race  (hereditary  slaves) 
Are  sokliike  beasts,  and  at  more  easie  rat^: 
A  monstrous  merchandise,  onnaturell  gaine, 
Bot  thirst  of  gold,  what  dost  thou  not  constnine  ? 

Thosesonles  which  once  enlightned  were  with  grace, 
Yet  in  Heaven's  way  abandoned  bad  their  guide, 
This  present  world  (Itke^  Demas)'to  embrace. 
Yea,  worse,  did  fiercely  YiUl,  not  weakely  slide, 
What  fooles  were  they,  who  did  give  over  their  race^ 
For  fislsenesse,  fUmnesse,  or  preposterous  pride } 


Since,  like  their  Lord,  they  needs  would  fall  froo 

light. 
With  him  darke  dungeons  they  deserve  of  right. 

The  man  most  mark*d  amidst  tins  damned  traine. 

Whose  foule  defection  numbers  did  annoy, 

b  he  from  schooles  who  Christians  did  restraine. 

By  ignorance  the  truth  bent  to  destroy; 

With  him  (well  match'd)  his  master  doth  remaior. 

Who  fondly  did  too  deepe  a  wit  impk>y : 

Vile  Pbrphyry,  how  wretched  is  thy  state. 

Who  bought  thy  leaniing  at  too  decre  a  rate  ? 

Yet  even  then  these,  whoa?  fslles  were  marked  most, 
A  number  now  ai«  farre  more  guilty  foond. 
These  but  themselves,  they  many  tbooaands  lost ; 
These  scene  were  shunn'd,  they  seeming  firiends  dii 

wound. 
And  where  made  captaines,  did  betray  the  host, 
Not  forward  marched,  did  butihe  trumpet  sound  : 
Such  teachers  folse,  high  indignation  move. 
Who,  plac'd  for  lampes,  did  roekes  of  ninie  prove. 

• 
They  (whilVt  their  fisith  for  worldly  causes  faints) 
Who  were  made  shepheards,  do  nndoe  their  sheep, 
ReligioniB  casks,  chureh  dregges,  dissembled  saints^ 
Where  trusted  watch-men  who  fall  first  asleep ; 
O  with  what  patenesse  f^re  their  foces  paints. 
For  loosmg  them  whom  they  were  bonnd  to  keq>  * 
Such  pastors  now  stand  for  all  those  dismaid. 
By  their  example,  or  neglect,  who  strait   ' 


He  (even  as  spuming  at  a  wall  of  brafle) 
Who  (though  God's priest)hispeople  would  i 
Where  bound  to  bleme,  who  there  to  corse  did  pasK 
Seem*d  to  consult,  yet  God  to  tempt  but  tri'd, 
Who  fore'd  (when  left)  him  to  obey  his  a»e. 
Then  it  more  grosse  which  first  the  angel  spi'd ; 
Deare  proves  his  oounsell  when  their  plaints  b^ia. 
Whom  he  by  beauty  did  betray  to  sinne. 

With  Balaam  now  this  age  a  troope  doth  match, 
Who  (flattering  Sirens)  some  with  pteasure  charme, 
Whirst  they  like  tradesmen  do  their  ta  ke  dis- 
patch. 
Since  neither  hot,  nor  eold,  apu*d  fctth  Infce-warm^, 
Whose  scandaUms  life  choaks  what  their  words  dt 

hatch; 
What  profit  precepts,  whii*st  examplea  hanne } 
**  Of  Uinted  fountains  all  do  flie  tiie  streames  i 
As  bright  the  Sunoe,  mdst  pure  are  all  his  beamcs. 

What  great  perlsction  can  theolognes  reach. 
Who  learne  their  science  as  an  art  to  gaine. 
And,  farre  from  practice,  onely  strive  to  preach } 
Such  wanting  salt  would  season  sonles  in  vaioe, 
In  actions  earthly,  sptrituall  but  in  speech. 
Who  buy  promotions,  sell  Hearen's  goods  agatoe: 
Their  money  curs'd,  detested  may  they  dye, 
Who»  what  none  value  can,  would  basely  bay. 

There  are  some  priests  whom  foolish  pride  nads 

rave, 
(Like  Isis'  asse  whose  burden  was  adgr'd) 
Who  of  their  parts  too  great  opinion  have. 
And  more  affect  than  reason  can  afibrd ; 
Where  liumblenesse  her  chiefe  abode  should  have, 
A  haughty  minde  must  justly  be  abhorr'd ; 
Vile  avarice,  and  pride,  from  Heaven  accant. 
In  all  are  ill,  but  in  a  chufch-man  ^ 
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SSnne  thrfbll  fdll,  ind  vice  it  vile  in  all, 
But  most  abhorr'd  by  ^ides  of  aoulos  irb«D  done, 
Whose  fiuiha  feeme  agly,  though  they  be  but  t  mall. 
As  stains  in  erystall,  darimesse  in  the  MooDe ; 
llsej  when  they  stumble  make  a  nombei'  fall ; 
"Where  laws  scarce  nrge,  example  leads  us  scone; 
Woe  to  those  shepheards  who  their  flocks  betray, 
Whose  trusted  steps  make  all  their  followers  stray. 

Next  comes  a  company  then  these  more  bad. 
Who  in  some  sort  made  eminent  to  be. 
Did  poyaoo  draw,  where  others  honey  had, 
BliiMie  by  sinne's  beams  who  could  it  selfe  not  see, 
By  curiousnesse  grown  grosscy  by  learning  mad. 
Where  Adam  rob'd  the  fruits,  who  rent  the  tree; 
Conftision'i  slaves,  whose  course  all  union  wrongs. 
They  part  men's  hearts,  whereBabel  but  the  tongues. 

Those  aoule's  impostours,  rocks  of  mine  borne, 
Who  what  they  fimcied  did  too  much  esteeme,  ' 
And  of  reKgioii  held  true  grounds  in  soome. 
By  strange  opinkms  singular  to  seeme ; 
They  who  the  churehdid  teare,  their  hearts  aretome, 
Whose  ^nritnall  errours  nothing  could  redeems; 
Then  all  those  atheists  who  the  light  denyM 
StnuM  bereticks  are  more  pernicious  try'd. 

Their  vmine  divisions  have  much  miscbiefe  wrought, 
Christ's  ooat  still  iome,  for  lots  (yet  questioned)  set, 
The  flgnres  literall,  letters  figures  thought, 
WhiPlit  forging  reasons,  they  the  sense  forget. 
And  catching  all  within  their  compasse  brought, 
like  poyanoos  spiders  fram*d  in  aiery  net ; 
Yet  that  the  world  might  spie  their  damned  state, 
Still  jan'd  amongst  themselves,  did  others  hate. 

None  gives  religion  a  more  dangerous  wound, 
(Of  which  firme  union  Is  a  certaine  signe)  [found, 
Then  schismatics,  whose  dreames  would  truth  con- 
And  do  divide  what  foith  should  fost  combine, 
When  learned  docton  do  dispute  the  ground, 
How  can  weake  vulgars  but  from  Kght  decline  ? 
Whil'st  parts  are  cpiestion'd  all  the  whole  in  doubt. 
First  heresie,  then  atheisme  doth  burst  out. 

Whil'st  fake  conceptions  do  abnse  the  braine, 
Oft  monstrous  broods  have  all  the  work!  appall'd. 
Even  when  apostles  did  themselves  explaine. 
Some,  strangely  straiM,  yet  scom'd  to  be  recall'd, 
Whirst  grosly  subtle,  learnedly  prophane. 
To  sp'rituall  bondage  voluntarily  thrallM: 
Instruction  loath'd,  they  sliameles&e  in  offence. 
Of  living  authors  did  pervert  the ' 


Ere  from  men*smindes  the  gospel's  purenesse  past. 
That  vaunting  sect  which  holy  lohn^did  hate. 
With  drunkards  sober,  liv'd  with  wantons  chast. 
And  bragged  by  strength  temptations  to  abate. 
Till  fohie  by  standhig,  them  their  strength  did  cast, 
Whil'st  stumbling  blocks  had  fram  'd  for  sinne  a  bait: 
Then  faults  they  (led  farre  greater  did  them  staine. 
Presumption  devillish,  weaknesse  is  humane. 

From  fountains  pure  what  tainted  streames  did  foil. 
By  which  made  dninke  huge  troups  strange  dreames 

oooceivM, 
Nestorians,  Arrians  to  grome  errours  thrall,  . 
The  MontaotsU  and  Donatists  deceiv'd ; 
The  Mnoiohaaas,  and  Pelagians  all. 
With  anUioot  elss  who^dtiiinibly  ravM : 


And  when  they  once  abandoh'd  had  the  light. 
Thought  all  the  world  was  wrong,  they  onely  right 

These  viproos  broods  whose  course  no  reason  rain'd. 
Did  .when  first  borne  their  mother's  belly  teare. 
Bred  by  contention,  and  by  bloud  maintained. 
Who  rent  the  church,  pretending  it  to  reare. 
Then,  with  themselves,'  alt  who  would  trust  them 

stain*d. 
And  them  to  Hdl  led  headlong  by  the  eare : 
But  who  for  patrons  prais'd  such  once  as  sahits. 
They' curse  them  now  with  multipli'd  complaints. 

Of  all  the  gifbi  that  garnish  mortals  here, 
Though  for  perfection  learning  most  imparts. 
And  to  the  deity  draws  her  foUowers  neare, 
Scarce  lesse  then  angels,  more  then  men  for  parts. 
Yet  their  accounts  some  scholars  worst  can  cleare. 
Who  lodg'd  their  knowledge  in  corrupted  hearts: 
WhiPst  lengthning  life  by  memorable  lines, 
In  spite  of  death  extending  bad  designes. 

Ah,  of  thilt  tronpe  who  can  the  torments  dfeame. 
Of  all  Hell's  hosts  which  with  most  horraur  howls. 
The  scome  of  knowledge,  and  the  Muse's  shame. 
Who  with  vaine  pleasures  do  empoyson  soules. 
And  (reaching  raine)  whil'st  they  toile  for  fome. 
Do  vomit  volumes  of  contagious  scrouls,        [take) 
Which  bent  for  glory  (though  vaine  thoughts  they 
Do  but  their  sinnes,  not  them  immortall  make  ? 

When  dead  to  sinne,  to  mine  firom  the  grave. 
Though  hid  in  th'  earth  infoeting  still  the  ayre ! 
What  greater  mischiefe  could  the  Bevill  conceive. 
Then  like  himsdfe  make  men  ?  what  authors  rare  ? 
That  they  with  life  can  wickedness  not  leave, 
Whil'st  bounding  in  one  place,  ore  all  a  snare. 
That  course  doth  never  end  which  they  begin : 
Death  but  their  dayes,  scarce  doomsday  bounds 
their  sinne. 

Of  each  divine  who  thoughts  to  time  commits^' 
(Whil'stcaienmgoonscience)rackin^reason^  bounds. 
With  subtle  logicke  intricating  wits, 
(Sophisticating  truth)  which  foith'  confounds. 
Whose  aguous  fancies  with  infective  fits. 
Hie  world  abus'd,  abusing  sacred  grounds  | 
Hieir  writs  which  (wresting  words)  much  mischiefe 

wrought. 
To  damne  the  author  are  in  judgment  brought. 

Of  these  brave  spirits  (neglecting  vulgar  dates) 
Hie  tongues  of  time,  ioterpr^ng  the  dead. 
Who  entertaine  intelligence  twixt  states 
By  registring  all  what  was  fomous  made, 
Of  them  I  heare'too  many  curse  their  fates, 
(When  trusted  guides)  who  others  wrong  did  leade ; 
And  partially  a  \ye  for  truth  gave  forth. 
To  colour  vice,  or  derogate  ttom  worth. 

And  therefore.  Muse,  thy  purenesse  do  not  spill, 
(Though  griefe  do  make  thee  passionate  to  prove) 
Loath  them  to  taxe  whom  thou  do^st  reverence  still. 
But  pane  not  publicke  wrongs  for  private  fove. 
And  whil'st  such  fouHs  all  minds  with  fearedo  fill. 
This  them  who  live  to  change  their  coune  may 

move; 
AhfthatHeaven's  lampe  might  still  direct onrwayes. 
Whom  starres  should  crowns,  aud  not  terrestrial 

baycs. 
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That  sweet  Mmosakun,  ninioo  of  each  miiide. 
Who  6rst  (creating  fame)  with  time  coatra€t*d» 
Then  where  he  pleasM,  for  favour  it  assignM, 
Made  goda  and  men,  till  what  h^  iaia'd  aeem^ 

act»d. 
All  ey'd  within*  of  force  without  ouite  hliode» 
Whoae  oontemplatioa  nerer  was  diitract'd ; 
Seven  townes  io  vaine  would  hide  him  in  their 

ground. 
Whom  all  the  world  not  at  Ihta-tiioe  can  bound* 

Ah !  thisblinde  guide  made  numbers  waike  astray, 
By  dreams  and  fables  forcing  them  to  fall. 
Who  now  in  darknesse  do  detaste  the  day, 
And  him  (as  chiefb)  most  tprtur'd  of  them  all ; 
The  Derill  could  never  purchase  such  a  prey, 
As  those  rare  sprits,  when  once  to  him  made 

thrall, 
Stoee  they  to  Hell  made  many  thousands  rinne. 
With  pleasant  colours,  masking  ugly  sinne. 

Ye  dain^  wits.  admiv*d  ibr  rich  conceits, 

Which  (Heavio's  chiefe  sparks)  ^hoold  mortals 

farre  tmnscend* 
For  beauties  fraile  which  time  with  moments  d^et, 
Eternal  treasures  do  not  fovidly  spend ; 
Tbinke  of  those  aogels  (forfeiting  their  states) 
Who  from  1ight*s  height  to  darknesse  did  descend: 
1ti8e,'rise  (bright  souls)  and  for  true  glory  strive. 
Ere  here  dissfuv'd  we  may  at  Heaven  arrive. 

Though  these  great  minds  by  Satan  soonewere 

snar'd, 
As  pride,  ambition,  vanity,  revenge, 
Of  loftie  thoughts  the  small  repose  impair'd, 
Which  forcing  fiime  engcndred  monsters  stranee ; 
>   Huge  numbers  are  (base  if  with  those  compar*d) 
Who  aot'd,  or  aym'd  much  ill,  and  borne  fbr 

change. 
By  divers  wayes  to  several!  sinnes  were  led. 
Which  all  by  drinke  or  avarice  were  bred. 

Of  many  merchants  none  is  then  accus'd, 
For  ten-fold  games  (as  partiall  spite  inioniies) 
That  by,  Iheir  ha«ards  justly  is  excused, 
Both  day  and  oight  since  toss'd  by  many  stormea ; 
They  onely  smart  who  have  the  world  abus'd, 
Whirst  seeking  substance,  fraudfull  in  the  fyrm&t ; 
False  weights  and  measures  do  procure  their  paine. 
Not  fbr  how  miu:h»  but  by  what  meanei  they 

There  artizant  (fi>r  too  much  art  ooovict'd) 
Who  falsi6'd  the  trade  that  they  professed,  f 

For  abjiect  lucre  to  fbole  fraud  addict*d, 
~  In  forme,  or  matter,  trusted  grounds  traosgresi'd, 
Not  fearing  abame,  nor  what  could  be  mfiict*d. 
So  fur  the  time  they  some  small  gaines  possessed : 
And  when  oncetas^d,  as  quite  astnog'd  from  tioth, 
Of  minde  to  purge,  they  damoVi  themselves  by 


Whil'st  always  dnmke  they  from  no  fait  w 

free. 
Till  last  by  beggery  that  they  bound««d  be. 

Though  base,  not  passed  even  beggars  here  mre 

rife. 
Who  with  procured  or  counterfeited  sores. 
That  they  might  Ttve,  did  lose  all  use  of  life. 
Not  entring  churches,  begged  but  at  the  doorea» 
Urg'd  charity,  and  yet  were  still  at  stjrift. 
By  hand  who  ||elps  them,  them  i»  heart  ahhOBW: 
Adultrers,  theeves,  blasphemers,  «nd  iogTate, 
The  sinks  of  sinne.  as  pjjore  in  soule^  as  i*M«. 

Now  mustring  pride,  no  pompe,  nor  power  pwl*^ 
Whil'st  none  so  great  as  darea  (when  i^mnW 

'Nor  none  so  low  whom  this  great  ludge  n^lecB, 
Life's  strict  accounts  when  come  «»  wrath  to  t»y  j 
Contempt,  nor  reverenee,  worke  no  sueh  etfwts: 
Mysts,whence  they  rose  returned,  vnine  vapour*  dy«= 
For  state  or  birth,  all  duties  due  time  freei, 
(Save  parting  p«ines)  i^adiference  in  degveee* 

Not  onely  soules  ibr  deeds  are  damn'd  to  iRe» 
Whose  witnessed  wrong*  were  from  all  colgqgs  &««, 
But  even  intentions,  wishes,  and  desire, 
Which  (though  none  else)  yet  God  himeeUe  did  are; 
The  heart  advanced,  what  member  can  letin  ( 
The  author  it,  the  rest  but  actors  be : 
These  bent  for  ill,  whom  casuall  lets  did  bottndb 
-Then  some  who  acted  are  more  guilty  (wMi4- 

Not  onely  now  all  these  to  paine  must  p»rt» 
Whom  harmfull  deeds  well  witness'd  do  aMHlsfW 
And  who  not  scene  (corrupted  in  the  heart) 
Were  big  with  thoughU  which  Sftan  did  infuat: 
No,  no^,  with  them  a  number  moie  mns*  «m»it. 
Who  had  more  treasure  then  they  daign'd  In  wcs 
This  judgment  generall  all  to  triall  brings, 
Both  for  committed  and  omitted  thingm^ 

These  wcalthie  ones,  whpee  stepa  the  poorc  did 

trace. 
Not  help'd,  not  mark'd,  not  scene  firom  such  a  height; 
lliese  who  had  power,  and  eosineni  in  pl«o«. 
Yet  had  no  pitty  when  support  they  might  j 
These  who  had  knowledge,  and  some  seeds  of  graee , 
Yet  would  with  none  communicate  their  Ufht: 
Woe,  woe  to  them  with  whom  Qed  ventred  oMi^ 
Whose  talents  hid  (since  not  encreas'd)  we«  Wst. 


Of  this  bMe  sort  another  squadron  stands. 
Which  others  lesse,  but  more  themselves  did  wrong. 
Who  by  their  belly  did  exhaust  their  hands. 
Then  they  to  gaina,  a  masse  to  waste  more  stroag. 
Who  ^11  contentious>(staine8  to  oivill  lands) 
To  all  disorders  did  confus'dly  throng; 


They  who  by  ri<^s  nought  lave  pleaaure  soiqpht, 
And  grievM"  for  nothing  but  when  forc'd  to  dye. 
To  Heaven  (poote  soules)  «  hardly  can  be  bronght, 
As  cable-n^s  come  through  a  needle  eye: 
O  what  huge  fio»ts  even  more  than^can  be  thongkt. 
With  shaking  joinU  and  chaUering  t^eth  I  spiel 
What  fertile  ages  brought  so  manjr  forth  ? 
Yet  mo«5t  in  number  are  the  least  m  worth. 

Hell's  ways  are  large,  Heaven's  strict,  I  WonM 

proceed, 
But  words  are  weake  to  show  what  I  ogncetve ) 
The  squa4ron8  damn'd  so  high  n  horrour  breed. 
To  look  on  them  that  I  of  force  must  lenve ; 
MyMuse^hicb  melUwith  grieMoth  comfort  »••* 
Which,  save  from  Heaven,  I  no  where  else  can  hsw 

Lord,  cleare  mine  eyes,  and  let  me  see  that  haiA 
(The  world  nU  oonquer»d)  which  in  triumph  tfan* 
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THX  AKGUKBlf  T. 

The  patii^Tdis,  Idngi,  and  prophets  fttost  reQO«m*d, 
Who  came  with  God  by  conference  friends  to  be. 
And  (whil'sthis  law  was  of  their  IWes  the  ground; 
Bjr  bim  from  wants  and  dangers  were  mftde  free. 
And  in  all  temporall  blessings  did  abound. 
Yet  did  bnt  Christ  by  types  and  figures  see : 
O  bow  ihey  joy  now  to  behold  his  face, 
Whom  they  by  faith  did  whil*st  they  Iiv*d  imbtace! 


What  soddoi  lightning  cteares  my  cloodie  brow. 
And  bends  faint  hopes  to  follow  forth  their  aimes? 
At  Christ's  right  hand  a  band  ipore  bright  doth  bow, 
Then  summer's  San  when  mustring  all  bis  beAJDS ; 
The  proapect  of  my  thoughts  is  pleasant  now ; 
loy  doth  disperse  all  melancholy  dreames; 
Hence,  hence  aII  ye  whose  spriU  are  still  prophane. 
This  sacred  givund  no  vulgar  foot  must  ataioe. 

The  ilrst  of  them  that  throng  about  the  throne, 
Is  be,  save  God,  who  once  no  fellow  had ; 
Of  ail  the  syre,  and  yet  a  sonne  to  none. 
Was  rich  when  naked,  never  poore  till  clad ; 
l/mg*d  not,  nor  loath*d,  nor  griev'd,  when  as  alone, 
Whatt  eonid  displease,  where  he  was  best,  none  bad  ? 
Though  ntever  childe    what   childishnesse   more 
Who  for  an  Apple  Paradise  did  change  ?    [strange, 

To  that  hwve  gaiden  with  all  pleasure  stor'd. 
When  banish'd  Adam  heavily  look'd  back, 
A«  griev'd  to  thinke  of  what  be  had  beene  lord, 
Wbil'M  every  nh§eet  anguish  tnore  did  make ; 
An  angry  angel  bragg'd  him  with  a  sword, 
God  thieataed  bad,  bow  could  he  o6mfort  take  ? 
A  prince  depriv'd,  forc^  servile  works  to  try. 
So  tortiif*d  tint,  and  then  condemned  to  dye. 

Bot  that  short  ^efe,  to  eodlesse  joy  is  changed. 
He  lives  more  happy,  that  he  once  was  dead. 
The  pTomis*d  seed  (so  Evah  was  rcveng'd) 
%  Sdng*d  in  the  heele,  did  bruise  the  serpents  bead  j 
O  monstrous  worke,  from  reason  far  estranged ! 
What  harm*d  him  most,  hath  him  more  happy  made: 
fie  lives  (where  first  he  was  in  feare  to  fall) 
(Free  from  restrictions)  to  no  danger  thrall. 

Two  doe  8UC6^ed  to  this  great  sonne  of  slime, 
(Though  one  was  elder)  eldest  borne  to  light, 
Who  heard  their  fother  sigh  forth  many  time, 
His  fall,  wive^s  weakenesse,  and  the  serpent's  slight, 
Not  for  die  losse,  gricvM  onely  for  his  crime. 
And  so  much  more,  that  it  had  wrong*d  their  right: 
While  as  they  him,  and  he  his  Maker  lov'd. 
His  wall'd  rebellion  their  obedience  moy'd. 

Loe,  (next  to  Eden's)  Adam's  greatest  k)8se,  [taint. 
That  faithfqil  sheepheard,  whom  no  staine  could 
Fint  gold  rcifin'd  (all  upright)  fnee  fh)m  drosse, 
Jo  whom  (it  seemes)  Heaven  piety  would  paint. 
Since  firtt  (thtis  goodnesse  mischiefe  straight  must 
Whom  peiiecntion  did  deslgne  a  Miint :       ttosie). 


The  old  mWs  gri«fo  with  comfort  to  tinntge 
(God'#  owne  when  ireake  are  Btrengthened  ttilt  by 

ffrtwe) 
I  here  see  Setb,  wko  ftftei'Oritt'i  rage 
(A  pledge  of  fiavour)  fill'd  his  brother's  plioe, 
With  other  ancients  of  that  infant  age. 
Most  part  of  whom  from  him  derived  thehr  race: 
Inhil  Sonne's  time(whil'st  vice  had  flow'd  ov'r  aU) 
On  God  againe,  who  then  began  to  call. 

He  most  is  mark*d  amidst  this  gtorions  tnine,         » 
Who  walk'd'with  God,  when  here,  as  wholly  hk, 
And  such  perfection  did  below  attaine, 
That  death  not  tooke  him  as  the  custome  ii, 
But  as  secur'd  by  priviledge  fh>m  paine : 
The  fabakMis  Grecians  fondly  glauoe'd  at  thia» 
Yet  laird  in  forme,  and  did  perveK  the  i 
No  eagle,  no,  but  angeb  bare  hiiii  hence. 

The  time  of  Adam  first  nouh  knowledge  brad* 
Who  toMHeaven^  wiU,  and  wan'd  how  Satan  ragM, 
For  all  were  leam'd,  though  bookes  Ibey  never  Md. 
Whil'st  ipumy  agea  could  not  make  one  agV) ; 
Bot  whenGod's  sonnes  did  with  men's  daughters  wed, 
(Though  giaats,  weake)  all  wera  to  ▼ioewgag'd : 
And  since  all  those  were  never  pvg'd  ttU  dioimM» 
That  tiow  yeelds  few  for  piety  renows^d. 

Most  happy  he  #ho  fInt  (thou^  scom'd  a  space) 
To  preach  r^ntstace,  eminently  stood. 
Both  thrRatfering  judgment,  and  yet  offermg  grate. 
As  he  wasteade,  to  make  the  worfd  grow  gw)A ; 
Then  (all  else  lost)  did  save  some  of  his  race. 
Their  soules  from  sinne,  their  bodies  from  the  flood: 
And  last  (world's  victor)  even  by  angels  prais'd. 
His  arke  triumphall  to  the  clouds  was  ra'is'd. 

Whil'st  widow'd  fields,  which  seemTd  their  gMHa  to 

waile, 
(As  all  distillM  m  teares)  could  not  be  dry'd ; 
Ihe  drooping  flowers,  with  hanging  heads  grown  pale» 
Did  seefne  to  moume,  that  thus  all  creatures  dy'd, 
Lest  th'  earth  rthns  «poil*d)  to  bring  forth  frnlti 

might  foile. 
Industrious  Koah  husbandry  first  try'd  i 
For  whk^  to  him,  fond  antients,  attan  fram'd, 
Whil*st  Satume,  lanos,  and  Ogyges  nam'd. 

O !  what  strange  things  by  desre  experience  past. 
Could  this  man  tell,  amazement  to  constraine  ? 
Who  saw  the  world  first  full,  then  all  tnmVI  wvste, 
Yet  liv'd  himselfe  to  people  it  againe, 
Till  from  his  race  great  kings  did  rise  at  last. 
Who  bim  for  syre  not  knew,  or  did  disdaine: 
Whirst  old  (and  poore  percliaaee)  with  toyle  and 

strife. 
Glad  (by  his  labour)  to  maintaine  his  life^ 

There  ate  two  scmies  whom  anguish  did  entrance. 
To  heare  the  third  their  fother's  scorpe  proclaimed 
Who  forward,  backward,  blindely  did  advance. 
Even  from  themselves  to  hide  their  father's  shame, 
Lest  that  their  eyes  had  guilty  beene  by  chenoe, 
As  sure  their  hearts. could  nosuch  honronrdfeaaie: 
The  father's  blessing  hath  eflectuall  prov'd, 
I  W^  see  bow  Cham  was  enn'd,  they  truly  lov'd. 
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Shem,  father't  bdie,  a  Umpa  of  light  deiign'd» 
Melcbiiedech,  ft  mighty  prince,  or  priest. 
With  whom  God  did  cominnaicate  hit  miode, 
A  speciall  labourer  after  Noah's  rest, 
I  see  with  him  tome  others  of  his  kinde,        , 
Till  Abram  rose,  who  followed  him  for  best ; 
Arpasbad,  Shelab,  Eber,  Pelag  stand, 
Reu,  Serug,  Nahor,  Terah  in  one  band. 

or  laphet's  race  at  first,  some  forward  throng, 
(The  rest,  tum'd  Gentiles,  godliness  did  leave) 
.  Who  snrfetting  on  nature's  pleasures  long. 
At  last  (quite  stumbling)  drunke  with  vice  did  rave. 
And  when  once  stray'd,  still  more  and  more  went 

wrong. 
Till  last  recallM,  the  Lord  their  seed  ^d  save :   . 
In  tents  of  Shem,  since  lapbet  came  to^dwell. 
His  numbers  now  doe  all  the  rest  ezcelL 

Who  shines  so  bright  ?  I  most  to  marke  him  slay, 
The  churche's  stocke,  from  whom  it  did  descend, 
The  first  cleare  lampe  who  did  directHeaven's  way, 
Perfection's  patteme,  imitation's  end. 
Whom  righteousnesse  did  as  a  robe  array, 
Whoeate  with  angels,  was  profess'd  God's  friend : 
Of  all  the  faithfull,  call'd  the  father  still. 
Whose  pleasura  was  to  doe  his  Makers  will. 

A  stray'mg  stranger,  be  (whil'st  poore  he  seem'd) 
Gave  lot  his  choice  of  lands,  so  peace  to  bring. 
And  him  when  captive  by  the  sword  redeem'd, 
3otb  liberell,  valorous,  yet  a  grei^ter  thing, 
His  friend  once  free,  no  treasure  more  esteem'd. 
Who  scom*d  to  be  beholding  to  a  king: 
Was  onely  ^eake  when  he  disclaimed  his  wife, 
.    Not  firme  with  God,  or  else  too  fond  on  life< 

When  Sodome's  ruine  justly  was  designed, 
Ood  to  this  man  whom  he  so  dearely  lov'd. 
Would  (ere  effected)  justifie  his  minde, 
By  his  applause,  as  glad  to  be  approv'd. 
Who  durst  contest,  but  could  ten  good  not  finde, 
Else  by  bis  meanes.  Heaven's  army  was  remov'dj 
In  league  with  God  by  sacrament  receivM, 
Who  true  religion  heretable  leav'd.  ^ 

His  lifted  hand  had  aym'd  the  fauil  wound, 

(A  course  most  strange,  which  thoughts  can  scarce 

embrace) 
Yet  not  distracted,  but  in  judgment  sound. 
To  kill  his  sonne,  and  all  the  promii^d  race ;  [bound) 
^     (WhiPst  faith  triumph'd,  both  sense  and  reason 
Till  him  an  angell  stayd  (O  wondrous  case !) 
"  Her  birth,  who  barren  was,  an  offring  made, 
•  Had  been  by  nature's  course,  not  borne,  nor  dead." 

*       He  in  whose  bosome  saints  have  had  their  rest, 
.    Who  was  for  God  from  friends  and  soile  estrangM, 
Hath  still  his  nephew  neere  (a  wandring  guest) 
On  fields  too  faire,  bis  roving  flockes  who  rang*d. 
Which  be  at  last,  as  ugly,  did  detest, 
Hiswifetransform'd,him8elfedeform'd,bothchang>d: 
He,  though  not  bora'd,  yet  smoak'd,  had  Sodome's 
■™«**»  [fell. 

Whillst  fled  from  flames,  when  safe^  as  choak'd  he 

That  sacrifice  (though  oflered)  who  not  dy'd. 
First  type  of  Christ,  his  suffering  who  presa^d, 
For  whom  God  did  (when  famine  was)  provide, 
And  for  dig'd  fountaines  budding  broyles  asswag'd, 
Yea,  was  for  father's  cause,  his  guard  and  guide. 
Till  at  bis  wealth  for  envy,  heathens  rag'd : 


Though  substance  thought,  thatbutaifaadov  darlDr> 
Scarce  of  his  riches  pointed  at  a  spas^e. 

There  that  great  wresUer,halfe  of  ope  time's  hrood. 
Who  was  ere  borne  against  his  brother  bent. 
And  last  nsM  fraud,  wlien  force  conld  doe  no  good, 
(The  meanes  were  bad,  though  happy  the  event) 
But  with  Heaven's  Monarch  bravely  strogglingstood. 
Till  blest  by  force,  he  thence  a  victor  went : 
To  dreame  of  angels,  who  on  th*  earth  did  lye, 
A  stone  his  pillow,  cortain'd  by  the  skye. 

He  thus  whom  God  nor  man  could  not  appall, 
(By  beauty  onely  to  turoe  captive  mov*d) 
Twice  seven  years  sold,  was  made  a  wretches  thrsU, 
And  yet  the  time  seem'd  short  because  he  lov'd ; 
Still  when  high  thouglits  his  hopes  to  minde  did  call. 
Rough  blasts  seem'd  smooth,  even  sufinngs pleasant 

prov'd : 
No  storme  him  mov*d,  save  onely  Rachels  frowne, 
Whose  leavy  gariand  did  his  laboun  crowne.^ 

O  happy  sheQheard !  flattring  but  his  flocke. 
In  minde  a  monarch,  but  more  free  from  toyles, 
Whose  crowne  an  ivy  wreath,  whose  throne  sooie 
His  sUflfe  a  scepter,  lord  of  many  soilea,      [rocke. 
At  night  the  stars,  all  day  the  Sonne  his  clocke. 
He  fed  his  sheep,  they  him,  proud  of  their  spoiles ; 
And  whil'st  corrivall'd  by  encroaching  beames, 
Her  eyes  his  glasse,  and  ber's  some  cry^all  stnamca. 

WhiPst  iK)ore,  thuspleas'd,  .nought  could  occurre 

save  good. 
But  straight  when  rich,  he  tortur*d  did  remaine. 
His  daughter  ravish'd,  sonnes  involv'd  in  Uood, 
The  best  belov'd  (as  he  imagin'd)  slaine. 
When  old  and  weake,  forc*d  farre  to  shift  for  food. 
Whence  (save  his  bones)  nought  was  brought  back 

againe : 
«  His  dayes  both  few  and  evill,  he  last  ooofest. 
Not  wealth  nor  honour,  death  yeelda  onely  rest". 

Bnt  what  rare  beauties  ravish  now  mine  eyes. 
Of  which  I  thinke  her  one,  who  grosly  foil'd. 
By  whom  first  man  was  borne,  all  mankinde  dyo^ 
Whose  errour  still  her  ruin'd  race  bath  wail'd  ? 
But  (rack'd  with  pangs  which  all  her  seze  oft  trycs) 
No  doubt  repentance  many  times  prevaile : 
Whilst  breeding  more  to  plant  the  world  wiihall. 
In  place  of  one,  whom  she  had  made  to  foil 

She,  whose  great  beauty,  kings  in  vaine  did  craves 
First  of  her  sexe,  whom  sacred  pennes  applaud. 
Who  yong,  still  barren,  did  when  old  conceive, 
Yet  (fondly  curious)  did  her  selfe  deftvud. 
And  made  a  mayd  her  equall  of  a  slave. 
Her  rival's  raiser,  her  owne  husband's  bawd: 
For  which  due  paine,  she  justly  did  abide, 
'*  Of  slaves  preferr'd,  none  can  endure  the  pride." 

From  drawing  water,  an  attending  mayd, 
Whilst  nobly  humble,  honourably  kinde. 
Straight  (highly    match'd)  with   gorgeous  robes 

lirray'd. 
By  struggling  twins,  a  mother  was  design'd. 
Of  which  for  one  (as  ftvnke  affection  sway'd) 
She  boldly  ventred,  though  her  mate  was  blinde, 
Whom  she beguil'd,  not  wrong'd, and(calmeinftrife) 
Though  atwaies  faithfull,  was  a  cnimuig  wtfk 
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Of  riTill  listen  emulons  in  love, 
Tbe  cburche's  mothen,  lacob's  joyes  tarmis'd, 
Tbeooe^  wemke  eyes,DOw  bright  as  starres  doe  move, 
WIkmii  God  would  grace,  when  man  too  much 

despis'd  ; 
Sh^ though  least  faire,  yet  did  most  fertile  pipve, 
'Wnose  mate  loves  odd^  found  by  opinion  prised : 
In  minde,  and  aimes,  two  brides  at  once  embrac*d, 
lVhil*st  sense  and  fancy,  severall  circuits  trac'd. 


Lon;  after  death  she  who  to  waile  was  spy'd, 
'When  from  compassion,  Herod  quite  did  swerve, 
Not  mercenarily  match'd,  whom  for  a  bryde, 
Twice  aevenyeares'  service  scarcely  could  deserve; 
Yet  (stain'd  by  breeding  whil'st  her  syre  was  gnide) 
Imbezled  idols,  did  with  Iraud  preserve : 
Loag^  loog'd  to  beare,  yet  by  her  wish  was  grieved, 
First  known,^  whosedeatb  madeEvah*s  curse  beleev'd. 

Her  nMther  neere,  that  ravi8h*di  daughter  stayes, 
Whose  curiobsnesse  much  mischiefe  did  procure; 

^  A  gorgeous  beauty  whil'st  it  guardlesse  strayes, 

"^  If  not  inviting,  doth  at  least  allure ; 
O  what  huge  evils  a  moment's  sport  repayes, 
Her  brothers  miirtherers,  and  her  selfe  a  whore  ? 
Here  lust  by  bloud,  and  shame  was  purg'd  by  teares, 
Such  bitter  fruits  a  woman's  wandring  beares. 

The  old  arcb-father*s  chiefe,  whom  Tewes  renowne, 
Their  names  by  tribes  distinguish  did  their  race, 
.  His  father's  strength  who  might  have  claym'd  the 
Had  not  his  gbry  melted  in  disgrace,        [crowne, 
like  water  (when  rais'd  high  )  which  must  fall  downe. 
For  pleasure  foule,  had  forfeited  his  place, 
Yet  when  his  brothers  would  their  brother  kill. 
Then,  ooely  kinde,  he  stay*d  th*  intended  ill. 

Hearts  big  with  vengeance,  whil'st  for  bloud  they 

long'd. 
Two  worst  of  twelve,  in  mischiefe,  bsothers  swome, 
Man's  sacred  match*  God's  covenant,  both  wrong'd^ 
The  mocke  of  marriage,  circumcision's  scome, 
To  mnrther  numbers  by  base  treason  throngM, 
Till  for  their  fkult  (with  inward  anguish  tome) 
Their  holy  father,  horrours  height  conceiv'd,  [sav'd. 
But  though  their  wrath  was  curs'd,  themselves  were 

He  who  himselfe  with  courage  should  acquite. 
Still  like  a  lyon  fighting  for  his  prey, 
Stor'd  with  abundance,  dandled  with  delight, 
Whom  all  his  brothers  freely  should  obey,  [white. 
With  bloud  of  grapes  made  red,  with  milke  made 
nil  Shibb  came,  who  did  the  sceptre  sway; 
From  him  did  spring  the  author  of  our  peace, 
The  height  of  goodnesse,  and  the  ground  of  grace. 

But  yet  at  home  he  was  unhappy  long, 
His  eldest  Sonne  (high  hopes  deifirauding)  dead. 
The  next  (too  grosly  working  nature  wrong) 
Had  straight  God's  judgement  poni'd  upon  his  head : 
The  third  heM  baeke  from  whom  he  did  belong, 
He  (though  their  syre)  to  breed  them  heires  was 
A  wbore-like  widow  tempting  him  to  lust,    [n)ade, 
Whom  first  hedanm'd,bat(bound  by  8ignes)held  just 

Here  are  the  rest  of  fertile  Leah's  brood. 
And  tfi  the  mayds  for  birth,  who  with  her  striv*d. 
Not  stayn'd  as  ill,  nor  yet  much  prais'd  for  good. 
Who  shcepheards  still  in  vagulng  lodgings  liv*d, 
Did  sell  their  brother,  brought  their  father  food, 
And  highly  griev'd  for  fqnner'bArme  coptriv*d. 


With  them  comes  Radiel'slast  and  dflarert  boy. 
On  whom  his  father  doted  oft  for  joy. 

But  then  all  thess^  one  more  tramports  me4MNr9 
Who  did  of  dreames  the  mysteries  unfold^ 
To  whom  Snnne,  Modue,  and  starres  eleven  did  bow, 
As  for  their  Atlas,  who  should  them  uphold  ) 
**  But  envie's  basenesse  cannot  worth  allow :" 
For,  brag'd  by  death,  he  for  a  slave  was  sold : 
Yet  wrought  they  good,  who  mischiefe  did  intend, 
A  bad  beginning  for  so  brave  an  end. 

In  fortune's  lavour,  and  in  strength  for  ag^ 
To  taste  stayn'd  pleasure,  him  by  all  thdr  channes, 
Not  beauty  (grac'd  by  greatnesse)  could  engage. 
Though  offered,  and  alone,  and  in  his  armes ; 
Whil'st  love  to  lust,  and  lust  all  tum'd  to  rage. 
His  chastuesse  blame,his  goodnesse  bred  him  harmes: 
The  syre  for  love  afflict^  did  reniaine. 
And  onely  be  because  of  his  disdaine. 

He  whom  for  state,  affliction  had  prepared, 
Whil'st  from  a  prison  to  a  palace  brought. 
Where,  sold  a  slave,  was  straight  a  prinoe  declared, 
Clad  with  rich  robes,  the  chiefe  by  suiters  sought 
In  time  of  plenty,  wh9  for  famine  car'd,    * 
Sav'd  all  the  subjects,  yet  the  kingdome  bought: 
Both  rich  and  godly,  O  how  rare  a  thing ! 
Of  God  the  prophet,  minion  of  the  king. 

Not  proud  when  prosp'ring,  (as  when  rais'd  ore* 

tbrowne) 
His  heart  grew  humble  when  his  fortune  great. 
Where  some  for  shame  had  not  his  bsothers  showne. 
Whose  scorned  basenesse  might  his  fame  abate. 
He  (tenderly  disposed  to  his  owne) 
Did  from  distresse  redeeme  their  wretched  state : 
And,  where  (unnaturall)  they  had  him  betray'd. 
Their  cruelty  with  courtesie  repay'd. 

Thrice  happy  man,  as  high  in  worth  as  place. 
Whose  fortune's  course  did  strangely  ebbe  and  flow. 
From  murther,  bondage,  mine,  and  disgrace. 
In  Pharoh's  kingdome  greatest  prince  to  grow. 
In  whom  true  vertue  gamish'd  was  with  grace. 
To  gaine  industrious,  liberall  to  bestow: 
And  yet  in  this  his  chiefe  contentment  stoodj 
That  he  had  liv'd  to  doe  his  father  good. 

Though  fail'd  in  earthly,  sharpe  in  sprituall  sight. 
When  loseph  thought  that  lacob  was  beguil'd. 
Who  (rtra-ght  whil'st  crossing)  seeming  wrong,  went 

right. 
Here  are  his  sonnes  firom  whom  two  tnbes  were  stil'd ; 
In  scattred  Levie's  roome,  one  rose  in  might. 
What  father  knowes  how  God  will  blesse  a  childe  ? 
Whil'st  God  his  good  by  his  owne  vertue  breeds, 
The  yoogest  thus  the  eldest  oft  exceeds. 

When  raging  malice  had  put  off  her  maske. 
All  kindenesse,  duty,  and  compassion  gone, 
The  straw  abstracted,  doubling  still  their  taske. 
Even  mid-wives,  murtherers,  bnth  and  death  made 

one, 
Here  sundry  are,  who  helpe  from  God  did  aske, 
And  under  burdens  heavily  did  grone : 
"  Bui  though  affliction  force  devotion's  teares, 
Cnfs'd  are  those  workss  wbii;h  soch  oppvession 

re^resb" 
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From  ihartber  •6>|^*d,  hj  iondk  for  deAth  cotafinM, 
He  wbeo  scarce  borne,  whom.God  did  strangely 
Of  reeds  hts  cradle,  rocking  with  the  winde,  [keepe, 
As  lolHog  him,  the  softly  soundhig  deepe, 
Did  seeme  to  sing,  (with  kissM  cold  too  kinde) 
Hence,  funsters,  hence,  doe  not  distnrbehiisleepe: 
Who  makes  om*  njrmphs  all  passionate  to  pro^e, 
Whil'st  Egypt's  princesse  comes  to  court  his  lore. 

Yai  with  his  race  he  rather  choos'd  to  smart. 
Then  to  be  held  for  Phan^^s  daughter's  brood» 
And  with  an  Hebrew  boldly  taking  part, 
Kill'd  one  of  £gypt  who  against  him  stood  ; 
How  could  base  envy  ppysoo  so  a  heart } 
He  guerdoned  was  with  ill  for  doing  good. 
Till  in  exile  farre  from  his  friends  renaov'd, 
Great  Pbaroh's  nurseling  lethro's  sbepbeardprov'd. 

Tbongh  low  below,  yet  much  esteem'd  above. 
He  straight  was  choos'd  a  legate  for  the  Lord, 
And  did  to  bragge  a  king  Heaven's  herauld  prove, 
By  sounds  from  flames  with  rare  instructions  stor'd^ 
His  sacre^  message  wonders  did  approve. 
That  it  confirmed,  he  boldly  might  record : 
The  hand  soone  leprous,  was  as  quickly  pure,  [cure. 
Which  drugges,  nor  charmes,  did  not  procure,  nor 

His  stafie,  thoagh  stifle,  in  bending  circles  turn'd, 
Ltft  frothy  furrowes,  where  it  tilPd  the  ground ; 
Eyes,  flamie  globes  (m  sparkling  poyson)  bum'd, 
tUill  stretch  to  strike,  else  threatening  in  a  round, 
Then  arch*d,  at  tb'  earth  (all  rais'd  in  rain-bowes) 

spura'd, 
Whirst  waving  colours  did  with  feare  confound  i 
WhoiMi  swelling  horrour  bragg'd  some  storme  to  be, 
Both  bow  and  shaft,  an  animated  tree. 

Who  wonders  not  what  wonders  then  were  wrought, 
WhU'st  bent  for<3od  each  element  tooke  armes } 
Flottds  turn'd  to  bloud,  forth  croaking  squadrons 

brought^  [swames, 

Th'  earth,  (pride  to  curbe)  from  dust  rais'd  abject 
(Th'  a^re  glooming  darke)black  clouds  of  flies  long 

fought ; 
Plagues,  thunder,  tempests,  all  inflicted  harmes  : 
Till  that  the  khigdome  was  with  anguish  fill'd, 
Whil'st  m  each  house  the  hop'd-for  heire  was  kill'd. 

The  parted  depths,  that  God  might  gaine  renowne, 
(Though  liquid  firme)  with  waves  empaU*d  a  way. 
Till  in  one  drop  they  all  at  once  fell  downe, 
As  which  for  Pharoh,  in  an  ambush  lay, 
And(even  whil'st  walking  dry  )did  thousands  drowne, 
lewes'  state  a  time,  still  Egypt's  tombe  to  stay: 
What  slaughter  huge !  and  yet  no  bloud  was  spiird. 
No  striker  scene;  ail  by  one  blow  were  kilPd. 

He  dryM  the  sea,  from  rockes  a  floud  did  draw, 
Chiefe  wonder-worker,  wonderful!  in  all. 
And  yet  a  farre  Canaan  on^y  ^aw. 
Since  stumbling  once,  though  free  from  any  foil. 
Heaven's  oracle,  the  organ  of  th^  law ; 
WheJfTast  (sinne's  curs«e)iiiscorps  to  death  was  thrall, 
An  angell  it  to  bide  fron>  Satan  red, 
That  supjBrstition  had  no  relipt  left. 

His  brother  Qrst  did  gorgeous  garments  wcare, 
With  rdties  in  stkCfr,  a  oonsecrmted  priest, 
And  names  ^tribes  ih  precious  stones  did  reare. 
With  g»M  wAA  aXke  ^mihroydered  on  hk  bi^t, 
Wliote  long  woroe  fttaffe  did  straight  ripe  ahnoods 
Andinthechurchamonmnpatdidrtst:     [beare, 


He  though  he  graded,  and  t«#^  ftrCt  idbtl 
Was  grae*d  alive,  and  glorifled  when  dead. 


Their  sister  Miriam,  mirrour  of  her  kinde, 
With  flaming  ardour,  ravish'd  up  abote, . 
To  sing  God's  praise,  she  with  true  zeale  fnclin**, 
Scum'd  mortall  matches,  courting  still  his  love. 
Yet,  envy  once  so  tainted  had  her  minde. 
Her  bodie's  beauties  all  did  leprous  prove: 
Till  be  whose  harme  she  studied  to  contrive^ 
Her  pardon  sought,  the  meekest  man  alive. 

He  who  from  Israel  forc'd  the  pkgoe  to  part. 
The  bravest  impe  of  that  annoynted  brood. 
No  thirst  of  praise,  nor  hatred  in  his  heart. 
Whose  act  seem'd  ill,  but  his  intent  was  good; 
O  happy  man,  how  stra6ge  was  his  desert. 
By  murther  saving,  blest  for  shedding  blood  ! 
"A  godly  zeale,  which  nothing  can  contronl^ 
As  pretious  incense,  offers  up  the  toole.** 

Neere  Moses  stands  that  valorous  brood  of  Wnn, 
By  whose  direction  Israel  reaoh'd  her  marfce,  ^ 
From  whom  for  reverence,  lordan  backe  did  rtsAtt 
As  which  would  not  presume  to  touch  the  arke  j 
He  as  his  debtor  did  arrest  the  Sunne, 
Till  foes  were  kill'd,  that  it  should  not  grow  dvke: 
Weake  homes  for  trumpets  sounding  downe  a 

wall. 
It  even  ere  breach'd  (as  breath  away)  did  filL 


That  man  for  worth,  whom  all  the  worid  i 

With  greatest  gallants  rank'd  by  fo me  doth  stand. 

Their  match  in  conquering,    more    in   scoffDiog 

crownes, 
Who  would  but  God  obey,  not  men  comraiad. 
And  (nations  ruin'd]  razing  states  and  townes. 
Did  not  retaine,  no,  did  but  part  their  land: 
This  warriour  onely  held  for  great  may  be. 
From  avarice,  and  fkom  ambition  fire6. 

His  folkyw  spye,  who  would  wk  wftoesse  wrcmg. 
But  high  m  mmde,  had  gyanti  in  cat^MUf^ 
And  breathing  Courage,  tUggering  troikpes  among^ 
From  abject  feare,  even  dastards  did  exemjit. 
When  eighty-six  yeares  old,  both  stout  and  stroogf 
A  dangerous  conquest  bravely  did  attempt : 
«  Mipdes  cleare  and  calme,  from  guiHy  ttonbes 

secure, 
Make  nature'ft  strength  as  double  to  endure.*' 

Next  him  comes  he  who  did  his  daughter  wed, 
Who  was  for  valour  d  reward  design'd. 
But  in  that  brest,  what  host  could  feare  have  biei 
Where  love  and  courage  both  enflam'd  tbe  minde  ^ 
He  (flrst  of  iudges)  grudging  squadrons  led, 
T6  curbe  the  pride  of  heathens'  haughty  kinde, 
Who  when  that  Israel  to  base  idols  how'd. 
To  plague  them  tuflred  were,  but  not  allow'd. 

Whien  Moab's  niooareh  ma^  Ood't  people  graie, 
And  them  from  bondage  no  way  would  enlarge. 
He  who  Heaven's  legat  rais'd  hhn  from  hk  thfODf» 
A  fotall  message  boldly  to  discharge ; 
And  he  who  ktll'd  »ixe  hundred  all  alone. 
Against  whose  goade.  no  Steele  could  serve  lor  target 
•*  Those  show  fraile  life,  a  prey  of  every  hand, 
Who  (Hieirs  c6Dtemn'd)  anotftier's  wlH  command. 
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iHiit  rf»*t  vliom  HebrewKfl  honour  most, 
u^r  st^e,  a  fltaific  to  inert, 
a  iiidcc,  rhiefe  of  an  host, 
j^nrTsnv        "  r  i  ttheftill  pe«i ; 

r  M\c  h  a  orw ,  n  boastj, 

[friEifTjttll  \.\d-      ,,  ■;   , -.,    ...ii; 

bftf  i^naier  fuj^th  conlrt  nay  brtst  embrace, 
I  warrc  ecMps^otis  J«st  in  imie  of  peace  * 

'  her  come*  he  who  4Jd  rKfuae  to  fijht, 
vu»;?*e  her  iuiafit*ti4»ce  gave  bi*  courag*^  life, 
F^tf  which  mUhiiu^h  hi*  fo«s5  *ere  ptit  to  flight. 
The  captain* "s  «ii  ath  gave-^lory  to  a  wift^ 
Which  1   rhimj^h  lie  mtich  presiim'd,  what  judge- 

mrjtt  's  beig:ht  ? 
Kor  swvjTflt  rt'ir  I^Qttce  did  grjicij,  nOj  not  a  fantfe : 
Tht^  did  l^iim  ViU,  who  iirmie»  did  oomniaml, 
'''little  naile,  and  k  a  wDiXiati^s  hand. 

mfitfwr  ^niii,  (piifTd  up  by  fonner  bfoiles) 

I n  y 'ionofe  ?  he  some  ^eat  matter  tryes 
1 M  reward,  Ihcy  part  the  s^KJilev, 
kg  ntctoi-s  5CQTne  the  capTi^i^s'  cr^es, 
fly  doth  dtrfray  hi^  toy  Us. 

k€  pnii&c!.%  iropheet  feaiii  hU  eye*  :** 

Thm  Abe  ftitb  dreaim^  i»a»  flattered  a^ll  the  upace, 
Wli^r*!  be  (poofe  wretch)  waa  dyiog  with  disf  race, 

WNqi  §aa1  KpniJ'd,  his  c^Hents  did  deride, 
rrh«r*^k   .*  i^i.  ri(  n  the  man  neflected  mort)  [hid^i 
ite,  itrhieh  he  for  fearo  would 
'  a>rae  to  command  an  hwt, 
Wbib^  favuuf  iMiiti^  by  sevcraM  vignei  was  try'd, 
Wh'lV  fitaf  grrifif  doubts  his  ri^olotion  crost : 

'  >  ai I  faj re,  h is  fl eece  q u He  d reuch *d  did  I y e, 
'  n  all  ti\^  was  wet,  was  onely  dry* 

i  *iefor3%  God  for  hi*  owne  would  itampe, 
H  Ir^^^t  thm  tt  h&d  seem'd  by  nrimber^  «»myM, 
'-^and  ten,  bnf  kept  the  eampe, 
v%  and  of  ihu4^  few  who  stay'd, 
-  '         Mul  hdt\  forth  a  lampe, 

!^,  tu  make  men  diEmaid  : 
-  - .  .  -  ,    u.     .   . i   _ : !L roil 5  di (I  a ppeare, 
.'-  fwonl  of  tiideoa  ktll'd  ere  it  came  n&ir& 

k  ritf  toAn  when  offered  fled  a  ^jTeralgne's  place, 
Sixiwideat  Imt,  and  afterwards  devontj, 
VTiih  rj!l  ihp  pixels  which  his  troupe  did  gra^e, 
U-  (though  bng:ht)  his  oitely  bk»te, 
« lire  the  ruhw?  of  his  race, 
vcs  (tiM  i^uperstitions)  dole: 
'\  leifve  God,  but  as  hims^lfe  diri^ets^ 
i-T^-ntion  may  breed  bad  effiiscts," 

''"fd^tc,  who,  when  eitird  from  home, 
irU  a  martiall  man  excetrd, 
ill,  for  being:  vTonf'd  by  Borne, 
r  *tatrt,  who  bim  front  bis  c\pdi*d, 
army  two  wayes  did  orccotne, 
isjMi.  ^.^^^(^  by  force  compel  I M :  [fight, 
Uoqid  know  for  what  tJicy 
una,  not  make  a  ne^UL" 


When  generoiTii  lepbte,  did  wlttj  state  return?, 
The  pointed  object  of  a  generall  joy,  f  baroe^ 

Whose  daught^'sbtfst  with  lutrcingr  thOi^hti  did 
yVhU'Bt  the  made  hastt*,  hi5  t^uInp^.  r-  ^  ; 

Can  one  from  mirth  fa«  made  50  qui  ^c  > 

Who  sar'd  ^11  else,  must  he  hii  4jwn;    ..    .    ,  ^ 
Shesinsringcame,  but  straif  ht  went  baeke  aud  wept* 
A  vow  too  rash  to  be  so  stnctly  kepu 

That  NazarHe  (w  singufar  rennwnM) 

Who5?hcad«cich  haiff*.  a  mnn  iii3tr*^ogtb  contained, 

Ahp  thpn  mi€  woman,  ali  more  *eake  were  founds 

Who*e  cbarminj»  boisoaio,  jlorie'a  colonr  »tim'd, 

She  of  hia  soiile  the  mystery  did  sonhd. 

Who  flfst  by  bloud.  and  la^it  for  gold  was  gam'd ; 

His  jiacrcd  secret  he  lo  her  bewrayM, 

Aud  she  him  strai|§:ht  to  all  his  Ibet  betrayM. 

Strange  madness  thus  did  ra^chi*  JMdgi!'m(*nt*s  fort. 

What  none  could  fopi^e  that  he  «nou)d  necdJi  alltml  ^ 

This  gorgeous  creature,  curious  Naiu^*s  spon, 

A  living  idoll,  by  blindit-j^ealc  adoKd, 

She,  she  trtnmphs  upon  a  doting  surt. 

Who  win  bo  slave?,  even  where  theie  wanU  a  lord  * 

And  bearing  sway,  no  reason  soene  ran  mote, 

**  Those  w  bo  u«u  rpe  thei  r  p&  wer,  must  t  y  r^Qtf  prore. '' 

God  by  this  man,  strange  wonden  Wnt  to  show. 
He  curious  Hdtile*,  sphiivm-lite,  could  contrive; 
Aud  as  his  strengtb,  that  tt}en  hia  wit  might  know. 
To  pnrcba&e  praiie  by  stmUgems  would  strive  ; 
Fields  forc'd  by  6re,  seemed  lightning  from  beto«» 
Whit'st those  who  fled*  that  which  they  fled  did  drives 
This  course  tt  seemea  did  show  his  nature  ri^ht^ 
The  Qames  his  force,  the  foxes  show  ht^  sMght< 

His  deed5  farre  past  the  reach  of  ibelr  conceit. 

Who  fajn'd  great  persona,  ghising  on  thing*  gone^ 

He  of  a  townt!  did  raae  the  guarded  cate^ 

And  (braving  uuml>ers)  carried  it  alone  ; 

He  (bursting  band^)  a  thousand  daye$  did  date. 

And  with  no  weapon,  savf*  an  abject  tKine, 

Which  (whjPst  in  floods  of  sweat  he  all  was  drench *d) 

flisrage  with  bbud,  his  thirst  flrith  water  qu<-nch*d. 

Hut  what  behold  T  now  ?  hotv  great  a  change? 
lUs  haired  quite  raz  'd,  hands  boondy  hit  eyes  put  out^ 
Gax'd  at  by  troupes  (as  if  fomc  monster  strange) 
Whom  once  they  fear'd,  the  flocking  Pagans  flout. 
Till  deip'imte  conmge  burning  with  revengr", 
PiilFd  downe  their  temple*  ^moothering  all  about, 
Where  tboiisaDds  kilted,  life  sold  at  no  base  rtite^ 
A  famous  ruine  rear'd  his  tombe  in  slate* 

*  Here  with  the  rert,  *bo  JudfM  the  Hebrew  race. 
And  them  from  fiies,  in  justice  did  maJntaine* 
Though  last  in  number,  one  comes  first  in  plac^. 
Whom  long  hi*  mother  (gricv'd)  had  wish'd  in  raine. 
By  prayer  purchai'd^  and  brrd  up  in  grace, 
Who,  bKg*d  from  God,  was  ghen  him  back  agame, 
By  wboto,  when  but  a  childe,  he  thHce  was  ctird,^^ 
A  jud^e>  and  prophet,  twise  in  state  enataird. 


Whm  haughty  Ephmaim  out  of  time  too  bold, 

And  ba^-^'  .-,,.. Lr;r,g  ^j  anfjther*s  goorj, 

Wirh  «  :iiuiL  (arrogantly  ttj|d) 

Him  In  liotn  God  exaltod,  stood, 

^  "  r  '  urVt  an  etidlesse  cold, 

'  i[nicklyqueffchd  with  blood, 

f"  Mth  the  Icwes  wa«  i*ene, 

"^  *vc  tbilx  iinhftppy  beene. 


Yet  «hen  fond  Israel  urg'd  a  king  to  hare, 
Though  grieving  Gi5d»  this  much  did  Ttis  hlf  mind^  J 
The  danger  abowivc  of  that  which  they  did  crttve, 
Not  onely  freely  he  rhcir  prince  dcsiguM, 
Bitt  when  in  wrath  the  Lurd  did  qtiitc  him  le^irc, 
Did  labour  long  that  he  might  hxonr  flnde  | 
Tbi*^  cou  r«c  h  i  j  h  eai  t  free  f r.  , .  *  n  prov  % 

Who  thus  Itft  nile,  arul  hit  i<w*i|. 
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Two  HdirewB  crowned*  he  kill'd  one  heaUmisb  king, 
4^  reverent  iudge  wbo  purelws'd  true  reipect ; 
He  ell  the  people  di^  together  bring, 
And  boldly  ask'd  whet  pefion  could  object. 
Whose  oxe  or  esse  he  tooke,.or  any  thing 
For  doing  wrong,  or  justice  to  neglect ; 
A  glorious  challenge,  4ttd  a  Taunt  not  vaine, 
To  brave  a  state,  as  free  from  any  staine. 

Kow  marke  I  one,  th'  Earth  bred  no  other  such. 
For  temperance,  patience,  charitie,  and  love. 
Whom  God  did  praise,  till  Satan  envied  much, 
And  thus  did  tempt,  that  he  this  gold  might  prove  i 
Thou  kept*st  him  so  that  none  his  state  could  touch, 
This  hireling's  heart  thy  gifts  doe  onety  move ; 
Let  him  but  taste  of  mine  and  disgrace. 
And  he  will  straight  blaspheme  thee  to  thy  face. 

His  children  feasting  whil'st  he  pensive  stands. 
What  strange  ill  newes  straight  aU  at  once  arrived  ? 
Whilst  th*  aaies  fed,  the  oxen  plow'd  thy  lands, 
Sabeans  hence  them  violently  dri  ved ; 
Rob'd  are  thy  camels  by  Chaldean  bands,  [prived ; 
Thy  sheepe  of  life  flames  (sent  from  Heaven)  de- 
Thy  sonnes  are  smothered  by  a  house'k  fall. 
Save  wee  who  speake,  kili'd  are  thy  servants  all. 

When  passion  first  prevailed  (as  one  fbrlome) 
Their  course  impetuous  did  him  so  confound, 
With  head  all  spoiled  of  baires,  and  garments  tome, 
He  worshiped  God  (falPn  groveling  on  the  ground) 
Then  said,  "  As  by  my  dame  first  naked  borne. 
So  naked  last,  dust  must  my  body  bound ; 
The  Lord  did  give,  the  Lord  doth  take  againe. 
Blest  be  his  name  i  I  grieve,  but  not  complaine.*' 

With  scares growne  loathsome,of  all  wretches chiefe, 
By  friends  ouite  left,  by  servants  not  obey'd, 
*■  Curse  God  and  die*'  (as  desperate  of  reliefe) 
His  wife  first  criM,  that  had  from  duty  strai*d ; 
Who  came  to  comfort,  did  augment  his  griefe. 
And  thought  those  plagues  his  wickednesse  be.wrai'd. 
Till  charged  with  anguish  gradging  at  the  rod, 
He  (to  debate  his  cause)  durst  chalenge  God. 

By  golden  speeches  (with  much  power)  expressed. 
How  short  a  time  man  wrapt  in  woes  did  live ; 
Last  humbling  him  till  be  his  fault  confessM, 
The  Lord  did  speake,  as  cited  there  to  strive. 
Who  check'd  bis  friends  for  having  trath  trans- 

gress*d. 
And  for  his  cause  would  only  tbCm  forgive  j 
His  riches  doubled »  multipli'd  his  race, 
Both'  old,  and  happie,  lob  did  die  in  peace. 

What  stately  troope  doth  dazell  so  my  sight. 
As  for  their  worth,  so  in  their  number  rare  } 
Those  all  are  kings,  as  walking  in  God*s  light. 
Who  kept  his  law  with  a  religious  care. 
And  brave  lieutenants  did  bis  battels  fight. 
Yea,  highly  griev'd,  when  falne  in  any  snare ; 
They  now  have  gain'd  (all  weakenesses  laid  downe) 
A  boundlesse  kingdome,  an  etemall  crowne. 

He  whome  the  Lord  te  be  a  king  design*d, 
A  shepbeanl  boy  (whilst  reckning  all  his  brood) 
Whom  his  owne  father  scarce  could  call  to  mind, 
Us'd  (as  a  drudge)  to  beare  his  brother's  food. 
He  (whilst  at  his  high  sprite  the  rest  repin'd) 
Did  scale  his  valour  with  a  giant's  blood : 
And  for  his  love  exp6s'd  to  dangerous  toiles, 
In  dowry  gave  two  hundred  Pagans'  spoiles. 


His  thousands  Sanl,  ten  thoBiaadf  fiiand  kBI'd ; 
This  envi'd  praise  with  boooor  bred  him  hnme: 
Saul'a  troubled  brest  such  iealous  fonciea  fifl'd. 
That  man  .whose  musick  did  his  dssmon  cfanmie. 
His  blood  (oft  ventred)  gpneedie  to  have  spilPd, 
As  for  some  conquest  did  gCMt  numbers  arme : 
And  thought  his  state  could  in  no  safety  proves 
Whilst  such  a  g^lant  kept  his  people's  love. 


By  madnesse  fisin'd  fofe'd  to  delude  bis  foes. 
He  whom  his  merits  onely  did  betray. 
In  wildertiesses  farre  from  all  repose. 
Was  like  a  partridge  hunted  for  a  prey ; 
Yet  tVice  to  him  God  did  his  king  expose. 
And  he  dischai^g'd  that  any  him  should  slay ; 
Thofc  of  his  raigne  bent  to  abide  the  time» 
He  for  a  crowne  would  not  commit  a  crime 

Yea,  when  the  tyrant  (tumbled  from  his  teat) 
By  his  owne  hand  (definaoding  foes)  was  dai 
He  caus'd  him  dye  who  did  the  news  relatei. 
His  death  to  haste  though  vaunting  but  in 
And  having  heard  the  mine  of  his  state. 
He  (straight  made  tender)  could  not  teares 
But  us'd  such  griefe  that  it  90  pen  can  psuot. 
As  witnesse  may  his  passionate  complaint. 

A  king,  a  prophet,  Talorous,  devout. 

That  man  to  Godt  owne  heart,  choice  of  a  land, 

(None  perfect  here)  him  feults,  even  fonle,  did  Mot, 

And  where  he  fell,  let  no  man  bragge  to  t(b 

By  temptmg  beauty  fondly  made  to  dote^ 

He  aet'd  adultery,  murtber  did  command: 

And  all  his  subjects  caus'd  to  count  (thoogh  dost) 

As  proud  of  numbers  in  his  strength  to  tmst. 

Though  these  his  faults  repentance  had  defiai'd. 
The  plague  for  them  troupes  did  from  breath  se- 
clude. 
His  concubines  deflowr'd,  his  force  decay'd, 
Chas'd  by  his  sonne,  he  in  great  danger  stood  -, 
And  was  from  building  of  the  temple  stai'd. 
As  one  whose  hands  polluted  were  with  bkmd : 
Last  (fail'd,  ere  old)  he  left  a  bloudy  will. 
That  who  himselfe  bad  spar'd,  his  sonne  should  kilL 

There  walks  with  him  one  link'd  in  love  bdow. 
From  which  not  syre,  nor  state,  his  thoughts  could 

bring, 
A  friendship  such  what  febulous  penne  can  ahow  ? 
In  him  save  God  it  weigh'd  downe  every  thing : 
He  with  one  man  an  army  did  ore-throw. 
Both  home,  and  worthy,  to  have  beene  a  king : 
But  ferre  more  great,  he  (never  feulty  tri'd) 
Whil'st  bravely  fighting,  for  his  conntrey  dy'd. 

He,  when  his  wish  was  offired  from  above. 
Who  not  (like  Midas)  basely  gap'd  for  gold. 
Nor  yet  (like  Paris)  urg^d  a  ladies  love. 
But  wish'd  for  wisedome,  judgement's  height  to  bold, 
Which  first  two  dames  about  one  cbilde  did  proves  , 
Whil'tt  who  was  mother  kindnesse  did  unfoU; 
Of  plants  each  vertue  whether  good  or  naught. 
He  from  tl^e  cedar  to  the  thistle  taught. 

But  whil'st  by  riches  riotously  led. 

And  luU'd  asleep  with  pleasures  of  this  life. 

He  Pharoah's  foulU  did  with  his  daughter  wed. 

And  entertain'd  the  idoU  of  each  wife; 

But  last  he  was  (when  fuhiesse  loathing  bred) 

With  all  the  worid  (as  vanity)  at  strife. 

And  of  all  states  be  did  the  height  attaine, 

A  foole^  a  wise  man,  holy,  and  propbane; 
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le  who  Mluti  liighJy  atill  abborrMp 
I  their  eoofwiqa  iu  aiich  maDner  irfougbt, 
That  he  fiift  mother  when  she  one  adyr*!!, 
Of  ctat«  deprived,  anil  to  life  privatt!  brotigUt  | 
And  yet  (Brnid]  he  Armai*»  help  lmplur'd« 
Atid  (irbcA  diMtt»*d)  not  GcmJ,  but  physmk  sougbt| 
Yet  Ij^rsTely  brake  the  Eibiopido  bands, 
ijtd  here  by  God  r«.nk'd  wiUi  good  pnoce*  sUuwIs. 

Hb  stwine  iucceeds,  a  king  by  goodnetse  great, 

A«  just*  reli^ciwis,  genernl'ly  bdoT'd» 

Yei  jOfti  d  with  Achib,  cine  whom  Gcid  dtd  hat«. 

And  by  the^  propbr:t  Jjad  hl^  f:mlt  reprtiv'dt 

Uut  when  bu^  an]ii«a  catnip  t^i  mze  bis  TfalCj 

H'if  ard(*tit  zeaJe  the  Lttrd  of  hiisls  so  mnvM : 

THaI  (aa  £pc€tatoiir)  be  ifi  s^ifety  stood, 

TM  all  hit  «fiefniet  vcre  dre-BDw'd  with  bloud. 


W9 


Ko«  happie  he  »U(>  did  all  ill  deient, 
And  jTCMljjry  T«rtuou^^  iingular,  cisEceird, 
l£oc  l^ke  bb  father,  striving  to  hQ  priest. 
Who  ffocn  the  lempte  leprous  was  <?i£pelrdi, 
Bot  building  towns,  and  stately  works,  at  rett, 
T(»  pay  him  tribute  litraugen  were  <:ciiD|Hfird, 
•*  TliBi  pmcper  they  wbu  do  what  God  directt; 
No  dfta^  dare  apprweh  where  he  pr&tceti.** 


Ashiir^s  eaptame  fvolne  with  pride  b!ai- 

|ibeia'd« 
Aod  dunt  our  Ciod  with  Gentiles*  g™li  compan*, 
B«  who  (that  icoTne  then  mine  worse  esteem'd) 
fWhen  thu&  distfe*sM)did  to  his  strength  rejMiJre; 
Who  oh  frocn  anf^uisb  batb  his  owne  redoem^df 
And  tbca  himielfe  a  party  did  declare : 
Tbe  !«•!  ttiinculously  were  freed  from  loili, 
An  tfigdl  fought,  tbey  came  to  take  the  spoilet. 

if  liekciesae  ch«fgM  to  leave  this  lodge  of  clay, 
(him  fife  Id  smreet,  death  is  bo  bitter  thought) 
WHh  te8ri*«  and  sighs  he  humbly  bcgj^'d  to  «iLay, 
Aad  had  a  Icasv  of  yea  res  too  dearly  baufbti 
Susie  took  advaatagt  of  this  long  delay. 
And  where  iwt  t«c'd  before,  be  folly  wrought : 
By  faem^  IreMures  foolishly  gprrad  forth. 
To  sake  a  prince  enamour'd  of  their  worth* 

The  tasi  of  tlx^ae  who  fortunately  ralgn^d, 
h  he  for  lint  whom  rnany  would  prefer  re, 
tht  |««  rcstoKd,  all  read  what  it  coutain*d, 
Wbij  by  liia  ti^rei  God'*  judgeoaent  did  di^ferro, 
Bf  dead  mer^^s  lioties  the  heathenigb  altar  staiii*d» 
Heitjii  iiv'd  well,  did  onely  (dying)  crrc  s 
WbilMt  without  came  be  nt!edi  would  go  to  fight, 
And  by  hit  toss^  did  cloud  all  luda*i  ligbt* 

Bf  God  anotnted  4?ofnei  auotber  sort, 
Hf%  ftrat  familiar*,  tfUited  with  hi»  «rill, 
Tbtnicnt  to  pnoiiiise.  threaLcn,  or  exhort, 
Wb^m  besftTenly  Ihought^i  with  Aacr<?d  rag(.*rttd  fill; 
Out  Dlvid'>  dutinie  did  from  himselfe  eiion, 
Wb^  even)  «heii  doing,  vet  wai  damning  ilh 
Wlil'rt  to  a  kiflg,  from  God.  he  (wisely  bold) 
ftk  ftormy  message  %urativcly  told, 

Ihtx  Shilonite  w%o  (at  fmm  Heaven  ad  vis 'd) 
To  Jemtxnm  propbeiy'd  a  erowne,  [guis*d) 

Attt!  TnM  hit  wife^  (toone  knowne  though  com'd  diit* 
^■'  "m  God,  (all  dignity  pot  do w lie) 

I  r  oir*apring  plagued  and  despised  J 

t4*r  pourjc  «[itmld  die^  itrajght  when  4he  touched  Ibe 
loime; 


By  death  made  happie  to  prerent  dt^grae^ 
Noiiie  else  should  have  a  gtuve  of  all  their  r^c^ 

That  man  of  God  whom  God  did  earst  impfoy, 
To  bragge  the  altar,  for  a  figne  all  tornc, 
Wha  nnm'd  ihr  man  wbo  should  it  quite  destroy. 
Though  after  that  for  many  yearps  not  borne ; 
And  that  old  pruphet  would  him  still  convoy. 
Whose  cozening  kindnessc  did  his  calling  scome: 
He  freely  Jy*d,  truth  did  of  force  pneferre^ 
His  dooms  denonnemg  whom  be  tnada  to  erre* 

When  lying  sprits  had  A^hab's  tniit  deeetv'di 
To  teoipt  liim  Ibrth  for  mmn  and  disgrace^ 
One  truly  told  (as  if  at  hand  perceiv*d) 
As  shepbeaRlies«!  bow  kraeJ  left  their  place, 
The  king  etirag'd  (as  sure  he  should  be  saT'd) 
Cii'd,  **  Keep  him  fast,  till  I  retnme  in  peace." 
"  U  thou  retum'st  in  peajce  from  mischiefe  free," 
The  prophet  iaid^  "  then  God  speaks  not  by  meJ* 

Who  clo8*d  the  clouds,  (of  drtnjght  an  ominoQa 

threat) 
And  (fed  by  ra veins)  wonderfully  liv'd. 
Who  did  (by  fpisadiog)  multiply  her  meat* 
Whose  breathlessc  sonne  he  ittaight,  wbeu  dead, 

revived ; 
Flames  £w allow  'd  floods  lo  show  what  God  was  great, 
Which  Baal's  prie«t8  lo  folio*  Ibndly  striT*d  ; 
But  all  by  him  were  as  abuses  si  attic, 
W^ho  for  their  idoll  strugled  bad  in  vaine* 

By  angels  fed,  for  forty  day^  to  fa»t. 

He  reached  mount  Horeb,  held  for  sacred  ground, 

Where  ftmt  nindes  roar'd,  next  gaping  earthqnakei 

past, 
Then  Dames  of  fire  his  da2^led  sight  did  bound, 
A  murmur  soft  and  qoiet  catlme  came  last, 
Ftum  which  God  spoke,  a»  who  his  friend  had  (bund  1 
And  straight  he  told  in  spite  of  tyrant's  bosls^ 
How  Jealously  he  lovM  the  Lord  uf  hosts. 

By  bands  of  fiftje  for  bis  ruine  sought. 

Fire  at  his  eal!  from  Heaven  them  twice  did  kitl» 

Till  that  to  him  utmrmM,  who  never  fought, 

A  captaUie  with  his  troupes  did  yeeld,  at  will  ; 

His  cloake  (as  did  the  arke)  a  wonder  wruught^ 

When  parted  lord  an,  till  he  past,  stood  still  j 

He  in  bis  csbariot  did  in  state  retire, 

(Aa  crownM  with  glory)  flashing  flames  of  Are, 

He  who  this  givat  man**  gift  redoubled  jcrot, 
A  cbi/dc  procured,  and  even  when  dead  did  cure, 
Made  leprous  Kaman  free  from  any  *pol, 
And,  in  his  place,  his  greedy  man  impure; 
''  Made  weighty  iron  above  the  water  flot, 
Aad  when  Samaria  famine  did  endure. 
Did  show  that  plenty  sliould  it  suoqc  releevi:. 
But  be  first  dye,  who  would  it  not  beleere* 

The  Syrian!!  counsel  I  told  to  IftraeVs  king, 
That  host  in  arrnei  which  bent  to  take  him  ftood. 
He  (quite  made  blinrle)  amid'st  thetrfoes  did  bring, 
Vet  would  niit  barme  them,  no,  but  gave  tbem  food; 
Thus  w  hi  I  St  alive,  well  did  he  every  thing. 
And  (even  wbiFst  dying)  alwayes  doing  good  t 
By  homely  signes  he  did  to  loash  show. 
How  Arau^i  army  he  should  tbrke  ofe-throw. 
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Tbftt  fone  of  Amoi  ten  ttvHi  griieM  I  tpKe^ 
Whoie  princely  birth  ttll  fMurti  eonlbmie  ap|miv«, 
His  tbreatnings  thunder,  comforts  flowing  flie ; 
This  mey  sinke  doime,  itamt  ravish  up  febsfe^ 
Ko  Greeke,  nor  Roniaoe  penne,  oould  sotre  so  high ; 
His  m^eech  (ell  power)  may  admiratioe  move: 
WhiPst  lifting  up  ell  them  in  God  who  imtt. 
And  levelling  proud  nations  with  the  duet 

.When  God  in  wrath  ebehdOB*d  had  hh  owne, 
Who  not  preventedy  no^  did  mine  baste, 
This  man  bath  oft  by  sacred  rituon  sbowne. 
That  straying  Gentaies  should  be  calPd  at  last ; 
Of  Christ  to  come  as  cleare  a  witnesse  knowne» 
As  were  apostles  proving  what  was  past: 
IVizt  him  and  them  this  sympatbie  is  found. 
That  martyrdome(tbe  Christian  badge)botb  crown'd. 

He  who  long  mourn'd  (as  but  to  anguish  boon, 
Still  passionate)  with  elegiack  strahies^ 
For  Iuda*8  bondage,  hanghty  Babel'^  scome, 
The  which  (wbil'st  free)  be  oft  as  captive  plainss 
For  this  by  him  upbraiding  yokes  were  boine. 
Still  persecuted,  yet  despising  paines : 
He  loog^  was  kept  hU  prophesy  to  stay. 
In  dungeons  darke,  E  Granger  to  the  day. 

When  Abraham's  off-spring  were  transported  aU, 
And  what  they  would  not  trust,  did  feelii^  8ee» 
Their  daunled  courage  labouring  to  recall. 
He  who  them  told  what  God  did  then  decree. 
And  that  they  should  but  for  %  time  be  thrall, 
As  confident  as  if  they  had  beene  free, 
Did  build  thehr  temple,  painting  every  part, 
Ab  it  ftt  first  was  drawn  within  his  heart 

He  who  declar'd  (Interpreting  his  dreame) 
To  Ashur's  monarch,  monarchs  aim*d  for  great; 
Whom  straight  for  this  be  did  a  prince  proclaime, 
Vet  in  short  space,  what  height  of  partiall  hate  I 
A  boilking  fomace  (roaring  forth  a  flame) 
Of  him  and  his  two  friends  became  the  seat, 
Till  them  an  angel  freed  from  fire>!B  vast  pow'r. 
And  who  attended  them  did  soone  devoure. 

Thus  biglily  grac'd,  and  by  this  wonder  knowne, 
(Base  envy  oaely  miscbiefo  can  asswage) 
To  lyons  fierce  he  for  a  prey  was  throwne 
Which  tottch'd  not  him,  yet  rent  his  foes  in  rage  ; 
By  strange  descriptions  mystically  showne. 
He  figured  forth  the  state  of  every  age. 
Yet  did  not  know  what  be  himselfe  did  teach. 
No  wonder  then  tfaiMgh  it  no  oUier  reach. 

A  number  tiiore  fill  np  this  happy  band, 
Who  did  their  message  faithfully  perfnrme, 
.And  soom'ng  danger,  resolutely  stand. 
When  raging  tyrants  at  the  tmth  would  storm^; 
They  as  if  signets  in  their  master's  hand, 
Gave  true  impres^ons,  keeping  still  one  forme : 
Not  fearing  peine,  nor  prizing  pleasure  ought. 
Since  onel^  God,  and  not  themselves  they  soqght 

Ylhwk  bsiptiv'd  le^  cOnfDB*dly  forth  did  prette, 
Though  onoe  for  state  diAinguishM  all  iti  ranks, 
By  bondage  eqnallM,  fofitfws  in  distresse, 
A  rigolons  maishall  mentitig  no  thanks, 
WhiPstswdlhigbteast8didstnig1i«ig%oM8tf^reB§e, 
Tearei  tuiliM  to  fioufli,  they  melted  on  the  haifltt: 


SrntLTNO?  POEBCS. 

All  melodie  by  ihiMtT  ora-ftplfie. 
On  trettblrog  wiliowe  hatpi  were 


Even  then  whilVt  thus  ell  did  for  Son  i 
Their  scattred  renmant  recoltectM  with  ]^ 
Three  at  three  times  to  luda  did  retome. 
The  sacred  vessels  bearing  hack  egaine. 
And  for  God^s  glory  with  such  zeale  did  bome. 
That  though  oft  hiodved,  and  neare  to  be  alaine : 
(Their  roin'd  temple  with  great  toile  rcslor'd) 
They  kept  the  law,  what  was  propheiie  abhon'd. 

Long  after  borne  I  see  with  them  beflbre^ 
That  vatonnii  widow  who  did  fh>e  her  toMi*, 
By  beauty  armM,  which  purposed  to  deecM^ 
(Though  rich  in  robes)  her  modestie  did  M^wMft^ 
No  wretch,  nor  lavish,  must'ring  Nature's  atore^ 
To  brave  an  arthy  vent*ring  In.a  gowne: 
She  kilPd  a  captaine  even  amid*«t  his  hart* 
And  triumph'd  bed  ere  foes  oonM  know  iliey  feiL 

To  robeing  eyes  in  ambush  for  delight, 
(Her  dainty  treasures  by  strange  fiste  betray'd) 
The  cheeks  tura'd  red,  to  seelhe  rest  *>  white. 
Which  (even  when  naked)  shamefastnesse  arraPd. 
Now  pale  for  foere,  and  straight  eaflai&'d  for  i 
Both  beautie's  colours  interchanging  straiHl : 
Ijo,  one  who  lov*d  true  bonoer  more  then  fiiBw, 
A  reall  goodnesse,  not  a  studied  aame» 


She  who  for  fohenesw  dnice  of  all  her  I 
Was  made  an  eteprc>B<s  yet  how  ra««  m  tlilag .' 
Though  faire  of  tee,  was  fterre  vore  ihire  \% 

miode; 
This  did  please  God,  that  did  bnt  please  a  kipg. 
She  when  her 'race  for  reine  whs  deslgaM, 
Them  firee  from  hftrme  in  greater  grace  dn  hfieg: 
And  with  hea  uncle  ^raa  for  good  leeevrM. 
He  Penia's  prince,  bhe  ell  the  lews  pieMrvM 

When  heethrttsh  tyrants,  hisoletotly  iH^ 
(What  secred  was,  Inade  to  confusion  thrhlQ 
Even  on  God^s  altar  beaMs  nndeahe  #oold  nfi, 
Abhomination  desolating  all; 
Then,  for  then*  law  some  troupes  were  constant  stiO, 
And  (sufiring  f^ly)  did  with  courage  fall : 
A  reverrtit  encient  by  strange  tortures  ^ry*d. 
And  with  seven  soones  a  woman  martyr  ^M. 

At  Modin  first  a  wortbie  man  did  rise. 

And  straight  kilPd  one  who  striv'd  to  be  pro- 

phane. 
His  sonnes  all  arm'd,  the  Pagans  did  de^iise. 
And  three  of  them  did  endlesse  glory  gaine^ 
I  Who  oft  took  townes,  foiFd  ho^  did  troops  sar- 

prise. 
Yet  were  at  last  unfortunate! j(  staine : 
Oue  bravely  fighting,  did  last  wounds  imbnoe^ 
And  two  by  fronds  betrai'd  in  time  of  peace. 

With  those  else  nam'd  here  stands  a  number  more, 
Well  knowne  fo  God,  though  not  to  iliiiie,*Mr  awe. 
Who  lovM  his  prophets,  and  d9d  hitt  adbife. 
Though  still  devout,  from  soperstitiflb  ftee,  ^ 
Of  thetr  rMemption  confident  beiuA^, 
By  faith  (as  comM)  who  did  their  SAttenr^i 
Dark  figures  then  jilst  recitoKiittgs  VM  eddCnVi^ 
The  law  did  damne,  grace  onely  doth  ilflrghre. 
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^BM^  ^tieat  ^>re- runner  by  him  prh'd  90  much, 
And  those  who  hh  limilinrs  were  below, 
TTr*  evmngeliiftt,  apo«ttes^  sad  all  mch 
At  did  liifn  la  the  Ae^b  whf  n  mcirtnll  know  r 
Ihcm  those  wlio  freely  did  their  faith  avouch, 
Aod  ior  the  truih  tmr  cott -statics'^  did  show  : 
The  clbt^clNP^  fwtiiers,  and  the  mtrtyn  ttll, 
-*■    *  'tbtyher^jWhgfuf  ChiiiVsc4UBediiJpiU, 


TMl  vmTB  ttouit. 


THE  A^t^U^KNT. 


^itoiMMiin 


Tax  world  mt  first  a^aiosl  all  fqot]  obdufd^ 

Tb«E  tticred  «it«tut&  ipifbl  luen^ijiitljiefiieiitiiway, 

By  fiOfidlfm  myr^a.  by  benefits  aUur'd, 

Their  i(;«(ipc»ntU  Ireasutc*  privp'riiig  every  way ; 

By  coreiiant  *thu  itjllowed  God  $eciir'd* 

He,  e»*n  irhil'it  tie  re,  their  scrrice  dtd  defray » 

Aa  by  (be  Kicieols  evidr  nt  appearc*, 

WiUi  plenty,  f^^cc,  posterity,  and  year€*. 

But  «ben  giad  tldinp  wenl  divulging  gracei 

And  show  the*  ground  where  s^ules  abouM  rcape 

their  go*jd, 
Tb^ve  who  the  truth  with  ardaur  did  ioibraee, 
And  (it  d«^mtiag)  re^alutf^ly  atood, 
Still  tnu'd  witli  toil^,  and  in  the  wtirld^^  dis^ace, 
Si^fce  h:i^iii|;  rest,  till  piircha»'d  by  Iheir  blotj4 1 
They  were  sg  oft  exposM  to  scomc,  ami  losset 
Lj^iChniiian^  bug  were  kaowne  but  by  tbeir  crosse. 

Were 


*  (till Hit  triin^ported  with  a  spriiyaU  i«y) 


Fiat 


ir  happi(ie>^  cibovei 
id  gii^r,  att  but  ('£tecjT)*d  ft  toy) 
rj.ij-h'd  up  to  court  their  Maker'»  bvf?, 
Thote  painof  which  oft  this  mortaH  njasse  annoy, 
Gbmentni«»i  fave*  by  hasting  their  remote  t 
And  bere  by  them  no  pleasare  #»fl  rmhmtiM, 
Save  wheti  krr  GimI  by  some  greml  tdfThog  grae'd. 

U)e.  bt  TThrKie  T<iirc  vante  d«satt^  made  reboundi 
^  island  rti  iSltf  <^t«te  i 
ith  haiiT,  hh  tumef  a  fipdle  bound  ; 
iiy  strv'd  for  meat, 
ii(5  camcj  did  wuod, 
,,  iM-^M  more  great  i*% 
:  lit  indeed) 
I  I  ^tiuceed* 

^  ^nmMy  rmM}«5t«  (as  too  cnuch  ettficno'd) 

'  apiifme'i  fouiitanwbiftptiBiiie^anie  IO«raiTc 

at «  siniir'r,  ancl  to  be  redeemed, 
Phieh  vfti  wrught,  ttiih'd  mthf<r  tg  T«ee«^ ; 

>Y<Q$  (opcntBf  atraigbt)   Id  cr«ve  attend  ant-^e 

t  s  voi@»  tb»  teitJiMifty  gm^  § 
t  Jikt  0  do»e  thtf  «|ifiio  fpOfi  hiiD  ftm'd) 


Tbii  gT«Bt  «raha«§adDur  whom  God  did  send. 
Still  ttxmg  tiDiu^  »uh  wickednes^e  at  strife, 
A  tynuit  fierce  admoiiiishM  to  artiend» 
Wbo  slept  in  incest  ivtlli  his  brtitherV  wife ; 
What  bloody  gift  to  patifie  a  frU-nd  ? 
(Too  prodigall  of  audi  a  prvtHvu.^  |>fe) 
He  with  bis  head  vnine  foolery  did  defray i 
A  wanton^'s  wagt^,  a  doting  dijncc?r*fi  prey. 

Those  three  judgM  wiie  wbotfi  nought  from  Chrb 

could  tarre, 
Til G ugh  strangely  giUili'd,  yet  to  traoeU  bold, 
WUen  havinii  twmd  him  whom  they  st>u§htia^n«^l 
Did  frankely  gflkr  i(*ccn*e,  myrrbe,  and  gyld; 
His  birth  (enrioh'd  wilU  iai«s)  a  flarnuig  n^^rr^. 
His  death  thi:  Suuae  (nil  wrapt  in  d^rkenv!k:^e)M44i'' 
But  Simne  and  Mtmiie  ban?  ciphets  (r^ijkiiing  right) 
Aud  atarres  tum'd  figures  caiinot  couttt  bU  light* 

He  wbo  by  him,  whom  nought  tare  faith  confinei^ 
Had  beene  secured  ero  denth  bis  Lord  los«e, 
When  in  the  temple  knowae  by  iprituall  f ifnoi, 
Did  thus  bor«t  forth,  glad  in  a  hi^b  degreo, 
''  The  Gent  ilea*  light,  and  Iitraer^  glory  ihlttea,    .  ] 
Salvation  cgmts  to  all  who  tot  ke  it  free  i  i 

Sinee  thus  thou  ba^  performed  the  promisM  grajoe;, 
Lord  let  thy  servant  iv>w  depart  in  peace," 

There  come*  that  captaine  (marcbiDg  with  the  rcit) 
Who  did  beieevf ,  ere  granted,  well  aiaur'd, 
(H'»  brniaa  baki  base  to  lodge  «o  great  a  gueat) 
That  by  Ghrist*t  woida  hk  servant  ahould  be  ^ur'd  i 
Then  sta«  (wbeti  dieeJc*d)  who  did  ibr  eruintii® 

^nt«it, 
And  cu«n  with  dogs  to  ba  cmnparM  endured  : 
Thui  ftoine  (tliofigh  Geutflia)  h«ve«o  bappie  beena, 
That  with  Uie  lewei  no  faith  Hire  their*  was  f       ' 


That  Uraelite  m  wb^m  np  guile  waa  foiinde, 
Who»e  minde  *till  piir6  from  storm  y  wave«  was  fre^i  * 
Ha  (leal  ihai  thronging  troupes  bli  «ght  ihouM 

bound) 
To  looke  on  CbHyt  who  Tnount^tl  on  a  tree  ; 
ThedcvilbentpellM,  who  were  dist'aa'd,  made  found, 
Earat  wonder'ii  obiec^ts,  uumbtirs  bappie  he. 
First  from  thoft  pame»,  from  eeidlc^sse  &a»t  ^ecut^d. 
Whose  soules  and  bodies  both  at  once  were  car'4, 

Haile,  hsppie  Mary »  lirgin  great  in  grace, 
Thy  *eKe*s  gloiT»  *be  Eternal l*«  lore  ! 
Whom  high  affection  freoiy  did  Imbrace^ 
By  aaercil  flames  ore-shadow 'd  from  above  j 
Not  botU«>V  forme,  nor  crilouf  of  a  face, 
Tti  rtTuke  ihk  match  did  the  Ahntghty  move? 
Her  portion  wa*  an  humble  motWt  ininde, 
For  vhieh  the  Lord  a  stat£  in  Heaven  designed. 

Eut  how  the  ddty  euuld  be  joyn'd  with  rfust» 
Sotne curious  braina  (weake  reftM>u*s  captiTes)f(!a|ii1 
Nirt  liki^  fam*d  Iotc  in  flames  enflam'd  with  1 041,  J 
Nor  In  a  do*e,  aa  he  eatne  in  a  swan  ^ 
Who  would  be  sav*d  mntt  absolutely  trusty 
No  iiMie  eojoy'd,  a  mayd  brought  fcrth  a  man : 
if  by  God*a  word  cold  earth  did  lile  receive^ 
A  womao  by  bis  sprite  might  80<jne  conc^re. 

What  wonders  rare  do  now  enrich  my  ryme ' 
StiJj  mayd,  thciogb  mother,  frre  from  mortall  gr<rd^ 
Wi  ire's  childe,  not  huiband'i,  and  yet  uiit  her  cry  ma, 
Big^  by  bimsi^lfe,  who  did  her  Maker  br«ed^ 
Eternity  wa^  limited  by  time  |  fca.'*!  1 

Small  boiuida  did  twund  who  doth  all  boimds  t^- 
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How  highly,  Mary,  sbouldst  thou  be  esteem'd, 
SiDce  Ev^h's  fault  was  by  thy  birth  redeemed  ? 

More  then  all  women  blessed  in  thy  bloud, 
"thou  first  for  him,  he  for  as  all  did  smart. 
Who  borrow'd  milk,  but  pay'd  for  it  his  blond. 
And  what  thou  hadst  was  his,  not  thy  desart. 
Who  with  the  rest  of  death  in  danger  stood, 
Wbil'st  from  his  crosse  he  did  these  words  impart: 
**  liook,  woman,  on  thy  sonne:"  then  mighfitthott 
How  he  (a  lambe)  was  ofired  up  for  thee.        [see. 

She  -who,  long  ehildiesse,  last  conceived  a  sonne, 
■  As  first  an  angell  did  to  her  divine, 
Still  till  the  time^that  thrise  three  times  were  runne. 
Whose  hntband^dumbenesse  proVd  acertainesigne. 
Her  to  salute  when  Mary  had  begun, 
The  babe  for  joy  her  wombe  could  scarce  confine: 
Whose  mother  prais'd  the  blessed  virgin's  state. 
As  by  her  birth  who  did  indeed  grow  great. 

1  see  those  sitters  shining  in  this  ranke,        [dead^ 
Whose  brother  Christ  fi^  wafl'd,  then  rais*d  when 
But  chiefly  she  who  cireumspectly  franke, 
A  precions  oyntment  ponr'd  upon  his  head ; 
Though  others  grudged,  Christ  her  for  this  did  thank. 
And  it  for  ever  memorable  made : 
Then  unto  her  as  one  before  held  deare, 
(Pale  death  dispatch 'd)  did  at  the  first  appeare. 

Thrice  glorious  twelve  whose  parts  notongue  can  tell, 
Aj  his  companions  by  our  Lord  imbrac'd, 
To  binde,  and  loose,  with  power  of  Heaven  and  Hell, 
(Still  working  wonders  wonderfully  graced)  ' 
With  whom  the  Holy  Ghost  did  come  to  dwell, 
Who  now  with  Christ  to  judge  the  world  are  plae'd : 
You  by  your  sufirings  conquered  have  forre  mor<^ 
Then  all  men  else,  by  acts,  since,  or  before. 

True  grounds  neglect'd,  the  doting  vulgar  throog. 
To  servile  meanes  do  so  ascribe  events. 
The  gospell  planting,  that  to  scape  such  wrong, 
God  us*d  none  great  in  power,  nor  rich  in  rent^ 
But  simple  trades-men,  neither  leam'd,  nor  strtmg. 
Brought  up  in  fishing,  or  in  making  tents. 
That  thus  all  might  tiieir  heavenly  message  know. 
The  which  to  earthly  helps  would  nothing  owe. 

He  who  did  first  great  faith  in  Christ  display. 
Which  flesh  nor  bloud  could  not  to  him  impart,  ^ 
Commended  thus,  ooomianded  straight  away, 
As  turuM  a  tempter  taught  by  Satan's  art, 
Whose  speech  did  tend  salvation's  course  to  stay. 
Then  Tudas  worse  in  words,  though  true  in  heart : 
His  pitie  cruell,  milde  the  traitor's  spite ; 
This  hasted  grace,  that  would  have  barr*d  it  quite. 

Still  of  that  minde  to  fight  at  last  he  aymM, 
And  rashly  did  cut  one  of  Malchus'  eares ; 
But,  loe,  this  lyon  by  a  ,cock  was  tam'd ;    [fieares. 
This  bragger  straight  a  mayd  ore-wbelm'd  with 
So  that  remorseful!,  angry,  and  asham'd,  .         « 
He  would  have  hid  his  face  with  flouds  of  teares ; 
Yet,  even  when  weeping,  with  more  strength  was 

stor'd. 
Then  when  he  walk*d  on  waves,  or  drew  his  sword. 

Thopgh  shaken  like  a  reed,  at  length  a  rocke. 
In  spite  of  tempests  he  was  constant  found. 
Whom  jealously  Christ  trusted  with  his  flocke. 
Who  thrise  deny'd  him^  thrise  by  promise, bound; 
Yet  of  the  chureh  (though  once  a  stumbling  b^ock) 
A  special!  pillar,  not  the  onely  ground : 


He  girt  himselfe  when  yoog  in  fireedome  fltm. 
But  when  grown  old,  was  girt  against  bk  wSl. 

That  disciple  stil'd  by  bis  master's  love. 
By  speaking  signes  whom  silent  Peter  pray'd* 
As  one  whose  credit  more  then  bis  could  mofv. 
To  leame  by  whom  the  Lord  should  be  betrmy'd. 
Whose  hosome  did  so  oft  his  pillow  prove. 
Who  many  thought  till  Christ  retum'd  bad  stayd: 
These  words  for  him  might  great  regard  have  wonse ; 
**  Man,  see  thy  mother ;  woman,  see  thy  Soooe.* 

Though  Christ  dtsprov'd  their  foolish  strifie  for  ^tate. 
If  oddes  there  were,  I  this  man  chiefe  would  eal^ 
Whose  life  so  long,  whose  troubles  were  ao  great. 
Two  persecutioos  seene,  and  Sion's  fall ; 
This  eagle*s  flight  no  brightneae  couUl  abates^ 
Whose  ravish'd  thoughts  have  comprehended  all : 
His  gospell  clearel'y  showes  things  that  were  pasi^ 
His  revelation  what  should  come  at  last. 

There  he  who  first  incredulous  was  found. 
Else  could  not  trust  what  he  desir'd  so  much. 
Still  wanting  faith  till  he  had  try'd  the  woond. 
To  see  too  curious,  grosse  when  he  did  touch : 
Yet  last,  the  truth  did  to  forre  Indians  soood. 
This  foult  to  helpe  his  fervent  zeale  was  sncfa  : 
Thus  having  seene  and  felt,  beleeve  he  orast. 
But  happy  those  who  never  saw,  yet  trust. 

That  eunuch  who  could  reade,  but  not  conceire. 
Till  Christ's  apostle  taught  to  him  a  qace. 
Who  as  he  strangely  came,  so  did  him  leave. 
In  Nature  lesse,  made  more  then  man  by  grace  ^ 
He  whom  his  chariot  then  daign'd  to  lecetve^ 
Whil'st  running  by,  as  worthy  of  no  place, 
Rais'd  now  above  himselfe  with  reverence  seene, 
Perohance  shall  judge  his  Ethiopian  queene. 

Those  barbarous  lewes,  O  how  they  suffer  nrast ! 

When  seeing  him  exalted  hi  their  sight. 

Whom  (though  as  singular  entitled  just) 

They  hurl'd  downe  head-longs  from  a  templet 

"height. 
Then  crushed  his  braines,  when  wallowing  in  the  dus^ 
As  so  to  quench  their  citie's  second  ligbt, 
Who  of  their  chureh  rul'd  the  converted  state. 
The  first  of  bishops,  both  in  time  and  seat 

He  for  whose  cause  two  good  men  jarr'd  in  will. 
Since  falling  once,  not  fit  to  sufiier  thought. 
Yet  (never  after  tax'd)  stood  constant  still. 
And  was  by  Venice  for  her  patron  sought; 
That  rare  physitian,  whose  celestiall  skill 
Cur*d  wounded  soules  by  balme  from  luda  bmnght : 
Those  two,  whose  pennesseem*d  drawnefirom  angel's 
Did  write  two  registers  of  sacred  things.      [ving^ 

But  what  rare  person  doth  pursue  my  sight. 
Whom  Christ  of  purpo««  came  againe  to  call? 
Who  straight  grew  blinde  whil'st  kwkingon  the  light. 
And  rose  more  strong  when  bruised  by  a  fall. 
Though  none  of  the  first  twelve  each  way  as  bright. 
He  traveled,  acted,  sufired  more  then  all : 
Hiis  wondrous  change,  what  weight  of  words  caa 
A  persecutor  first,  and  then  a  saint.  [p«ii>t } 

His  speech,  more  powerfull  then  could  flow  from  ait. 
Where  eloquence  the  greatest  glory  had, 
Caus*d  leam'd  philosophers,  amaz*d,  to  start,    . 
(Their  God  unknowne  best  knowne,  th^  rest  prcw^ 
Mad6  Felix  quaki^,  Agrippa  neere  convert,    [bad) 
Till  foolij^Festus  thought  he  had  f 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DOOMES-DAY,    THE  NINTH  HOURE, 


$n3 


¥'<3yce  liirm4)nioii«  aitf«h*  loundt  ff»%lit  emven, 
.^A  ikw^wmg  how  imce  rairkh'd  up  to  [le«vvfi, 

Tf »'.  saeriNl  vwif  II  by  the  Lard  elrclM^       [grace, 
1 1  vhom  cAch  ioiiltf  mij^lit  draw  firth  ■«tfeatiies  of 
I  tloiDg,  satferinf,  never  was  dejeciM, 
Tuutifb  bi^Aljeiu  trfmud,  in  pH*oii,  and  disgrace, 
He  Ijoldly  rfi*l  pr&fesse  what  he  affect Vi, 
And  ktpE  thi*  faith,  til)  f&ni^hsTig  his  mi'e 
At  MmU  En  me,  Iha  mothi^r  of  much  kUf 
Whitre  with  bis  bkntd  at  lost  he  sea^d  hia  wUh 

.'  let  »ee  hm  »!ki  mifirb  w>  much  did  tmuy^ 
Thst  BmiI  M€!rcariu$,  he  w»i  helH  for  I<jve* 
Till  both  «mf«a  prie«l»,  (with  gurlandi  ^rown'd) 

coufd  st«f , 
Fmin  oj^riri^  bulft»  Ai  to  their  gw]s  above  ; 
But  « hit 'ft  the  truth  they  fcankely  did  displaiTt 
W^t«uddeii  chance  $o  huge  a  change qould  ID/O^fe? 
TWcD  wbotn  tlicy  ibui  a&  giHjs  wirutd  have  ador'd, 
Tbey  iUaigbt  did  ttone,  ai  if  turo'd  dtTeli, abhorred* 

TJu.t  [Htbiiean  who  did  in  Bcroutei  dliirc^t^ 

Tbow  tnnvsurri  £Lr£t,  i»hose  power  each  conictencc 

htnAat 
He  whiise  few  lines  dcw^  some  it  range  thiiigs  attest, 
ft%m  fnmtrfi*  (tbouyrh  true)  which  now  no  pwder 

He  vbu  trai  ehidw\l  by  Lot,  and  all  tbe  rest 
IMime  UH   Chmi  wash'd,  to  humble  haughty 

mindea, 
Wliicb  femiep  In  valnc,  fome  femdly  would  affect, 
TBovfli  bov'd  in  fihov,  whilVit  swelling  in  elEeeL 

Then  with  those  twHTe^^ome  happy  men  did  haunl, 
(Haven's  mtAfEu^n,  efaagehiijig  peace) 
Ai  hi  *ho  watred  after  Paul  did  pltinli 
Attlcircumciti*d  to  ptease  the  Hebrew  race» 
He  (full  of  fftith)  who  did  fraik  passtons  d^nnt, 
Htlfe  lew,  halfe  GemUe;  joyning  both  ia  gra^e: 
N^  Silas,  Tif  lis  and  a  troupe  t  spy* 
WlMiwith  th'  apo»tJ^  did  their  traveb  try* 

^  mfir*d  f!rom  deaths  and  prais'd  for  doings  well, 

^^^  charitable  gannenls  made  and  gave. 

That  thmtinaDf  who  did  purpte  jtelU 

But  freatet  treasure  freely  did  receive  i 

Tl*t  Wy  c*U'd  elect*  a«  to  excel  I, 

^^ hath  already  fome,  shaJi  glory  have* 

Saifte  of  thii  texe.  beaide  with  those  are  fi;>und, 

^fl»tt«e  piety  etemall  penned  renowQ*d, 

tlicae  fuUttene  babei  at  Bethel  kill'd  by  ^leiee, 
(yHt^eitoui  minder  each  shadow  doth  affright) 
Tbat  mart^fv  were  before  they  could  prqfessc, 
ef  «tt^ifit  bapf»y,  ere  lo  doe  of  might, 
^^  no«  in  tJcAven  a  gkirknia  itafce  poisesse, 
Aad  ftwQ  vorld'i  tojlesi  by  tim6  did  take  their 

flight  t 
Jwttfkinc  for  Christ,  before  at  all  they  itowU 
Tbofcdjr'd  ai  Christian*,  bapliz'd  with  their  bloud, 

Jbtil  be  whom  lacob'i  farre  def<n*r^d  race, 
^oalijinnio  »ccii»*d»  with  partial!  spite, 
^J#  VUUtyr'a  etifitiur,  eminent  in  pla4,*e,       . 
Jwiicrad  tcriiiturea  did  folemnly  citf, 
jhilTfli  like  an  angell  tUininf  was  hia  face, 
»<*  Jialc  for  fear©,  no,  lightning  forth  delight : 
^1  he  thiste  fuffriaim  faire  iiiore  f  lorions  thoii^^ 
*«»  all  the  wondert  tiiat  by  him  were  moght. 


This  happf  elder,  first  of  the  first  seven^ 

(Whir«t  hemM  about  by  a  tunmltaoui  band) 

Did  look*?  alof^  lo  the  mritinff  EJeaven, 

And  ^w  the  Bono«  (^  man  ai  GckI^si  Hgbt  hand^ 

Whose  charity  he  onely  then  did  even, 

To  ]iray  for  them^  who  stoning  him  did  ^atid  ; 

Stari«!  bniis'd  his  bcdy^  but  could  hanne  no  mnrr 

His  Taviith*d  soiile  had  Oed  U>  HeaTon  before. 

WbiPft  ten  Herce  stonnca  the  Christian  ttati*  diil 

tOfwe^ 
With  blasts  of  blasphemy,  and  shoures  of  blond, 
Tliey,  not  by  sigties  charactring  tlien  thfir  creaae, 
Did  beare  It  selfe,  and  try 'd  by  tortures  stood  j 
Of  honour,  fbrttnic,  friends,  or  life,  the  lo«e< 
iMd  pmisc  (as  trifles)  for  a  greatGr  (rood :       [h^art, 
Paine  (scom'dj  but  rals'd,  not  rack'd  their  aoule  nor 
VVho  (c¥en  when  su tiring)  actM  the  brav^t  pnru 

My  Muse  (iufircnuous)  D|:lsdly  would  bum  fort h^ 
Their  praise  (when  bunding) who triumpb'd  in  hearts^ 
Of  whom  each  one  deservef  {rspe^tlng  vorth) 
An  epieke  poeme^  ^rac*d  by  all  the  arti; 
Would  God  she  could  translate  unto  the  norths 
Their  vertue's rdicU,  not  terrestrial]  parts: 
Which  {evmi  in  toales  enahrio'd)  mijflit  rev*-rctice 
As  hence  in  glory,  living  here  by  fame,     [elatme. 

Those  learned  doctDn,  primitively  great. 

The  churehe**  ancients,  whom  account  we  may, 

A  a  f'KBtcr- fat  hers  of  her  rnfaiit  state, 

Lights  set  ere  nonnc,  yet  lightning  tiU  the  day, 

Who  did  Cbrist*9  cau^  by  wordi^bj'  hooke»  debate^ 

And  banished,  tortST'd,  kilKd,  did  constautstay  t 

What  rare  examples  far  each  following  age, 

To  scome  the  fury  of  a  tyranrs  rage  ? 

When  good  fpiatios,  (hifhJy  Ea  be  prii'd) 
Wasbra^'d  by  beasts, which  roar'd  with  r9ullDg«y^ 
He  boldly  said  (their  gaping  jawes  detpis'd) 
*■  Finewheate  for  Christ  this  gnoding now  me  tryes;* 
Kot  like  that  sect  which  was  by  one  devised, 
Who  had  his  name,  whom  Heaven  farre  diflTering 
Ignattan^  to  inflict,  not  suffer  fire,  [^PS^  - 

Wliose  too  great  sprits  to  vexe  the  world  Citnspire. 

There  Smyrna's  augell,  whom  lohn  did  affect, 
In  stormy  times  who  did  a  Hght  ^ppeare. 
Whom  easteme  churches  did  to  Rome  direct* 
Of  HeiteHf  feast  the  questtonM  time  to  cleare, 
Hia  death  fore-dreamMj  as  falliwg  in  eff^ect, 
(Sayd)  ur^'d  t'J  leave  his  lord  (so  long  held  deare ;) 
"  Whom  i  for  master  foures<!ore  yea  res  did  try, 
And  fouod  so  good,  I  will  his  senrant  dyc/» 

Ukesayle^  with  winde,  fire's  curling  wavesdid  swHI, 
From  Heaven  cncourag'd  to  continue  good, 
(As  g'lld  refin'd»  whose  brightne^ie  doth  exi^]) 
All  CTOvu'd  with  flames,  the  reverent  tdd  man  stood ; 
(A  verifies  which  did  most  sweetly  smell) 
They  bum'd  not  him,  he  quench'd  them  with  his 
To  hide  his  dust,  the  Pagans  did  accord,    [blond  i 
Lest  the  beholders  had  the  same  ador'd. 

When  Tusline  sought  (as  learning  did  direct) 
How  one  lOTgbtanAe  for  death,  vaini'  pleasures  loath, 
W  h  i  i  '5t  Ch  r i  stiaos'  cou  rage  notlii  n j§r  coukl  dejectp 
{1'hough  try'd  eatreamely)  conCdent  in  both. 
So  tliat  their  conrio  bred  vertue  in  e0ect. 
Philosophy  but  superficial  I  froth: 
He  needs  tcnatd  try  who  did  thdr  grouads  dcrbe. 
Whence  waolution  did  so  bravely  riit 
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And  when  b»ptix*d,  liisbnMa«tfint  oloudtwtrepait. 
The  gwpcVs  ligkt  be  dearely  evm*  to  kooir, 
TheD,  what  be  gain'd,  resolv'4  to  use,  not  viit. 
Straight  what  he  learn'd,  did  teach,  Ohriat't  truth 

to  show. 
Till  (out  of  envy)  heath'nish  Crescem  la«t. 
When  learning  ffui'd,  did  him  by  art  oradvov : 
Who  added,  one  noto  the  Christian  fmstf^ 
Long  toes'd  by  men,  and  torne  in  th'  end  by  beasts. 

When  cbaig'd  with  yeares  (to  dye  by  Nature  ply'd) 
Of  body  weake,  but  Tigoroos  in  minde, 
Whei^  siWer  haires  (with  bloud  in  crimson  dy'd) 
Wept  rubies  downe,  whiPst  tb*  eyes  still  tearelcsse 

shin'dy 
Tlie  wrinckles  (raz'd  by  wounds)  could  not  be  spy'd, 
By  scourging,  scorning,  torturing,  threatniug,  pin*d : 
Old  Photinus  and  Simeon  where  long  plac'd, 
lerasalemy  40d  lions  highly  grao'd. 

Then  Ireoaus  after  doth  succeed 
To  PhotioQS,  in  merit,  and  in  place, 
Wbo,vhirst  church-ritci  did  great  contention  brefd, 
Would  not  hv  them  disturbe  the  common  peace  $ 
With  him  TertulHan,  TuUian  thnse  indeed. 
For  wit  fud  skill,  which  learning's  height  did  grace : 
What  pen  can  to  their  pennes  afford  due  praise, 
Which  did  afflicted  faith  defend  and  raise. 

By  mother's  care  from  martyrdome  restrayn'd. 

He  who  for  death  oonfirmM  bis  father's  will. 

But,  though  in  scriptures  by  long  practise  trained, 

One  text  for  uhastnesse  did  interpret  ill. 

And  (even  bj  that  in  which  he  gloried  stayn'd) 

Too  superstitiously  disposed  still : 

By  offripg  ineenge,  idols  did  adore. 

To  scape  disgrace  from  a  detested  More. 

Barr'd  from  that  church  where  fa\ne  he  made  the 

breach,  • 

Whil'st  high  remorse  his  guilty  minde  did  racke, 
At  Sion  urg'd  some  sacred  part  to  teach. 
These  words  of  God  his  ground  did  chance  to  make, 
<*  My  right^eousnesse  why  should  a  sinner  preach, 
Or  in  his  mouth  my  testimony  take  ?'* 
Then  quite  confounded,  leaving  longing  eares, 
Though  words  were  stayed,  he  talked  with  God  in 

teares. 

There  he  (though  once  to  damned  arts  »  prey) 
Who  for  true  koowledga  lingular  did  prove. 
And  did  the  church  (admir'd  by  Affricke)  sway. 
Of  RDme*s  old  civall,  when  with  €sme  in  love. 
With  righteoosnessa  all  Christians  to  array. 
Who  long  by  tongue,  a^d  still  by  pen  doth  move : 
-^  With  greater  power  th«n  whilst  on  th'  Earth  he 
stood, 
**  Writs  grow,  when  watred  with  the  author's  bloud.** 

With  this  bright  troupe,  Christ's  champion  doth  ap- 

prouc^ 
Whose  torture,  no,  whose  triumph  I  must  praise. 
Then  etrst  £|iab  in  his  fyery  coach. 
Who  did  himselfe  to  Heaven  more  bravely  rais^ 
Whil'st  on  his  gridiron  flames  did  Utt  eoonmch. 
Those  words  ofhis  the  he»r«v«  M  mfu^ : 
"  Now  tyrant  chui^  since  her?  Mfe  broil'4  I  reat, 
If  fosted  flesh,  or  li^w,  49lt^  plfMMhfif  bin-" 


From  Aletandria,  tundry  I  behold. 
Who  at  this  meethig  jojfnUy  doe  shoot, 
Ar  Athanasius  for  the  tnith  stilt  bold. 
By  Ariani  banish'd,  but  not  broaght  Cb  doobl. 
And  that  Paphnntius,  (happy  n^n  when  oU) 
Of  whom  the  eyes  Christ's  en'mies  had  bor^  oat. 
Whose  seate  disfigur'd,  Coostantine  did  k\m^ 
Of  faith  a  trophee,  and  a  badge  of  blisae. 

The  easteme  churches  first  did  Christ  embrace. 
And  dvew  their  foith  fVom  fountaines  that  were  pm 
What  famous  doctours,  singular  for  grace,  [scmtr 
Have  clear'd  those  parts,  thoogfa  at  this  tiom  akm. 
What  glorious  martyrs,  crowwng  there  their  aaec^ 
The  fyrie  tryall,  gold-like  did  endare? 
To  thinke  of  them,  my  soule  for  augoisligroaoesi 
Ah,  that  baiw  Turkes  should  tread  tt|Km  tfadr  boaoi 

But  since,  deare  Muse,  to  grace  all  vottk  ioolMi'd^ 
Two's  fome  of  force,  thy  ofiHng  must  pr^eure^ 
A  modest  virgin,  faire  oif  face  and  mtadt^ 
Whose  soule  and  body  all  men  prais'd  as  pure; 
She  for  Christ's  fmlth  was  to  a  stevea  oonter'd. 
There  (wone  then  death)  vile  hainnflssr,  to 
Where  she,  though  chast,  a  strumpets 

gnine, 
(Though  iaMoent)  foro*d  sione  to 


Oft  in  her  cheekes  shame  kindled  Tertue>s  flames 
Though  in  pals  Mhes  quickly  qoenchM  by  fsaccs; 
Yet  death  to  force  the  desp'rate  virgin  dreanaes. 
And  haughty  fancies,  stormy  courage  rearea, 
Whose  generous  fury  straight  reUgion  tamei^ 
Yet  could  not  calme  sad  sighes,  nor  dry  salt  teases : 
She  (as  her  enemy)  beauty  did  abhorre, 
VM  leprous  envy'^  wieh'd  to  b&  a  More. 

WhiVsi  thus  perplex'd  the  pensive  maid  did  mi. 
With  hands  a  crosse,  eyes  lifted  to  tiM  sky. 
Her  fomemore  weigh'd  then  life, Christmoiw  thnsil, 
Which  she  must  leave,  or  him  she  mast  deay^ 
There  was  no  hope  fiir  fovoc,  nor  place  §9r  wM^ 
When  one  comes  in,  as  if  her  first  to  try : 
Bat  in  his  garments  bids  her  flya  aamy. 
And  he  in  hers  would  as  a  weman  staf  . 

When  Theodora,  Didymos  did  leave, 
(Those  names  of  theirs  deserve  to  be  ezpress'd) 
His  danger  first  he  oould  not  but  conceive, 
A  mtn  sQone  knowne,  a  Christian  be  confess'd, 
«  Who  could,"  saidlie,  *'  of  worth  bat  seeke  tossve, 
A  woman's  honour,  a  poore  mayd  distress^ } 
And  since  you  her  but  for  religion  blame,  [shame  i' 
Should  thoughts  so  pure  be  cross'd  by  pqUiks 

He  straight  was  damn*d  to  death  by  pnrtiall  hate, 
Though  charg'd  for  nothing  hut  fur  doing  good, 
A»d  die  who  heard  the  danger  of  bis  stats, 
Came  him  to  free,  by  oflfring  up  her  blood : 
Both  striv'd  ior  death ;  magnanimoos  debate  1 
WhiPst  with  rdigion,  vertne  eamkxtf  stood : 
They  generously  devout,  devoutly  brav^ 
Taught  Gentiles  worth,  true  sealetoCbristiaosgafS- 

A  tyrant,  when  contemn 'd,  more  fieroe  doth  prors, 
Much  haste  was  os*d,  that  both  might  fiUI  bf  flft| 
Bright  were  the  flames  of  their  immortal]  lov, 
Which  never  4>um'd  with  nny  base  deaire : 
This  mateh  contract'd  below,  perfbrm'd  above, 
God  gciffd  with  angelf  in  Heavm'^  higbciftqaii*! 
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ilk!  li  tbttir  mth^,  ioui^  eoojuttt'd  did  Bye, 
11**1  (svh  tor  th*  other,  bonii  fbe  Chmt  did  dye, 

'.  ooely  iwcn  (whocn  e^tiragc  bfvld  doth  nmkfi) 

nee  priclt'^cli  mad  by  their  honour  bounds 
\  lraij«,  who  fiir  each  teirour  qimkc. 
And  CAdtMDt  see,  much  le^se  pndurt-  a  wound  j 
E" I'D  children  yong:  did  rewlution  Uke, 

P»mri  Willi  parenli  happy  pirtner^  found  i 
■y  froai  law  ^jtsundfl  tuny  ris^  a  glorious  he iffht, 
t^od  by  weijtkti  meauei  moat  magaifiei  hb  inighL% 

What  fMTi  c»Ti  paint«  or  yet  what  heart  coocefve, 
^rijtian*  first  to  p1«nt  the  gospdl  toird^ 
what  trouble  Pagona  daily  gave, 
I  I'd,  scoiirg'd,  of  pliioe  and  fortunes  spoil  d? 
' -r  tft  haTe  lire,  no,  nor  a  gravft,    [biwl'd  : 

^  ',  inini*d,  beheaded,  lorne  with  benita,  and 

Their  ifhes  B«al]ow*d,  or  dispersM  for  upite, 

Aj  if  their  bcdng  to  abolish  quite. 

^t't  bithopa  then  wiih  care  did  ke«pthcSrflocke, 

(A  sacrifice  t(*  every  tyrant'i  wrath) 

N'«jt  ptitfrxl  up  preaumiD^  <jf  a  ttwk, 

Bju,  Peter- like,  m  learra,  io  hand*,  and  dfeath, 

Mqre  aiRjfif  th*-n  he  when  cballenf'd  by  a  cock, 

^rfoffe«tiQ(!  the  plory  of  his  failh : 

^Vo  fnitfT*  ui>«  with  pompe  m  proudly  home, 

«««  f  lurigu*  cruwne*  these  m&rtyn  did  adome. 

^o«e  paatoff  then^  farre  from  contentious  pride, 
'  woridly  hoiiuurs  did  aw  rocks  es45huc, 
'   '""'*    -   rf'full  how  their  fioeke  to  guidci 

3aght>%  poore»  and  humble  gfew  ; 
_  '>r  plaoc,  hot  where  to  lurke  not  spy \1, 

Jhii  ii  to  their  charge  fctiJi  martyrdome  waij  due : 
fc'^ifi'  dubji^u  true,  though  subject  to  thrir  wrath, 
A  tMtiuiJiK  otbtn,  luifrini  for  tlie  faith. 


truft, 

.    ,  w  ^ — '-  - — --.■.— .^  ...~ .rtncij 

'^  ro^ie  of  la  wi,  a  tempter  to  the  juat, 
J«  1/  atl  Tice,  who  can  alhivt  wiih  eharmet, 
i  ^m  the  chast  («t  last  fer  thee)  do  luit ; 
'•^ftKly  bawd  who  dmt  abuse  r«eh  state; 
t  Iqr  all  tbia  whom  wonc  00  Earth  doth  hate. 

po»«*  tkhM,  thoKU  thoQ  dtdj^t  df^prave  each  part, 
p  •hich  RoJike's  chureh  Had  flourish  d  firal  >o  long, 
Jj»f«y*itiing  with  pride  her  bl»hop*s  heart, 
«art  weak  with  tiod,  when  with  the  world  grown 

J°»*K;ft  which  CooEtaotioe  was  laid  V  impart, 
I  '^*'*  <*  i™e,  did  make  them  fini  go  uronf : 
7  *JJ™*  <^ha1ice  golden  priests  did  use, 
P**om  chalice  woodea  priests  aUute. 

r^^we  grown  great,  and  lords  of  many  lauds, 
Tfi:  ft*"?™  PTOr^d  the  cause  of  shedding  blond; 
in  ^'^'"'P^**  Md  Gibifms  oft  arm'd  m  bandi. 


Tr. 
K«t 


Vour  one  triumphing  stood; 
^vord  diim'ri  terrour  id  his  hands, 
yes  «nc  drown  d  in  Tiber's  Eood  i 


"t^pemr»de,  but  to  compel  1  they  went, 
•■*^  <*  »»¥*,  then  bo#  t*j  ruine  bent, 

mt^^l^^  «n^th  caltnes  had  hlitated  many  a 

TZr™**'*'''*'  q«  ekned  aH  before,      [minde, 

i*bti!ir*^*^  franke  gT^tefulnene  did  binde, 

^  ulnUlftf  *'*'*^  ftratsse  remark'd  the  more  ; 

Iter  SL?  ?^  "**'^'  '*^'"*  '^'^^  ^"S»>*  t^t^y  *hin^d, 

VOL  V       ^"**'^  ^"^  i^h^E^  «cuf«}  d^ma^ 


Oft  that  which  roftfing  winde*  cottid  ndt  haf 
Some  flatterM  by  the  Suone  hat*  f[««ty  left. 

Tit  ere  Mylan's  gJory^  whom  (by  grace  Pal«'d  high) 

In  civil!  charge  the  cburch  *oiild  needs  acqwire. 

Not  sutiaj?  first,  then  fayning  to  deny, 

H<"  not  tiie  place,  the  place  d»d  him  n  quire, 

WbiE:h  when  procur'd,  he  did  so  well  siipply. 

That  his  perfection  all  men  did  admire: 

Wh^  from  hi*  church  on  emp'roor  did  «teUide» 

Till  by  repcnt&nce  parg^d  from  gnittlesie  bloud^ 

Biznntium*t  bishop  for  true  Christian  care, 
Then  all  her  pat  Harks  may  more  glory  ctaime^ 
For  eloquence,  who  cxqnisitely  rare, 
A  mouth  of  gold  madejmtly  grace  his  OAIDA, 
Which  taxing  5*inue,  did  never  person  spsrf| 
Due  even  in  pKnees  what  wHt  ill  did  blamt| 
O  hiiw  Ihi^  all  the  world's  alFtction  mofea, 
When  eloquence  of  tnith  the  lanteirie  prwci ! 

That  painfull  labourer  in  the  fietda  of  grmec;, 
Uiterjireting  the  truth*  trmnalatiog  right. 
Who  for  his  dvelhng  singled  out  the  place^ 
Where  flrtt  our  Saviowr  viewed  thin  changliag  light | 
And  of  frailc  thoughts  disturbing  flei^hly  peace. 
This  judgemeiil  last  with  horrour  at  the  height 
Did  apprehend  (as  marking:  Aammg  spheares) 
That  still  Christ's  trtimpet  thundr^  in  his  eares* 

That  mother,  whoae  kinde  tear^  with  ardour  shed. 
Wise  Ambmse  «atd  could  not  in  vatiie  be  spent. 
Here  comes  her  Sonne  whom  with  such  care  aha  brfld. 
Much  for  hi*  body,  for  hi*  foitle  m<iTe  bent  j 
Through  errour's'ttiaze  lung  intricately  ted, 
A  friend,  and  she  oft  urging  to  repent ; 
His  rare  did  more  his  eye  to  reade  these  lin^i, 
By  which  (made  ^mous)  his  couvereinn  shiii«a. 

And  thus  what  travel!  huge  behoT'd  to  be. 
Ere  this  great  prson  to  the  light  was  brou^rht  ? 
Who  still  iu  toile,  the  world  from  hoxme  to  frefv 
Then  earst  Alcides,  with  more  monsten  fought. 
Of  heresies}  mt^st  horrible  to  see, 
Whose  learned  workes  a  full  confusion  wrought  | 
And  yet  of  them  be  did  some  faults  redresse, 
Even  strong  in  that,  hi»  weakcnease  to  confc»e. 

When  barbarous  Vandals  did  tlial  plac^  hesifgc, 
Wherp  thi«  rare  pastor  litt  attendance  gave. 
Not  able  to  fe$\m.  their  bound te»e  rafe^ 
Who  (grosse)  such  parts  as  hii  could  not  oooc^fi^ 
To  flye  their  forces  he  yeelded  unto  m^. 
His  towne  (ere  stayn*d)  in  purity  to  leave  1 
Whose  happy  rule  stilt  lasted  with  his  life : 
Thus  at  his  funeral*  tearcs  of  forctj  were  rifa. 

Whii'st  emulous  judgements  who  but  fame  affect. 
To  praise  themselves,  all  others  would  abate  i 
And  where  familiar^  leaving  due  respect. 
All  what  they  reach,  prize  at  an  easie  rate; 
1#  living  men,  the  world  doth  worth  neglect, 
Mark'd  carelesly,  by  envy,  or  by  bate ; 
And  they,  when  gone,  are  by  the  world  admtr'd. 
As  he  WSJ  straight  when  ooce  from  hence  retir'd. 

Thus  Hippo's  bishop^  th'  ornament  of  arta, 
Scarce  free  from  stormes,  was  harbour'd  in  hispoiti 
When  rancour  raging  in  the  Arians*  hearti. 
In  A^cke  made  the  Christians'  p«ati«  bat  fhoiti 
Ne«r«  tbotnandi  five,  dlip^ri'd  in  •andi^  pArtJ^ 
WeTe  after  hi  I  I'd  by  ct^iel  ties'  wont  *ort  s 
And  some  dismembred,  yet  enjoy 'd  their  breath. 
Who  (liviag  Biartyim)  h*d  tnuuph'd  eea  4«Hk 
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A  gemnll  maelikg  pvbliktly  decreed. 
As  to  ooDsalt  ebout  the  churcbe'i  lUte^ 
Foare  hundred  father^  joynM  themseWes  with  fpeed, 
Where  doubts  did  challenge,  freely  to  debate ; 
Ah !  can  religion  ao  much  mbchiefe  breed. 
As  under  trust  to  shew  the  height  of  bate? 
Religion's  show,  6od*8  bishops  did  beguile : 
Who  met  for  peace,  went  parting  in  exile. 

Then  some  were  bnm'd  to  terrifie  the  rest. 
Whose  banishnaent  their  constancy  decor'd, 
TiU^that  6ef«e  iyrani  (Affrioke's  faUU  pest> 
For  erring  Arians  fought  agwnst  the-  Lord, 
And  dy*d  by  ▼ermine,  with  a  stonny  brest. 
Whitest  (as  his  minde)  his  body  wai  abhorr'd : 
Thus  he  like  Heipd,  like  to  him  did  end,  [attend." 
**  Such  monsters  strange,  strange  judgements  doe 

Loe,  lelfe^divisigos  still  the  chaicb  did  marrc^ 
Superflubus  knowledge  toiling  clouds  to  clcare ; 
Worse  then  with  Turkes,  with  Christians,  Christinte 

Jarre  i  v 

In  levell  groups,  all  ruptures  most  appeare, 
Alid  each  small  4»tance  seemes  exceeding  farre, 
In  them  wh6  (if  not  joy  nM)  are  naught,  though  neare: 
Those  curious  doubts  which  good  men  doe  eschew, 
Make  in^ny  atheists,  and  doe  better  few. 

But,  vent'rous.Muse,  a  troopejre  now  must  trace, 
Prats'd  for  their  rarenesse  at  the  higher  rate^ 
Asr  eminent  for  parts^  as  in  their  place. 
Their  people's  better  each  way  as  in  state ; 
Them  sovereignty  did  siiow,  they  it  did  grace. 
Not  by  opinion,  but  with  reason  groit: 
FraHe  diadems  did  earsl  adome  their  brow, 
These  everlasting  are,  which  dccke  them  now. 

Great  Consttfutine,  who  but  command  tbed  mnst  ? 

Afflicting  furi'es  thou  didst  soone  asswage, 

Whom  (ere  adventring)  rictbry  to  trust, 

A  signe  in  Heaven  for  surety  did  engage; 

Thou  quench'd  in  Tiber'k  streames  a  t^ratat^s  lust. 

Which  did  in  Aoine  exorbitantly  r*ge : 

And  (persecntion  brought  unto  an  end) 

The  Christian  foith  didst  first  by  antoes  defend. 

Though  great  with  power,  a  stranger  still  to  pride, 
By  warre  prevailing,  yet  a  friend  to  peace, 
Henil'd,notraign*d,woHd^eaperour,  no»  herguide, 
As  then  with  men,  now  high  with  God  in  places 
He  for  the  church  (as  feiher)  did  proride, 
And  to  be  gorgeous,  brought  her  from  dugrace : 
That  she  wlio  late  for  foare  dorrt  not  be  scene. 
Straight  raised  with  pompe,  was  courted  as  a  queene. 

A  brave  intention  bad  efTeCt^  may  bi%ed. 
And  things  once  good  may  be  deprav*d  by  time ; 
This  prince,  bent  to  supply  the  churche's  need. 
Did  taint  that  purenesse  which  adom*d  l^r  prime, 
And  choak'd  with  sarfet,  wbert  he  sought  to  feed. 
The  guiltlesBC  autbour  of  a  casuall  crime : 
Thattowne  for  Christians  thus  which  rear'd  fie  had, 
TheTur  kes'chiefo  seate,niakls  many  a  Christian  sad. 

His  fotber  once  (as  heatb'nish)  did  pretend. 
That  in  his  oampe  no  Christian  more  should  dwell, 
And  nambers  (straight  lest  him  they  should  ofieod) 
From  their  profession  impudently  fell ; 
Byt  them  who  consUnt  were,  he  did  eommend,  . 
And  froa  hia  coort'the  othen  did  cnpell :  • 


For  thoae  wbOMhnictteise.an  m 

Since  folse  to  God,  coald  not  to  h«B  be  troe. 

Next  obma  a  lady  crown'd  with  glofy  forth. 
Of  these  ihrst  two  the  mother,  and  the  .wife^ 
Whose  birth  and  vertne  did  adome  the  ooitb. 
Where  first  this  ile  did  give  snch  goodnenae  Kfe; 

0  how  great  persons  doe  make  worth  moiv  worth ' 
Her  zeale  in  thousands  bred  a  godly  strife. 

Like  Sparta's  queene  fbr  beauty,  and  in  nsme. 
Not  of  so  great,  but  of  forre  better  fome. 

Devotion  at  the  height,  (yet  not  a  sinne) 

The  scom'd  extreame  did  come  so  neare  to  touch. 

That  they  who  follow'd,  did  fall  grosly  in^ 

Thus  superstition  Uught,  by  leale  grew  au<^ 

Which  pilgrimage  and  relicto  did  begin; 

That  crosse  she  found,  did  since  croase  Christ  t«o 

mubb : 
Of  whose  true  crosse,  We  but  by  soiTring  share. 
Here  but  of  wood;  her  sonaea  was  diiawn  in  th*  ayre. 

That  emp*ronr^s  sight  doth  next  my  tbonghts  invise. 
Who  was  by  Ambrose  fiiom  the  cbupch  reatraio'd, 
Whil'st  once  (transported  with  impetoows  spitw) 
His  place  In  time  of  peace  with  bkwld  be  stayn'd ; 
Rome*s  power  by  parting,  whtf  did  roiue  quite. 
Though  his  weako  aoones  (when  halfe)  loo  jboc^ 

attain'd": 
He  dy>d  in  time,  whil'st  still  held  good  and  grear. 
Ere  barbarous  squadrons  came  to  crush  the  state. 

That  ebbitag  time  can  but  few  emp'rours  show. 

For  piety,  or  ahy  worth  renown'd. 

Some  serv^ts  rose  (while  as  their  lords  fell  low) 

Deservfng  and  deriring  to  be  cit>wn'd. 

As  he  who  did  Alaricus  oreChrow, 

Whose  beaten  remnant  did  his  hoaat  oonfoond. 

Though  victor  still,  and  (save  him)  wanting  none  j 

So  great  a  moment  may  depend  on  one. 

Brave  iEtius  thas  »  Uoiidy  praise  may  daime^ 
Who  more  performed  then  emp^rours  durst  nttenipt ; 
Thpt  great  commander,  with  the  martiaU  n^ae, 
Whq  Italy  from  bondage  did  exempt,  [fome. 

Whose  trophees  fill'd  both  th*  east  and  west  with 
Yet  dy'd  «  beggair,  sunke  below  cCn«ea\pt: 
That  ednnch  (mock'd)  repaid  his  emprcise  aome. 
Who  spun  a  web  which  never  was  imdone. 

1  scarce  can  know  a  Christian  at  this  hoMtt, 
Of  then  who  sway'd  the  empire  of  the  eifll. 
Whose  sovereignty  secm'd  Hwect,  bntstin  prov'd 

sonre, 
(Who  ratgn'd  In  state,  oft  ending  like  a  beast) 
Though  image-breakers,  foes  to  p^>all  power. 
In  whose  vast  minde,  religion's  part  was  least : 
Those  barb'rous  kirds  whom  dyingGfcece  did  breed. 
Were  types  of  Turkes  that  after  shouki  succeed. 

Brave  Martell^  sonne,  great  (Varies,  the  pride  of 

France, 
To  plague  the  Pagans  heritably  borne. 
Who  over  th'  Alpes  bis  ensignes  did  advance, 
'Che^Oerman's  terrour,  the.ltalian's  aoocae* 
Who  from  old  foes  h^g'd  hetpe  (what  worse  could 

chance  ?)         "^ 
And  with  new  titles  did  a  Oaule  adome : 
Atnbiiiai  here  joyn'd  two  by  mutual!  hopea. 
But  since  fow  emp'rours  could  agree  with  popes. 
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T^it  dlgnitr  *h«e  Tifgln  flower  wm  due, 
T&  brnwc  eofnmasiders,  victorj'  to  crowne, 

WhiJSt  but  iti  ammef  and  not  in  emetiQc  true, 
A  RoniAii  r«J}ct  in  g  OreciaD  U)»t)e, 
Thef  f»Te  it  him,  (ai  ^fter  did  msue) 
Thai  gt^tcfulbcMc  might  godliocMe  prciac  dawne : 
Yet  e*en  whcti  tua  ciwd«  tuttw  had  tbe  «eate, 
Hf  vfttai  d  EoiAc,  which  itraight  grew  grosie,  when 
treat. 


SS7 

Those  whom  that  doltiih  t\m^  with  htra  broiiglkt 

forth.  [worthTJ 

He  makes  their  laults  Aeeme  worse,  they  ^rmce  hii 


Tfcc  D«Mt  greiit  Chmti4fi  gnc'd  by  tacrpd  anues, 
A  jloriouf  plant  from  the  ^me  hcujnd&  did  spf-TJj, 
Pmm  lufidela^  who  back  (by  6ifrce  alarnics) 
The  loftibe  of  ChrJat  an4  Dayid's  ihfotiu  did  hnn\^; 
Hij  fts*  all  Taaquiih  d,  and  the  worM  'abaae  ch  arena's, 
Wbt'fl  both  by  cqnqueit  aiid  by  choice  s  king : 
B^  would  for  state  he  onely  crowned  *ith  thome. 
To  hi  in  for  gtoiy,  though  p^ea  Cbtat  for  worne. 

Some  else  with  him  whom  HeayeoSehiefe  stamp  did 
Aad  io  their  breaiti  jost  fury  did  infuie,  [teale, 
^t  for  Irvile  ^lofy*  but  enaam'd  with  ieale,  {u5e» 
who  for  food  ends,  warre  (man 'a  wowt  meanes)  did 
J^sw  prmhe  from  fame  no  treachemut  time  cm 
llBnKwtal I ijM  by  rari ih 'd  Tassoe'i  m liie ,  [itea I e, 
To  etowne  (heiir  conquest  (scottiiiiK  latter  hml Is) 
W(U  ttataly  tropheea  rcar*d  of  Pa^ns:  spoils. 

pit  l£>woe  (a  garden  bng  for  Hearen'^  choice 
grIftfAia'd  IsiBS?  commaDded  for  a  ^iMice,  [flowers) 

f*nt  from  faire  Sion  when'  with  God  in  grace, 
J^tmce  afaioe  to  free  her  ftatdy  lowers, 
^  ttep*  of  Godhpj  suodry  striv'd  to  trace, 
Wrds  Grrmaa^  Eofflblt^  French,  and  other  bands, 
wit  laird  m  fortune,  not  in  hcarti,  nor  hands. 

Jta  pnr^tijry  gM  mtm^  not  ga^e, 
(^^°**ttl<k^  tl^n  did  tioty  varrea  pretn^i, 
^(ciatefiing  kiofdamai)  did  f ranks  seale  deceive, 
^d**t  puhhek  ■ymei  did  maske  a  private  end  ; 
Oftpn(iiC!es  thus  (that  they  lease  power  iTiTjht  have) 
me'»  powrrfuU  threatning*  did  to  Syria  lend, 
Wte  (jarring  nill)  t^id  their  abandyfi'd  states, 
WtKigtibaijn  jealofia,  emutous  of  inatc«. 

«*  *bat  great  coi]i|uest  cuutd  thoie  kings  acquire, 
iU*^  *^  CTDwe  whom  crQ$$«  did  cotatraine, 
«  mA  r^gjv^dly  of  their  owne  d»,^e, 
*^JjwtiOf  f  lory»  or  expecting  gaiae  J 
we  (wb<»e  hrave  mindt.  cont.'«tr'd  kfcncrous  ire) 
**P  by  ibiMf  friends,  then  by  their  foea  in  paioe, 
y^  ihows  of  t'antage  gladly  did  rvmow^ 
Aw  »II  that  warre  infbrcunate  did  prove. 


i  deale, 

ftafc^^T  ^ '"''""  '^«  """■  '™"*  vulgar  carei, 
ua  Offeod  deiroiion)  cunningly  con>^eale, 
l™^W|inf  ajmes,  and  for  each  sinne  true  teare*, 
rw^it  wim  of  knowledge  bred  preport'tous  seale  x 
^  "opewrtitioci  nariahly  dewat) 
^  tfuly  wonhip^d,  but  did  grtaly  dote- 

*JJ^nii<if  light  ba«e  ignorance  deprivM, 


KpI^^  ^*^^  ■*'*'*  eroioeotJv  eleare, 

ttiSS    *  ***^*^*^  age  m  which  lie  NVd, 

^  »««ks  were  wonders  then,  and  ^till  are  demie  j 


That  dainty  towne.  the  pearle  of  Ama  rteh  pUin^"! 
A  nurcery  of  good  wits,  still  frieM  to  arts,  '  * 

Not  mother  (as  one  said)  of  faap^eroe  swainea, 
Ikjth  ftuw  yeeld  three,  all  praised  for  vertuous  jlttitaf*  J 
Ttie  tlrat  old  Dante  (swoTne  with  just  di^daincsj 
To  sec  the  erroon  of  corrupted  hearts: 
Who  cloth  their  waves  (a  cetisort^)  itriclly  trace, 
Yet  more  than  God  dsd  uiakc  doth  graol  one  placCT  | 

Th  e  next  k  one  whose  brows  were  cfcnm^d  witb  baye%k  i 
Who  (chafftly  loving)  worth  did  ftode  m  AilpCf  ,  1 
j^nd  (never  jealous  hut  of  Pticebus'  rayes)  '  ] 

His  lines  (still  pure^  oo  sparke  of  lust  CijniS  itaine,  ! 
When  marking  i*«U  of  Home  the  waodrng  wayes^ 
Which  in  bi^  wale  h«  highly  did  d[sdain«u  ^ 

(lust  fury  bursting  forth,  indeed  divme) 
Hut  faults  (fijuce  tm'd)  fir^  clearly  did  detigne. 

Then  thli  gnett  poet  hath  a  preacher  n««i^,    f  try, 

W  ho  when  French  Chirrles  the  Eighth  would  Kaplei  , 

Did  tdl  (if  bent  tbe  churnh  from  ftiults  to  cleare) 

He  prosper  should,  and  eke  unhappy  dye* 

And  whfn  that  king  did  faik  (truth  ran*t  app^rc) 

He  had  a  mtnde  his  errour  to  supply ; 

ftut  whiPst  this  man  for  Hearen  a  passage  Ufg'df 

Hla  body  first  fire  from  corruption  pnr$*4 

Ere  taught  to  swiaime,tbg«e  soules  who  straight  did 

sinke^ 
And  (not  set  right)  can  tcarce  be  said  to  stray ^ 
Fai-rc,  farre  be  it  from  any  minde  to  tbinke, 
That, all  were  lost,  who  thus  did  lose  tb«ir  way : 
Scrme  ieekirjg  Christ  no  toileceuid  make  tosh rinkev 
Though  oil  wrong  pounds,  good  works,  and  t/tmim 

dtd  sway ; 
They  did  mistake,  yet  what  seemM  best  praferr'd. 
Not  in  intention,  hut  in  knowledge  err'd. 

Wbat  troupes  of  late  damnation's  namber  fill, 
Who  (clouds  rcmov'd)  the  truth  did  clearly  know^ 
And  reading  scriptures,  hearing  •«nno4)S  still. 
Had  wicked  hearts,  were  holy  but  ia  show  } 
Where  soch  are  sftv'd  who  bad  more  liitb,  lc^«e  skilly 
And  gave  good  fruits,  when  none  their  teed  did  sow : 
Though  once  in  merits  too  mnch  trust  they  placed. 
Who  dying  Ihein  disclaim'd^aod  Christ'f  irr^bra^'d*^ 

Whil'st  rgnoraace  to  bliodethe  world  prevail'd. 
Some  through  her  darkiiea^  did  behold  the  light, 
And  marking  how  (their  guide)  example  faird, 
fjeft  shows,  and  sought  what  really  iras  right. 
Then  with  true  t^urage,  by  no  danger  quaird^ 
Did  tenter  boldly  in  faith*s  spiriluaM  fight. 
Sure,  whiVtt  they  livM,  a  number*!  soiih  to  »v^ 
A  nd  that  when  dead  they  should  due  guerdon  hat«. 

Last  trouper  &I  once  gnerM  at  the  churche^*  wpoof, 
(5f  dde  piety  iTansform'd  in  Sacred  rage) 
As  the  Waldeuses  and  Alblgius  loiig. 
Did  strive  against  the  crrotirs  of  their  age, 
Tdl  Eome  with  passion,  not  in  reason  str^ngp 
As  'gainst  the  Turksv  »  general!  warre  did  wag«v 
To  which  tbe  reverenc'd  crusse  did  armies  cfttlp 
^tot  to  convert,  but  to  aubvert  tbem  alL 
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This  mtUly  !•!«  wlifoh  ttin  Ibv  wcrtli  emdIFd, 
Tbe  first  great  bounds  which  (of  itselfe  irtdre) 
Both  paguiinie  wad  popacf  tpake  ca^eli'd. 
And  to  perfection  alwayes  did  aspire ; 
Withsaorad  raga  though  first  soma  pemuMiisweH*d, 
Here  rose'the  sparke,  whence  they  themselves  took 
Who  clear'd  the  way  to  many  stnigling  ones,  [fire: 
Yet  dy'd  in  peace,  though  spite  did  bnme  his  bones. 

Straight  (bofdiy  building  on  so  soVid  ground) 
From  Bohem  two  for  glory  are  designM, 
With  learned  Hietome,  holy  Hus  renowned, 
A  second  Stephen,  first  martyr  of  one  kinde ; 
He  for  that  fsith  which  in  himselfe  was  found, 
And  want  in  othen  whom  no  ftitth  oould  binde, 
F6r  too  much  goodnesse  pn>T*d  a  guilty  man, 
Though  calPd  a  goose,  taceeeded  by  a  swanne. 

Salvalianii  worim  petfonsHng  as  fore  told^  . 
Our  great  Radaamor  offl«d  up  his  btond; 
And  with  likor  inka  tbair  blisae  doth  reifl  enrald. 
To  namrisli  sottlea  wilH  a  cfaestiall  foody 
Who  (when  grpam  strong)  the  truth  so  to  unfold. 
Could  btttl^  death  »aka  their  professiaa  good : 
Thus  oraalty  tb#  foes  of  Cbnst  doth  pcore, 
And  safiriBg  ia  their  bodge  whQm  ha  doth  love. 

Their  severall  parts  what  volume  could  containe, 
Whdm(whirsttbey  guiltlessescom'dforfearetoflie) 
Franel)  massacres,  and  Mary's  bloudy  raigne. 
As  Christ  for  them,  for  Christ  did  make  to  dye ; 
And  in  all  states  which  did  the  truth  restraine, 
The  ftdth  of  numbers  ra^ng  flames  did  try. 
Yet  naming* some,  lest  silence  others  wrong. 
As  DOW  in  Heaven,  Muse,  joyne  them  m  my  song. 

And  martyn  yon  who  brately  march*d  before, 
Whirst  matdi'd  with  modenss^onot  wrath  conceive; 
Wken  pressed  by  Pi«ant  idols  to  ado»e, 
Yon  cbas'd  to  Sfe^  era  ^mla  your  Lord  t» leaye; 
These  suflired  have  as  much,  and  aym'd  at  more. 
Who  (though  they  might  tbemaelvas  as  Christians 

save) 
Did  dye  ere  that  they  would  Christ's  will  transgresse. 
In  subitaM%  foom^  or  any  way  made  IsMe. 

The  L^vites  long  a  darknesae  hug9  endur*d, 
Till  that  thoaa  books  which  did  Ood's  will  cosUine, 
When  founds  and  read,  a  publicke  griefs  procur*d. 
Each  soale  from  siana  divaroing  with  disdaine  i 
Even  so  the  nmth  (which  igaovaoqe  obscur'd)  . 
lamas  (like  losias)  did  (Mvuligs  againa: 
But  priests  of  purpose  would  the  gospell  bide. 
Where  priests  were  glad  to  get  the  law  for  guide. 

O  fisppy  you  fflirtrii^  (h-iMMH  in  nectar  steept! 
To  ftye  the  J  ike,  do4-  dnm^  immortall  lines» 
Which  well  deserve  m  mai-ble  to  be  kept. 
Since  light  enbrgM  by  them  more  clearely  shines; 
Whtl'U  hIL  securely  ctoath'd  with  dsrkenesse slept, 
EeLJgSciti's  d[fr«rtmce  qurcktied  good  engin^, 
\\rhich    courting  know  led  j^e    now    tosse    teamed 
Not  by  implicite  foith  adventring  soules.  [scroules, 

A  number,  k)e,  I  rt«w  made  happy  hefe^ 
Who  by  their  travell,  spritnall  gold  ruflnM, 
And  mysteries,  which  donbtfoll  werev  inada  dKBtrav 
Instructing  sir,  oiHUBVinig  many  ohimm^ 
Not  aym'd  to  others  tiff  theaisefves  were  neera, 
Did  laade  their  fibckes^  not  driv*d,  yel  slay*d  he- 
hinde: 


Such  (as  thair 

"  Words  hot  diieel, 


Thrice  happy  thoae,  who  nom  iotima  I 
Themselves  first  judging,  jodgament  to  prevufi^ 
Ere  8wallow*d  quite,  opposing  horrid  shma 
By  pale  ramofse,  with  inwafd  anguish  rent; 
Aswiag^dwith  wiiide,  honra'sayery  glassedaCk  sfanaeu 
And  can  no  more  he  tum'd,  rc^pent,  swpcst. 
That  fotall  seijeant,  Death,  spares  no  degree. 
And  Heavens  straight  hast  to  ghra  their  hut  daerecw 


DOOatES^DAY; 

o«, 
THB  G&BAT  DAY  OF  THE  LORD*S  ITDCEMZWT. 

Tin  TBuni  aovBBi. 


THE  AKCUMfiNT. 

To  this  great  oourt,  all  oome  from  eiwy  laai, 
P  attend  the  santeaoe  of  thd  r  joy  or  pahM^ 
And  straight  the  blessed  and  the  damned  band. 
Are  here  to  part,  no  more  to  meet  againe ; 
Bat  first  the  wicked  and  the  DIvell  doe  stand. 
Against  Chiist's  jvstice  grudging  to  oompiaifie : 
Till  bpth  aro  straight  trsasportcd  onto  Hell, 
Where  they  together  osust  forever  dwatl. 


Hbavbn's  Monarch  with  great  majesty  doth  ^t. 
His  countenance  flaming'  fram  a  stalely  thnmaf 
This  prQcesaadoth  no  daputy  admit. 
But  ha  UmseKe  is  indge  of  amry  one ; 
Due  rsretwiwa  fare'd  with  oircwnslinswa  fit. 
Whilst  nmmninn^gnikinasBe  dath  sadly  gfone, 
The  hoohea  of  caaanencsa  open  doe  reoMiae^ 
And  ail  accnae  of  that  which  tbay  conlaip» 

Some  seeme  not  apt  to  heare  by  distance  made, 
(Much  pUee  possessed)  when  aM  the  vporld  aremet, 
O!  bnthisvnyee(whichtheyevwiheBid  when  dead) 
May  to  their  aares  who  live  soooe  passage  gat; 
And  some  woaWthmke  their  noyse  for  foare  who 

SWoaM  allHeaivewHi  cifeaii  vitk  esirfbMtt  ael  : 
If  from  hia  court  each  ladgecan  tnondt  talM^ 
Who  order*d  order  nvf  an  eader  i 


Who  can  that  tfarsBe  i(iis|gnBe  in  his  i 
Whera  startes  weald  be  but  staiDe%  and  tanears 
Yet  (SK  in  goM  a  diamond  enshiio^)  [gMce  ? 

More  glorioua  he  who  dolh  ademethatplaii; 
AM  dasftnaM  ia^  whioh  any  wherehaU  ahia^ 
If  matcfaNb  wHb  nycs  of  that  Toaieatioke  fMe: 
And  all  to  crownewtat  farther  can  ha  taM  ? 
Theie  God  i»  fiaitav  hia  ehiafc  court  dolfc  hoMk 


This  mighty  lad(9»that  eomaa  downe  fmrnt  abose, 

N^  emi  at  aM  n  any  satt  caft  entry ; 

No  interccajiae  ca»  I     ^ 

No  advocates  defend^  ao^  not  May, 

No  witnessa  \ 

Ti«aasotoi 
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Hence  none  appeakfl.  nof  c«i  revoke  when  done; 
A  dome  eternal  I  is  ooocladed  soone. 

large  w  the  eooat  d  Kile  (though  ghort)  when  gone. 
The  patting  violent,  the  paiaage  th^ii, 
The  jodgemcnt  bitter,  terrible  the  tiirane, 
Which  even  from  vunts  n  terrour  mmt  extort ; 
Huge  are  thefiuiUa,  woJbe  the  diiehttge,  else  none, 
The  ladgre  is  just,  which  rigoor  doth  inbpod : 
A  court  firoBi  whence  all  goe  with  God  to  dwell, 
Or  with  tke  dfvels  for  erer  in  the  Hell. 

The  harvwtt'sXord  ftraigbi  takes  his  fune  in  hand. 
And  fines  the  fine,  tbenoe  the  reAise  doth  ohaae; 
The  guilty  goates  &n  gathered  in  one  band, 
The  sheepe  (as  pmtioos)  take  npnrt  their  place; 
The  godly  all  ave  rattg*d  at  his  right  band. 
And  all  the  wicked  wn^i'd  in  blaeke  disgraces 
Then  from  the  wheate,tbe  damell  he  removes, 
A  separatico  which  etemall  proves. 

No  shifting  lieie,  the  processe  mnat  be  short. 
Whereas  thare  needs  no  proofie,  since  none  deny, 
No  tdtare  strange  confessioa  deth  extort, 
More  fit  men's  patience,  then  the  truth  to  try. 
Which  Qofn'd  with  conscience)  witnesses  r^ort, 
Wbil'st  thou^MB  depose  wtet  hid  in  hearts  did  lye: 
Men,  angels,  divels,  not  onely  them  accuse. 
Bat  God  against  themselves,  themselves  doth  nse. 

All  those  wbo  are  for  endlesse  wrath  prepared. 
With,  and  within  themselves  (poors  wretches)  bring 
Those  witnesses,  by  which  should  be  declar'd. 
All  ends,  or  aymes,  each  thought,  or  acted  thing. 
That  (ere  examined)  damned,  since  deqpair'd. 
Their  guilty  sonles  a  thousand  serpents  sting: 
Breasts  then  transparent,  hearts  are  clearely  knowne. 
And  what  was  hid,  to  all  the  world  is  showne. 

That  which  la  e1ear*d,  and  by  such  sure  records. 
None  can  iinpugne,  nor  controvert  in  ought ; 
It  were  a  fouy  to  contest  in  words,  ^       [thought ; 
(Where  deeds  doe  damns)  with  him  who  knowes  each 
Then  wit,  nor  power,  no  power  to  purge  affords, 
AH  science  else  to  joyne  with  conscience  brought: 
Shme's  deeps  long  smooth'd  (when  stirr'd)  do  ugly 

And  tdss'd  by  monsters  of  themselves  ore-flow. 

The  hoasts  of  darkenesse  with  accnstom'd  gall, 
Mindes  which  they  long  have  smooth'd  to  tosse  be- 
And  (as  tfieir  partaeit)  pHvy  unto  all,         [ginne, 
Gte  every  erreomstance  that  proves  tiie  sinne, 
Then  urge,  and  aggrmvat*  each  fbrme  of  fell, 
(Since  damn'd  themselves)  so  to  draw  othen  in : 
What  refbge  (ah)  can  guilty  caitives  chase, 
Withia  whil'st  coascienee,  divels  without  accuse  ? 

Ere  Time,  dismissM,  smneader  up  his  charge. 
To  deare  old  reekWcB^  cited  at  this  thsone^ 
Of  all  eaixt  fisyn'd  to  passe  the  Ihlall  barge, 
He  (still  a  w]tncnM)tsls  each  aclibn  gSM, 
And  fikaaseaiMila  wiaptnpk  (which  had  beenalsife) 
Hi^  present,  Ibtnre,  all  conlnetf d  in  oae^ 
SMght  (so  united)  straines  his  dying  flight. 
Else  Btayes  accomplMi'd  ever  all  itt  sight. 

Vaine  ttorttUsf  sinnes,inwhich  they  pleasure  take, 
1^  nonntaines  them  to  emsh  remembred  be, 
^bich  swallow^  sweet,  but  bitter  when  spu'd  backs, 
>fr?*  '^"niiqg  agues,  peits  of  high  decree ; 
«>  fimie  a  Ibrme,  not  Styx  it  sdfe  could  make, 
A|  m  mi|4e^  gluM  the  suing  mie  doth  see : 


The  miade  a  fUry,  and  the  thottghUtam'd  snakesi 
To  sting  the  soule.  Hell's  ugly  monster  shakes. 

Those  brests  like  earth-quakes,  which  rebounding 

ChargM  with  a  monstrous  weight,  press'd  byde- 
To  driry  dungeons  would  with  haste  be  gone. 
Where  of  HelPs  horrours,  many  thousands  share : 
It  grieves  the  grievM  to  stand,  where  any  one. 
Much  more  where  nurabevs  joyfnU  dee  repairs : 
Whil'st  mock'd  by  divels,  whose  sli^  no  moic 

them  bUndes, 
Their  state  no  helpe,  no^  »or  yot  pitty  Andes. 

As  theeves,  the  efeject  of  oontempt  and  shaoitf, 
Thongh  others  prove,  and  they  their  criose  enafssss. 
Most  stand  till  some  their  ssaAenos  doe  prookdme. 
That  righted  rigoor  have  lawe*s  power  to  presse, 
So  those  stain'd  troupes  whom  sinnePs  Mack  tenwles 

delhme. 
Must  stay  a  space  to  apprehend  distresse; 
Till  all  thdr  processe  formally  be  made, 
That  devilb  them  thence  to  execution  leadoii 

But  whilst  pale  oqnadronf  ^hrinke  (u  pineh'd  bgf 

feare) 
And  would  themselves  ev^  willingly  destroy, 
Thf  bands  design'd  for  blisse  their  courage  reare 
Farre  from  each  thought  that  can  the  sonic  auxqr. 
And  (like  bright  starres  triumphmg  in  their  spheara) 
With  shoots  burst  forth  the  height  of  hcfivenly  joy  ; 
Not  as  made  happie,  or  from  trouble  free. 
But  rayish'd  with  delight  their  Lord  to  see. 

f 

Whilst  piigrimes  here  amidst  affliction's  field. 
Though  sometime  fbU'd,  those  still  did  4ght  with 
And  had  of  fiuth  a  diamantine  shield,  [siani. 

Which  oft  was  bruis'd,  but  never  entred  in; 
Their  forU  they  (fbrcM)  but  fbr  a  time  did  yeeld. 
To  death  by  covenant,  life  so  to  b^nno; 
Then  marching  hence  with  aU  that  was  their  owno^ 
Left  earth  to  th'  earth,  remov'd,  bntaot  orethrowM. 

At  that  last  conflict  confidently  bold, 
Besides  the  earnest  which  they  had  befers, 
Then  satisfied,  their  surety  rests  enroird. 
Free  from  defects,  not  to  bo  question'd  more^ 
And  (by  good  angels  naughty  sprits  contronld* 
Who  seeke  their  shipwreck,  when  almost  at  sboart) 
They  with  the  world  all  worldly  troubles  leave : 
Ere  the  earth  Iheir  bodies.  Heavens  their  fonlesre- 
oeave. 

Thus  (fiarre  from  feare  of  any  farther  ill) 
Sweet  ipiirislers  enstalfd  ia  state  above. 
With  troupes  oTangels  keeping  eoncord  stiU, 
As  then  their  life,  so  infinite  their  love; 
Now  that  his  works  their  maker  may  fiilfill, 
Thofe  came  rebedied  where  they  first  did  move; 
Not  to  be  judg'd,  no,  hn%  to  be  made  cleere, 
And  that  in  them  God's  goodnesse  may  appease 

And  he  who  most  afibets  the  frnfts  of  graee^ 
Ere  forc*d  to  pnnish,  finnke  to  givcM^efe^ 
Whoje  clemency  of  jostice  takes  the  place. 
As,  even  fer  Heaven,  held  of  all  vertnes  chiefe^ 
He3id  aflbrdj  and  doth  confirme  their  peac% 
To  wicked  men  the  first  degree  cf  griefe; 
Wbo  maihe  hy  them  whathappiaisis  they 
And  wei|^  thsir  tonmntt  hy  vphiay^ag ' 


Digitized  by 


Google 


STTRLINCrS  POEMS. 


390 

Christ  lisfatninK  1<y^  snireii^et  that  joyfall  band. 
Since  them  (even  then  while  at  they  wretched  feem'd) 
He  did  foresee  by  grace  reserv'd  to  stand. 
And  could  not  feile  to  know  whoiQ  he  redeemM, 
Their  honour  now  (when  plac'd  at  his  right  hand) 
Can  by  no  meanes  be  high  enough  esteem'd ; 
He  duth  delight  in  them  as  his  owne  broode,     ^ 
Who  ha4  their  being  ooely  from  his  bloode. 

That  happie  squadron  is  not  qaertion'd  now. 
What  iH  they  did,  what  good  they  did  neglact, 
No  circumstance  is  urg*d,  when,  where,  nor  how,  ' 
They  oft  had  faii'd,  In  what  <3od  did  direct ; 
He  trusts,  not  tries,  not  counts,  but  doth  allow ; 
The  Lord  in  Israeli  will  no  fault  detect, 
But  absolutely  doth  absolve  them  all, 
itnd  from  their  bondage  to  a  khagdome  eaU. 

'<  Yon  whom  my  Father  blessed  (noe  more  dismai'd) 
Coo^e,  and  enjoy  that  boondlesse  kingdom  now, 
Wliich  ere  the  world's  fboodafkioos  first  were  lai'd. 
By  Heaven's  decree  bath  beeoe  prepared  for  you, 
WV^  i^ics  more  bright  then  are  the  Sonne's  arrai'd, 
Beftire  the  throne  you  shall  with  reverence  bow; 
The  baigbt  of  pleasure  which  you  should  potsease, 
Ko  tongue  of  mSa  is  able  to  expresse.. 

*'  Wl^en  press'd  by  famine  you  me  friendly  fed, 
And  did  with  drioke  my  scorching  thirst  allay; 
You  with  your  garments  mee  (when  naked)  clad, 
Whose  kindely  visits  sickenesse  could  not  stay; 
No,  even  in  prison,  they  mee  comfort  bred. 
Thus  (charity  extended  every  way) 
Your  treasures  (kept  in  Heaven)  for  interest  gaine, 
Tliat  you  enrich'd  eternally  remaioe." 

With  spritvall  Joy  each  one  transported  sings, 
And  (lifted  up)  to  Heaven  in  haste  would  flie, 
But  yet  this  speeoh  so  grbit  amazement  brings. 
That  OKMlestly  they  (as  with  doubt)  replie ; 
**  Unbounded  Lord,when  didst  thou  lack  such  things, 
That  there  was  cause  our  willingnesse  to  try  } 
Who  nothing  had  but  what  thou  gav'st  to  us ; 
Howcottldst  thou  need,  or  we  afibrd  it  thus  ?'^ 

*'  TbatvWhich  was  given  (as  now  I  do  rcveale) 
Unto  the  least  of  these  whom  I  held  deare, 
(Saith  Cbfbtydeep  ^avM^ith  an  etemail  scale. 
As  due  by  me,  I  da*  ackilowledge  here ; 
Those  were  the  olijects  prompted  for  your  zeale. 
By  wfaidi  your  goodnesse  onely  coi^d  appeare ; 
*  Best  magaaioes  for  wealth  the  poore  did  prove. 
Where,  when  Laid  up,  no  thiefe  could  it  remove'." 

Thus  helpfall  almes,  the  oflTring  most  ateem'd, ' 
Doth  men  on  th'Earth,  the  Lord  in  Heaven  content, 
How  many  are  (if  time  might  be  redeem'd) 
Who  wish  they  thus  their  revenues  had  spent  ? 
If  this  on  th*  Earth  so  profitable  seemM, 
What  usurer  would  for  others  gaines  be  bent  ? 
But  would  the  poore  with  plenty  oft  supply, 
Though  they  theoiselves  for  want  werB  like  to  die. 

Those  who  ^aflecting  vmine  ambition^a  end) 

To  gaine  opinion  muster  all  in  show,. 

And  (piSdigall)  superfluously  spend 

All  what  they  have,  or  able  are  to  owe,         ^ 

Pqf  pleasures  fraile  whil'st  straying  fancies  tend. 

As  Paradise  could  yet  be  found  below; 

Still  pamp'ring  flesh  with  all  that  th'  Earth  can  give, 

No^iappinesse  more  s^k  bat  here  to  live* 


Those  if  not  gorgecAis  who  do  garments  soo^ve. 
And  not  in  warmnesse,  but  for  cost  exceed* ' 
Thou|^  as  of  wonaes  they  have  the  eatraila 
Wormes  shall  at  last  upon  their  entrnls  feed  $ 
Those  dainty  tastes  whO)  (aiT  for  eating  borne) 
That  they  may  feast,  strive  a^etite  to  braed : 
And  (canons  glottona)  even  ti  vilenesae  vaont^ 
Whil'st  "surfetting  whan  thousands  starve  for  vaaL 

The  world's  chiefo  idoll,  nurse  of  fretting  eas«s» 
Dumb  trafficker,  yet  understood  ore  all,   -  [foires^ 
States'  tfhaine,  life's  maintenance,  load-staorre  of  aA 
Which  makes  all  nations  ^rolmitar'ly  thrall, 
A  subtle  sorcerer,  alwayes  laying  snares ; 
Hbw  many  (money)  hast  thou  made  to  feH! 
The  generall  jewcil,  of  aU  things  the  pnoe, 
To  vertue  sparing,  lavish  aaU>  vice. 

The  fbole  that  is  uafoftusately  rich. 

His  goods  perchance  doth  from,  the  poore  extoi^ 

Yet  leaves  his  brother  dying  in  a  ditch. 

Whom  one  excesse'(if  spar'd)  would  well  sopporl. 

And  (whil'st  the  love  of  gold  doth  him  bewitch) 

This  miser's  misery  gives  others  sport; 

**  The  prodigal!  God's  creatures  dothabuae^ 

And  them  the  wretch  not  neoessariy  use.*' 


Those  roving  thoughts  which  did  at  randome  1 
And  (though  they  had  conveniently  to  live) 
Would  never  look  behhide,  but  fisire  before. 
And  (scorning  goodnesse)  to  be  great  did  strive ; 
Fur  (still  projecting  how  to  pnrchase  more) 
Thus  (bent  to  get)  they  could  not  dreame  to  give. 
**  Such  mindes  whom  envy  hath  fHrd  up  wi^  grudge^ 
Have  left  no  roome,  where  charity  may  lodge." 

Ah!  who  of  those  can  well  eapreae  the  grkfe, 
Whpm  once  this  Earth  did  for  most  happy  hold  I 
Of  all  their  neighbours  still  esteem'd  the  cbiefci 
Whsl'st  straiM  opinion  ballancM  worth  by  gold  ; 
That  which  to  thousands  might  have  given  reli^ 
Wrong  spent,  or  sparM,  is  fbr  their  mine  told  ; 
Thus  pleasures  past,  what  anguish  now  doth  eves  ? 
We  see  how  haidly  rich  men  go  to  Heaven* 

That  speech  pronouncM  to  the  elected  bend. 
May  make  the  wicked  apprehend  their  part. 
Whose  black  accounts,  ere  them  the  lodga  demand. 
Strict  conscjfnce  offers,  semoi'd  in  every  heart: 
Thus  (freez'd  with  horrour)  tl^ey  dejected  sUnd, 
Not  hoping  help  by  power,  nor  3i^et  fnm  aitt 
And  whil'st  their  souls  are  swalkMr'd  up  b;  feaii^ 
This  fatall  sentence  thnnders  in  each  c^are. 

*'  You  souls  aecorst,  who  have  provok'd  mine  9% 
(Detested  crue)  not  worthy  of  my  si^t. 
Go,  get  yon  hence  to  Hdl's  tormentmg  fire. 
Which  hath  of  heat,  that  which  it  lacks  of  light; 
Where  (with  hit  angels)  Satan  must  retire, 
To  be  entooihrd  hn  an  eternall  night : 
This  as  their  due  was  first  for  them  prefwr'd. 
But  (shice  their  ibates)  it  must  with  ]f0Q  be  ^ito'd. 

"  When  I  was  bongiy,  yon  ref^M  me  meat ; 
When  I  was  thirsty,  would  afibrd  no  drink  i 
When  I  was  naked,  cloth'd  me  not  of  late  ; 
When  T.was  sick,  did  of  no  kindenesse  think. 
And  when  a  stranger,  held  me  at  the  gate ; 
Then  when  in  prison,'  quite  a#ay  did  shrink: 
Thus  as  compassion  never  mov'd  your  minde,. 
Yon  from  henceforth  diall  no  compassion  fiaiibJ* 
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^RBfil  gn^4i  to  I^k  upon  bis  Oaitiing  faee, 
l^tv  Ifrait  dmre  ttmpt,  yet  wilhoot  hope  to  moTc; 
*•  When  saw  we  tbce  (O  Lord!  )  iu  any  place, 
Vfhtre  imr  *iipport  might  tiavcj  procufM  Ibf  lore  ? 
Why  (lid  not  wisb'd  that  he  bimseire  misht  grace, 
^p  iw,i,of,j  one  dcicended  from  above  } 

•  Ik  h*re  be  found,  damn'd  oiay  they  bt, 
jld  iMJt  lodge,  feed,  cbthc,  aiid  visit  Ui^e,*^ 

'Viih  fvtrttiiic*s  trifle*  cooftdently  proud, 
:  r»,+iwi  i.n  with  a,n  applauding  tioise^ 

.i«  (»aith  Cbriit)  do  share  atlot'd^ 
.uf  ownedesirea  with  pleas^ureYchojce, 
Mhii  ft  *i  yiHtr  feet  they  {faioting)  butobly  bow'd, 
Tb&tigh  bejird  in  Heaven,  you  scorned  to  beare  their 

voice  I 
Th«e  jnenthni  ii6*d,  who  wer«  fuy  tuetnbers  pris*d, 
Bmi  me  m  them  yon  hkewise  then  dcspis'd.*' 

The  itiitetic'd  squall  n»  sunk  below  despaire, 
it  Jirvt  6ttvwbelm*d  {as  if  dtsiraclM)  reinamc; 
And  have  their  breaata  all  tome  with  sstormy  care, 
Both  for  their  loae»  and  for  th*  apprpacbing  paitu^ 
Y«  mindes pif^rrorBe  ibeit  courac doth  stjil  dcclan* 
Who^  wlien  condtimaM,  do  straight  accuse  and 

Itlaine : 
Krx  Ihat  they  seek  t»  have  the  truth  be  wem?, 
^^  ,  liate  aod  envy  do  provoke  tbeir  splef^ne. 

Tb4t  which  thou  hast  decreed  obey  we  muat, 
1^  *m  *e  feek  (say  they)  the  same  to  hrtakef 
Yet  ftnee  ai  judge  moit  grtiat,  no  be  most  jnst, 
Kredamn'd  for  ever,  beare  us  once  to  speake  j 
Ah*  abject  creatares  fetter "d  in  the  dust, 
Ta  miode  and  body  every  vay  too  weake : 
Tkwih  bnge  ©ur'siones,  aod  fcarce'to  be  exdus'd, 
Tn  make  m  fail  too  m&»y  w^yes  were  ua'd. 

"  Each  teed  muBt  grm  ai  by  the  labourer  soven, 
Hwugh  earthm  veawla,  ves&pfa  of  thy  hand, 
Wt  Irene  enpos'd  (to  make  Uiy  juilice  known) 
Where  iinne  waa  atl^i;*  a  ireake  neglected  band, 
Mai  thme  vbom  tbmi  Delated  for  thine  owtie, 
(Ai  caercicH  ofe^eeU)  stren^buctl  were  to  stand ; 
Th}a  ii  at  fitit  made  fit  for  wrath,  or  srace, 
lio«  <^uld  thy  creatures  but  direct  their  race? 

"  Hti*  could  we  fetbpe  wbcrc  danper*  were  so  rife, 
0*  thy  f upport  whom  thou  did^at  quite  deprive  ? 
tmt  thow  «hoiii  thou  appointed  had*5t  tot  life, 
B|  thy  protection  did  securely  li*e ; 
And  thoii  w*5t  stiU  when  they  succambM  in  strife, 
A*  fint  t(j  helpe,  straight  ready  to  forgive; 
And  <rfi  ill  them  who  have  beene  guarded  thus, 
TluMt  pardou'd  more  then  puniih'd  it  in  iu* 


'  Wtut  way  could  we,  fraSte  fortrps^es^  defend,       I 
^cainrt  Helps  lord  iriih  legions  bent  for  ill, 
Who  eTen  in  He^v^  Ki  proudly  dufst  conteisd, 
Whil'ii  flaring  armiea  shining  field*  did  M\  I 
And  ihcHtf  h  he  faii'd  in  eompa^n^  his  end, 
Tct  htn:  below  waa  refractory  still ; 
Thoui^b  by  this  mianes  unto  oonfiwion  brought, 
Whd*tt  bold  to  vaunt,  that  Once  with  God  be  fought. 

"  Oof  earth'bred  parents^  when  they  aeeru'd  most 

litre, 
'' rt,k  VTg?m&Q?5  souls,  both  ttrongi  and  fte«  from  staine , 
T>ic*f  ir  i  rrajgbt  their  rarne  did  procure^ 

Ai>d  in  '^  e  wh  at  th  ey  them$e  I ves  not  lainCi 

^•^rh  \u,  ^^it^^  where  we  t^  Uv'd  wcurc, 
W«rt  001  for  othen*  hu\U  wlial  we  lusf aine : 


Thus  long  ere  home  otir  proocsse  did  begin. 
When  m  made  weake,  and  apt  for  further  i 

*•  That  roaring  tyrant  who  still  loath'd  the  light, 
Did  first  tempt  thes  to  have  made  bread  of  atones, 
Then  would  havt^  mov'd  thee  from  a  ti^in  pie's  height, 
Uy  falling  liendlonif  to  havR  cfii«tb  d  thy  bon«8 ; 
list,  on  a  mountain e  (mounted  out  of  sight) 
The  world's  great  kmf[d<:»mcs  olfrfti  all  at  once ; 
He  durst  demand  that  thou  sboold'st  him  adoie, 
Then  judge  by  these  if  hi*i  assaults  were  sore., 

"  Still  compaBsing  ^^^  Earth,  h\i  prey  to  spie, 
Not  onely  of  himselfe  he  aym'd  at  all, 
Hut  bv  direction  did  some  per^onss  plir, 
Who  were  given  ore  to  his  invasion  thrall ; 
A»  when  he  made  proud  Adiab's  prophets  lye. 
And  trained  him  forth  whm?  as  ordaiuVl  to  fall ; 
What  mortal i  streugth  eould  scape  to  be  suhdn'd; 
When  warranted  by  God,  the  Devill  pursued  ? 

**  ThAU  left  by  tlice,  and  by  him  courted  still, 
TTiy  fcTace  with-drawn,  hi&  fivours  mustred  fairc,  , 
How  could  pooie  wretches  wrc$tlhig  with  telfe-will,    ' 
But  sooTie  be  catch'd  by  such  a  subtle  snare  ?         ^1 
We  but  through  woakneise,  not  in  spite,  wrought  ilJj?  ^ 
Kept  from  repentance  onely  by  deipdre:  ^ 

Then  let  not  rigi>iir  take  np  mereie's  place. 
Thy  gfeateit  glory  is  in  giving  gmee*" 

All  tenderoease  by  justice  quite  eailM,  j  I 

Whir»t  this  their  grudge  doth  indignation  move,      « f 
That  Lambe  of- God  who  still  hath  beene  ao  milde,  ^ 
Of  luda*s  tribe  doth  lh«m  the  lyon  prove,  A 

And  marking  them  whom  fiUhip  sinnea  dcBl'd, 
Like  abject  swine  not  looking  up  above  t 
At  their  repining  taking  just  offence, 
Per<5hance  his  answer  may  import  this  sense* 

«*  O  faulty  Blhers,  cxecmble  taee. 

Though  by  your  birth  yon  but  of  death  could  boftsi 

Wharfurfeitures  have  1  restored  by  grace? 

Yiju  migiit  have  )coin*d  more  then  your  parenU  lysL 

Some  Cforeing  Heaven)  with  zqale^id<aeembrac%^I 

W  ho  now  triumph  as  a  victorious  buast  j  ^ 

To  do  «.*>«  l*'^*  *hey  oft  did  yoo  e»hort. 

Whom  1  (if  iooght)  was  ready  to  support- 

"  For  frivolous  tnyes  (if  with  true  joyes  tsompai'd) 
You  rebels  fint,  thcti  obstinate  did  p«ive. 
And  drunk  with  vanit>%  by  pleasures  soard, 
Stil  I  ( mocking  mercy )  did  oonl^mne  my  l«ve ; 
Wbir^t  ghf  d  to  th'  Earth,  yon  for  no  further  car'd, 
But  haw  thing*  fm\e  by  pleasure  to  improve; 
And  worktog  miichitfc  caore  then  wordi  can  efeii, 
RaisM  roountJi  of  sinoe  la  barre  yoiir  selves  from 
I  Heaven* 

"  Tliough  longer*  done,  your  faults  were  knowoe  to 

For  which  in  vaine  selfe-love  eicuses  frmmea,  [me, 

r  them  difcemd,  but  never  did  decree ; 

Ko  time  nor  place  could  bound  the  deitie  s  beames; 

In  contemplation  of  what  yas  to  be, 

I  from  life's  hooks  eicluded  had  your  names: 

And  did  foresee,  but  not  fore-doome  your  partt. 

My  mercies  were  more  i«ady  then  your  hearts. 


-  For  many  wrongs  which  Israel  had  ^ndtir  d. 
The  J^rd  their  safeiy,  Pharaoh's  rumc  sought, 
As  surgeons  for  their  practise  have  pf«i:tir  d 
An  esecated  corps,  when  odious  thought. 
His  heart  (passed  hope)  of  purpose  ^1^^'^ 
That  for  o«r  glory  wotwJcrt  migM  ^  *fou«W . 
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Thot  tnqimiUMP  «nM  ntm/pims  such  9  oq^ 

"  Vbor  imym  w«fe  <mi*4  l>y  vHOf  •  •UunbUng 

btodi. 
^  you  9tye  aaie  fe^  •vtry  whii^erMl  cbaroM^ 
whtl'tl  wATHig  plftMuro  piMtrad  mm'$  rock. 
Where  SiUii't  ambiMli  Ity  to  do  you  b«nii« ; 
Nor  ib«U  that  li«ttflralyA«ri4idgwo#otqM(^    ■ 
Wbo  itill  bin  tfooj^  agmiwl  oil  food  did  areio : 
Como.  ipriu  inpuro,  ooqne  wofl  roceive  your  du^ 
You  nerer  would  repent,  but  now  mutt  rue."     ' 

To  muse  what  mutter  every  mooster  makeiy 
I  scarce  for  foare  my  £auciea  dare  enga^^e. 
If  every  OM  a  bldequ*  bodif  tak«, 
Vile  libo  their  miodcb  to  tread  this  fatall  atage: 
What  gftaonsy  bidrai^  ijmh  cbimerai,  snakes, 
^  btHMnf ,  howliof ,  k>wi|^,  roaring  rage  ? 
wha*  atraage  aapeols,  whai  intrioated  aounds, 
A  dreadfull  horronr  all  in  one  confounds  ? 

But  all  such  masks  (poore  jugling  tricks) grow  stale* 
Though  they  (like  hug-beart^)  frighted  some  before, 
They  BOW  theoMclves  defend,  nooe  else  assaile. 
And  terrour  take,  i«ot  give;  all  them  abhorre, 
But  at  this  time  no  p^ffvod  can  grow  pale, 
Since  apprehensions  povrer  can  move  no  more ; 
Bach  duubtTntl  thing,  that  day  doth  fully  cleare. 
And  as  first  made,  flt  creatures  must  apj>eare. 

Infecoall  fimds  now  no  man  can  affright. 

For  aH  the  goaly  whom  tbev  oft  had  bravM, 

Do  look  upon  them,  oomfbriably  bright. 

As  glad  to  tbinke  that  tbey  frrun  such  were  sav'd ; 

And  id  the  wicked  anguish  (at  the  height)  [grav'd : 

llien  shows  can  move,  hath  deeper  thoughts  en- 

80  that  this  ot^ect  all  with  ease  can  beare, 

"  Despaire,  and  confidence,  both  banish  feare.'* 

Yet  nuurkiog  them  by  whom  so  many  fell. 
Huge  etalamations  burst  abruptly  out ; 
Tboee  vapbonds  who  did  from  Ood  rebell, 
Tt>  tefflpt  (It  soemes)  still  walkM  the  world  about. 
And  (bent  with  guests  to  grace  their  driry  Hell) 
Made  oft  toss'd  souls  of  their  salvation  doubt : 
Who  whan  for  Heaven  they  hunting  were  the  way, 
Turn'd  helidlong  backward,  trained  by  them  to  stray. 

Oreat  natnrallsta,  of  art  chi6fe  masters  made, 
By  starres,  ao^  times,  they  could  each  coufse  dis- 
close, [spread, 
And  tnarfcing  still  when  ltfe*8  firat  powers  were 
What  Influence  aflbctions  did  dispose. 
Or  to  what  cnstome  education  led. 
Where  every  heart  for  pleasure  did  repose  $ 
They  having  fbond  each  fnclhiatioB'k  square. 
As  best  might  fit  the  same  did  frame  some  snare. 

Wh«tt  kMtfMI  fcacias  had  eoflaiA'd  the  mlnda, 
Tkeh  libaratl  baautiaa  ckara*d  the  waod'ring  eye  | 
When  to  cooteotioa  one  was  kaewoe  inolin*d, 
OeeaikMw  oiM  wwre  firanke  wiath  to  try ; 
When  avarice  dkl  main  tba  jvdfeaoMt  bliade, 
Straiifht  RMauas  veto  asM  Ihat  it  migte  nev«r  dye; 
Thus  did  tbay  nuna  (br  tenpting  o^oett)  alill. 
The  »ie>frtdo<iinant  ^alcwayd  tba  wiU. 

This  g«M««H  ooufsa  (aatondad  unto  all) 
Not  on^y  did  hMeosibly  belrayv 
Whii'st  soots  for  pUaswra  ▼olunUr'ly  thrall. 
Were  (by  prevailing)  made  their  enemie's  pi^y; 
Somb  wham  tbay  did  panwada.  or  else  ap^oC 
For  fiwib  «r  jiahMb  did  to  their  will  give  way : 
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Yet  (Heaven  exehai^M  for  toyea  wbick  Hi'  ] 
Were  but  deluded  by  ambiguous  words.    [aftc4s) 

Those  witb  much  pacskm  bittafly  deelaiw 
How  they  the  DeviU  {by  him  aedwe*d)  ador^. 
Who,  atorm'd  by  sea,  and  thundred  In  the  adia^ 
(As  he  afllrm'd)  of  all  the  woHd  sole  k>rd ; 
That  they  wMi  hiwi  should  (when  di«wlT*d)  tepaiiiy 
Where  they  should  be  with  all  oooteatmeot  ssov^t 
Thus  painting  out  bow  ihey  bad  beaoe  abnaM, 
The  great  accuser  is  by  them  aceus'd. 

Bot  he  who  once  duiwt  dreame  la  Haaweeto  r^gvs^ 
Whose  pride  prepostrous  (swolao  with  ma^Maw) 
Though  that  desi^  attempted  was  in  vaino,  [ravc% 
And  he  throwne  headlong  to  Taitariaa  eaw^i 
Loe,  when  at  last,  even  ready  to  arraigne^ 
He  doUi  not  seek  to  purge,  nor  pardon  erawaai 
Though  just  excuses  something  might  aeqaiia. 
But  thus  bunts  forth  with  bis  accustom'd  ^Mte. 

'<  Since  fled  firom  Heaven  to  paciAe  your  iplesf , 

Whose  jealousies  my  Ikll  could  onely  free, 

I  of  your  wrath  a  minister  have  beene, 

To  execute  all  what  3rou  did  decree : 

Thus  all  ^HMir  ends  to  take  eflSMst  were  saesa^ 

Whii'st  still  the  hate  reflected  back  on  me. 

To  whom  the  world  imputed  every  in. 

Though  all  my  power  was  bounded  by  your  vflL 

*<  That  excrement  of  th*  Earth,  that  droase  of  dosl. 
Who  wanting  courage  publick  force  to  try. 
Though  not  so  stout,  yet  did  prove  as  unjust, 
And  would  have  beene  like  thee,  as  well  as  I ; 
He  served  for  nothing  but  in  thee  to  trust. 
Yet  for  all  this,  did  oft  thy  name  deny : 
He  broke  thy  law,  had  power  to  do  no  more, 
Yet  by  his  fkult  is  better  than  before. 

<*  From  al^^et  basenesae  rais'd  to  audi  m  slatav 
Till  damn*d  to  die,  no  bounds  ooald  man  ookitaiaa; 
Nbr  was  his  change  by  that  daenee  made  great. 
Since,  but  by  it  wbencedrawna,  tamM  baeke  agahie ; 
Yet  though  these  worms  were  M\  (wbaQgrac^)  ia- 

grate, 
Thou  by  tlly  soflBsrin^r  dld'M  pravwot  tbair  paisa } 
Whom  though  immortall  we  did  mortal!  sea, 
That  these  vile  mortal  is  might  immortall  be. 

'*  BotlwhawaaafoimtainOoneaofUiM 
Whose  aatmd  beantiaa  anpels  M  aomsrwid. 
With  those  the  partnen  of  my  wmcbad  flight; 
Who  audfer  did  haoanao  tbay  lovM  th«r  fnawd; 
We  might  hava  Barv*fl  lo  make  the  Ha«vaos  mora. 
In  indJgJBatJaii  whom  thou  mad'st  dracmid  1  [btq^ 
And  wouU'st  a0t  ulil»  m  one  fault  foirgiva, 
Though  sacrific'd,  to  make  great  sionets  lire. 

"  Man  fplttiod  that)  bis  pardan  did  | 
That  still  bis  weakemasa  micht  thy  i 
Where  we  whoio  powar  thou  no  way  omMd'ii  ■ 
Are  peraaoutad  with  an  andlasm  i«w; 
Imprison  us,  that  thou  aaaift  Uva  atownoi 
Nor  will  wadaifiia  thy  iiavour  to  te^rat 
But  since  dfffnuded  aaiat  ttf  hapai  fo  hifli. 
Must  live  in  anguish  since  we  cannot  die. 

*<  But  this  indignity  doth  make  me  storma^ 

In  Heaven,  in  th'Eaith,  in th'airasiapa  loot  aofma^ 

That  this  poara  wwatufw,  Ihia  datastai  wunAe, 

Whom  I  have  troad  ums  a9  a|t  qC  lata, 

By  partiaU  bate  both  baibilBVI  ia  QMllaa^ 

Where  aaiit  my  ll»T^  mwt  «yw  biOMH  mFViltt 
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'Vci,  aad  itdoe'd  to  a  nore  btae  cte^rte, 
I   mist  bis  Uylonr  aod  tormenter  be.** 

'Xliig  batefWI  mootter  to  confinion  thr»ll, 
'^^93  ooce  an  tatpXi,  hmooentlv  wtiit^ 
A-nd  had  cootina'd  to  but  for  hit  fkll, 
^^^niikt  pride  mod  envy  did  engender  q)Ue; 
'¥'he  tpiritiiftll  sohstwwe  tainted  then  with  gall, 
CY^alll*d  diabolicke)  wat  extingaishM  quite: 
So  that  thenceforth  he  nought  save  ill  eonld  doe» 
^IVhen  tearing  God,  all  goodneste  left  him  too. 

He  felt  of  mattoe,  mankind  Wat  deceav'd ; 
That  f fre  of  tinne  to  narw  it  alwayi  ttriyd, 
.And  since  by  him  tliat  plagoe  wat  lint  ooooeaT'd, 
Eatch  tittne  it  bis  firon  whom  all  time  derived  ; 
^^^Hiat  dae  roinurd  can  be  by  bim  reoeavM. 
By  whom  of  Heaven  to  many  wera  depfiv*d> 
mrho  guilty  is  of  every  mitchiefe  gone, 
Slill  tempting  all,  yet  tempted  wat  by  none. 

Yet  l)ent  for  mitolueCe,  at  he  first  bcganne, 
Farre  iitom  ramorse,  thut  sparkling  poison  stilt, 
'Re  dare  ooqtett  with  Chriit,  oiitrageing  man, 
Tlioagh  banr'd  from  aoting,  yet  intending  ill. 
And  thoee  ^is  thoughts  which  rett  not  snfler  <»o, 
^Sinoe  obieett  want  where  he  might  use  his  will) 
Tum'd  backe  as  furies  shall  himselfe  afflict, 
Wlio  still  on  some  jn^  vengeance  must  inflict. 

Christ  6rst  doth  show  how  he  rebeli'd  aliove^ 
From  whence  e^ipeird  with  a  deserv'd  disgrace. 
He  straight  did  tempt  the  man  whom  God  did  love. 
As  he  had  done  to  make  him  loose  his  place; 
Thenallthe  meanes(  that  hate  could  hatch)did  prove, 
(No  canta  first  given)  to  persecute  his  rac^ ; 
Tliough  Ood  had' told  that  one  of  them  at  last 
Should  pgoith  him  ibr  all  offences  past. 

Of  all  his  coarse  when  casting  up  the  seronles, 
TYiey  ilnde  each  moment  did  some  h^ine  conspire^ 
Tliat  (even  when  dviog)  he  distressed  weake  sonles. 
So  that  no  end  cooid  mitigate  his  ire ; 
Bnt  Christ  the  same  for  ever  now  contronles. 
And  damnes  him  straight  to  Hetl's  etemall  fire : 
Where  with  bis  angels  he  must  alwayes  stay, 
As  long  reserv'd  in  chaines  for  that  great  day. 

This  damned  squadron  sentenc'd  that  to  Hell, 
The  godly  doe  appland  Christ's  just  decree. 
And  his  great  judgment  with  amasement  tell, 
Wbieh  by  effects  they  ravish'd  are  to  tee  $ 
Their  approbation  doth  content  him  well, 
At  aatierers  whom  he  admits  to  bee. 
O  what  conttntmept  do  their  toalet  iatbraee. 
Who  now  to  judge  the  rett  with  him^  take  place  1 

Tbay  ntw  behold  aoma  of  the  wicked  tart» 
Who  etraight  the  worst  that  Hall  «an  yeeldatlend. 
With  whose  vaine  pride  no  creature  oould  comport, 
Whil*st<tJiem  for  hapf^  worldlings  did  eomamid  $ 
Yet  were  their  pletaiires  bat  both  deare  and  short, 
Yea  oftea  timet  before  themtelvet  did  end : 
And  by  their  loA^i^pt,  now  they  ttaad  cfiidean'd. 
Whom  they  at  alQeet  aMiiy  timet  iwtiiwnU 
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Yet  (marking  them  to  highly  honem^d)  nnw 
They  would  be  ghul  ttill  at  their  feet  to  how. 
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Soma  now  i|ith  t^ory  emrooQtly  flt» 

As Chritt'ldearelrieads,  though  hereof  hamble  nee. 

Whom  they  bad  tconiM  for  lelloves  to  adaut» 

Or  at  their  table  tq  have  t>kea  place; 

Yea,  wonld  bava  thought  it  for  their  ttite  not  fit, 

Them  wUh  a ligiw of  leut  regaM  to  fracei 


But  this  distresse  one  vantage  doth  unfold. 
Though  out  of  time,  when  it  can  help  no  more. 
They  heare  the  truth,  and  ell  their  foolfs  are  told, 
Wbieh  bad  been  still  estrang'd  firom  them  before^ 
WhiPtt  awfnli  reverence  dotious  love  oontrool'd. 
So  that  what  they  aArm'd,  their  followers  swore. 
Whom  now  they  blame,  that  they  so  base  could  be. 
As  bent  to  please,  not  daring  to  be  iVee. 

The  reprobate  (at  obstinately  ill) 
Eipottnlating  blasphemy  doe  use, 
And  with  their  crimes  would  burden  others  ttilt. 
Not  to  be  cleared,  but  that  they  may  accate; 
Not  onely  doe  they  taxe  God's  spotlesse  wjU, 
And  Satan'k  frand,  for  what  it  did  infiat : 
But  likewise  men  as  meanei  that  they  were  loat. 
And  of  all  men  they  blaote  their  parentt  mott 

Hittr  wl^le  endeavouiv  every  parent  stnuof» 
By  fortune's  treasures  to  advance  his  heirs. 
Who  many  times  do  loose  by  goilty  gains. 
Not  (as  was  hop*d)  true  helps,  but  onely  snares ; 
But  few  advis'dly  do  respect  the  paiqt 
Which  leade  to  vertue,  and  religious  caret: 
Such  fondly  art  in  breeding  of  their  brood, 
For  goods  too  carefnll,  <»urelesse  of  their  good. 

Yet  oft  they  foile  even  in  that  temporall  end. 
Who  seeke  by  riches  to  secure  thetr  race, 
Which  by  their  death  doth  it  at  last  attend. 
And  long-sought  conquests  waste  in  little  space ; 
Where  indigence  and  education  bend. 
Some  left  more  poore,  each  way  for  wealth  do  trace. 
Which  oftentimes,  the  sjrre's  damnation's  price. 
But  strengthneth  his  that  they  may  follow  vice. 

Nor  is  this  glistring  oooite  the  safest  way, 
By  which  to  stand,  one  staUish  may  a  state. 
Since  it  oft  times  the  owner  doth  betray 
To  vice  and  envy,  an  invHing  baiie. 
So  that  they  thus  are  tempted  more  to  stray,  > 
Or  are  o'rethrowne  by  some  man's  hopefati  hate : 
Thus  riches  swolne  with  pride  is  crush'd  by  spite. 
Or  doth  (made  soft)  dissolve  the  owner  quite. 

Some  foolish  foth^rs  with  pvepostrous  love, 
(To  flattring  children  too  ndulgent  still) 
Even  by  their  fovour  pestilent  doe  prove, 
Like  toying  apes  that  doe  with  kindencsse  kill, 
Who  whirst  they  them  should  by  their  judgement 
Are  carried  head-long  with  the  others'  will :  [movCp 
And  must  their  griefo  by  aay  maanes  appease, 
Not  striving  to  instruct,  hat  how  to  please. 

Thar  off-epriog'k  conne  each  parent  should  ditact. 

And  as  a  patteme  by  eaample  lead : 

Then  when  they  fhi  Je  in  yeelding  due  respaot. 

As  insolent  by  too  much  fovinr  made. 

They  should  rebuke,  reforma,  and  latt  oorracti 

For,  better  then  whil'stquicke,  to  waile  them  dotd: 

Who  woul4  preserve^  most  oiaay  times  anaoy. 

Where  thote  that  dota  by  i^ariof  dee  destroy. 

Amongst  the  rest,  some  here  their  moane  doe  make. 
Whom  parents'  strictnesse  did  finom  good  restrained 
That  of  their  state  would  00  compassion  take. 
Nor  lend  the  meanes  that  might  their  life  maintaine ; 
Bnt  (as  their  ooyne)  did  keep  their  countenance  backe 
For  wretohednetie,  yet  other  gronndt  did  faine : 
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By  whicYi  iii  children  such  ill  tboiightf  were  bred. 
That  they  to  mischiefte  easjty  were  led. 

What  gallanls  thos  did  perish  in  their  prime. 
By  desperate  way«s  whil'tt  ventring  for  reliefe. 
And  prov'd  (though  little  might  have  bdp^'d  in 

time) 
A  bloudy  murtberer,  or  an  abject  thiefe ; 
Till  at  tlie  last  damo'd  for  some  filthie  crime. 
As  Tcoging  thia,  they  forc'd  their.  fath>(r*s  griefe: 
(With  infamy  when  com*d  to  end  their  race) 
Whil'st  left  an  hehre  unto  his  heire's  disgrace  ? 

And  many  thus  dispersed  in  forraioe  parts, 

Have  sold  their  smils  that  they  their  tives  might 

save, 
^Vbo  (whirst  by  want)  exposM  to  all  men's  arts, 
When  they  by  nihie  onely  help  could  have, 
Against  their  knowledge,  and  against  their  hearts. 
In  spite  of  conscience,  did  religion  leave : 
And  would  (though  first  ashaniM)  at  last  grown 

strong, 
Ere  scom*d  f>r  changing,  justifie  a  wrong. 

O,  what  contentment  shall  those  parents  finde ! 
Who  for  all  those  whom  to  the  world  they  bring, 
Still  mildly  rigorous,  and  austerely  kinde, 
(Excesses  barPd)  do  seek  each  needfull  thing, 
And  do  plant  early  in  the  tender  minde, 
'The  love  of  God,  whose  praise  at  last  they  sing. 
All  those  with  Christ  tbrice  happy  now  do  stand. 
Who  th^  did  strive  how  to  increase  that  band. 

Great  magistrates  by  sundry  are  accusM, 
fbr  feare,  for  love,  for  gaine,  or  some  such  end. 
Who  had  that  power  due  by  their  charge  not  us^d. 
To  purge  the'land  of  them  who  did  offend ; 
Who  (wheq  by  pardons  having  them  excus'd) 
Their  faults  (as  favour'd)  seemed  to  recommeind : 
There  where  examples  should  with  terrour  strike, 
This  did  tempt  others  to  attempt  the  like. 

When  insoleocy  kills,  or  doth  oppresse. 

Those  guilty  are  of  each  ensuing  barme. 

Who  cuibe  them  not  who  do  the  laws  transgresse, 

Ere  indignation  generous  courage  warme; 

When  parties  wrong'd  must  neNsds  themselves  re- 

dresse, 
Whil'st  lack  of  justice  doth  them  justly  arme : 
As  bound  by  credit  vengeance  to  procure, 
The  braving  object  scorning  to  endure. 

When  great  ofiendors  iustice  not  removes. 
And  chiefly  them  by  whom  to  death  one  bleeds, 
Shice,  given  to  broils,  such  persons  no  man  loves. 
And  each  occasion  still  more  mischiefe  breeds ; 
Thdr  safety  many  a  time  their  mine  proves : 
For  malefactors^  wbtl'st  that  their  misdeeds 
Repentance  expiats,  made  happy  so, 
Do  (fts  from  beds)  to  Heaven  nraim  scafibldt  go. 

Thus  in  like  sort  they  blame  some  masters  now. 
Who  them  with  whom  they  had  by  power  prevail'd. 
Not  unto  God,  but  to  theniseives  made  bow. 
If  not  to  them,  not  caring  bow  they  foiPd ; 
And  did  sometimes  command,  at  least  allow 
Hiose  faults  whose  fruits  to  profit  them  avail'd; 
Such  soules  aspretions  should  have  beene  preserved, 
Who  were  God's  creatures,  thongh  that  thekn  they 
serv'd. 


But  thousands  here  with  anguish  curse  all  tlidae^ 
Who  had  in  charge  their  safety  to  procure. 
Yet  did  their  course  to  fit  the  time  compos^ 
And  errours  grosse  most  grosly  did  endure  : 
So  that  their  flocke,  when  falling  never  rose^ 
But  sufired  were  to  live  in  sinne  secure : 
And  they  to  Heaven  could  hardly  others  lesule^ 
Whose  selves  to  court  the  wocld  all  means  had  made. 

Since  robbers  are  abhorr'd  (as  beasts  pinphaiie) 
Who  steale  but  stones  which  to  the  church  belong; 
Pretended  priest^  that  ^ritu^l  states  attaioe, 
like  waspes  with  bees,  crept lioly  hives  among. 
Who  wasting  honey,  poyson  give  againe; 
Are  (as  farre  worse)  accused  for  doing  wroni^ ; 
Since  they  barre  others  from  ministring  grace, 
Yet  (save  in  coats  and  rents)  not  use  the  placei^ 

Some  who  (their  hearers  swaymg  where  they  would) 
Could  force  kffections,  comfort,  and  deject. 
With  learned  lectures  eloquently  told, 
(Though  flourish'd  faire,  not  fruitfoll  in  cAet) 
Are  highly  tax'd,  that  they  (when  thus  extold) 
What  taught  to  others,  did  themselves  neglect : 
And  given  to  vice  (brought  comparatively  in) 
They  lost  that  fireedome  which  rebukes  for  i' 


And  bow  can  any  man  another  move 

To  flye  tho9e  dainties  that  with  him  are  rife,* 

Who  talke  of  temperance,  yet  vaine  pleasures  love^ 

Call  peace  a  bfes^ng,  whil'st  tbe^  live  at  strife. 

Praise  deeds  of  alme^  yet  avaritious  prove, 

Chast  but  in  words,  not  continent  in  lifie  ? 

Of  such  th'  excellency  is  all  in  ait, 

Wbil'ft  tcrtne  but  their  tongue,  rice  hath  the  heart 

Such  (following  Cain's  way)  like  Core  exclahne. 
By  Balaam's  wages,  to  deceit  inclin'd  ; 
Sea's  raging  waves,  still  foaming  forth  their  i 
Cbuds  void  of  water,  carried  with  the  wind. 
Trees  without  fruit,  spots  which  the  fvth  defome. 
As  wandringstarres  whoae  coursebath  them  design'd: 
Of  such  did  Enoch  prophesy  of  old, 
That  which  this  judgement  doth  at  last  unfold. 

Those  stumbling  bkwkes,  rockes  which  wiUi  mine 

sw^l. 
Destruction's  traynes,  obnoxious  unto^aH, 
Not  onisly  with  the  rest,  are  damn'd  to  HeU, 
Whose  threatned  torments  quaking  soules  i^ipaUy 
But  railing  at  them  many  thousands  tell. 
How  they  had  beoie  the  meanes  to  make  them  CiU: 
'*  This  wretched  comfort,  the  afflicted  k>v€. 
That  for  their  faults,  they  others  may  reprove.** 

But  tiiough  they  tiiQs  to  make  theirfaults  seem  less^ 
The  Lord  himselfe,  the  divels  and  men  doe  Uame, 
All  doth  afford  no  helpe  for  their  distresse. 
Nor  woAes  it  pitty,  but  augments  thdr  shame: 
Like  anguish  doth  their  fellow  partners  jHresse, 
And  otben  doe  with  shouts  their  joyes  ptDclaanie : 
Thus  quite  neglected  m  a  desp'rate  state. 
They  Vy  oontestbg,  but  procure  more  hate. 

As  ioiiie  (by  sentence  when  condemn^  to  dye) 

By  gaxingtroupes  and  friends,  bemm'd  roundabout, 

The  executioner  attending  by. 

The  coffin  gapmg.  and  theliatchet  out, 

Th*  earth  sometimes  view,looke  sometimes  to  the  sky, 

And,  loth  to  latvn  them,  doe  pretend  some  doubt; 
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crime, 
So  5li4  ijo  §i.tna  lome  sp«oe  fropl  poiting  lime* 

Tie  wkked  thus  (it  ficpm^)  could  wbh  to  stay, 
The  full  p^rfornfaDce  of  Christ's  gri^at  rlccree, 
Ai  loth  to  leave  this  (though  moit  fearcfulJ)  hty. 
The  last  of  light  thai  thry  shnil  ever  sec  i 
Tht  eye**  deare  oiijectA  vanish  must  away  ; 
Ko  pPdwpect  mare  for  them  can  ifleasaiit  be  : 
Xo  voader  though  they  seeke  to  shift  a  $pac4^, 
Therr  dreadfult  entry  to  that  ^riry  place* 

L  fuch  delayea  can  yceld  ihejr  souleaiKi  ease, 
"  lii>  r»ck'd  by  coQsciencp,  mwardly  doe  smart ; 
Stve>all  to  sufTifr,  noi  vhat  to  appcajse, 
Mo  iither  tliougbt  can  harbour  m  their  b^art ; 
That  glorioui  f^ct  *rhich  doth  the  g<jdly  please, 
To  Uivtn  itrang^  fearer  vilh  horrour  doib  Impart: 
So  that  their  present  paioe  hath  fO  mucb  force. 
They  »:arce  iouiglpe  any  can  be  vorse. 

l^ose  »bQ  were  awift  to  sinoe,  to  goodneSM  itow, 
JM  trtitly  itriv*d  in  folly  lo  eiceed^ 
O!  wheD  they  finde  that  which  they  Justly  owe. 
Tile  eDdlesii^e  pajtiea  which  eitdcd  joyc«  doc  breed  [ 
Thry,  a*  they  alirai^  liF'd  like  beasta  below, 
Wguld  ifljidjy  now  that  I  bey  were  beaEt»  indeed : 
To  lotpe  the  Hell  whutie  borrouri  ther*  are  seeoe, 
Whawisb  ibeir  being  neTrer  to  have  becne» 

^'hen  k>oking  backe  bovr  ttaiiiei  of  trencb'roua 

tioiirei 
i '         '  una  wares  had  blowne  up  all, 

*^  ft  (ere  ripe)  fraile  pleasurt'B  fluwret, 

^  ncr-^ rme  naifa  beene  >o  sihort,  who»e  ju^y  so  snia'l ; 
^Cf  trooder   gow   how  they  cuuld    impend    their 

pow-is. 
In  ftfnmg  toye*  Uy  luch  a  tyrai>t  thrall, 

^^wk  hath  them  madeuthat  happinesse  to  m\m^, 

^^    5  Still  eternity  iibo»iida  in  bliise. 

« ndet  for  what  they  m  ueb  requi  re, 
•ill£«d»  Wbcn  they  doe  attend, 
*-  f^mte  bttweene  should  ttraightejtpjre^ 
t  tight  to  have  Aotne  other  end  ; 
vftf  to  mati's  iMfinne  desim, 
»  course  eonif  acl*d  few    momenta  thus   wonld 
fpeod: 

'^nd  thus  to  gainc  tome  flymg  fbrtnnes  soaiie, 
H*l'ife  by  what  he  wiBh'd  would  be  undo»)e* 

^*  fcmng  ymrtji  whose  hrest  with  thwgbu  doth 

hurtie, 
WoiildlMt  whole  yearesto  have  one  night *«d el ighlj 
^f  nierthant  wailing  for  his  fhippe's  returns, 
^<»o<^|  d*j^  hut  wiuds  as  slow  doth  cite;^ 
^  |f*<*ly  tisurer,  »g  lo  wrve  hie  tiirn*^, 
(8at«  Utm^  for  pay  meat)  all  da  yes  else  would 

(|tiite: 
JJJ»  *hc»e  for  pleasure  la^iib  are  of  life, 
*o»*  »TOld  they  doe,  whuK  miseriet  are  rife  ? 

ffl  too  latei  «l*e  wicked  count  their  dayei, 
Jf«  ihty  wakcaod;  v^trii^  like  a  dreame, 
■*■'*'''  ■'      Tipancsiif  ifcll  dd.iyf^l 

:,  an  atl^ell  doth  pr'jclmme, 
ii,  each  couiit*uAnce  quite  di*- 

*»l  Uiey  in  darkdwiae  haite  to  bidt  tbeir  ihaoie  t 


From  this  sad  «entenoe,  backe  to  the  Stygian  stale. 
What  her  rid  ctamour  soiioda  the  last  retreat. 

If  for  affaires  which  niiitusll  gtxjd  impart, 
A  Jittle  way  ttll  some  few  ho  ores  Vie  rnone, 
K^nde  wives  and  hu«baudidoe  bat  (thance  lo  pari, 
A  frietid  fmm  fr  cud,  n  mother  from  her  S4>nne, 
So  sensibly  with  tender  thodghtt  all  sirian, 
Hiat  kjve  is  glad  to  have  some  moments  woaue: 
*'  Prizxl  by  pnT&tiotis,  beings  are  heJd  deare. 
And  presienee  pretJouK^  abfence  maket  appeare* 

O  hiacke  divorce,  tvm  warm  then  thoofbu  can 

faine  ! 
rJritffe  pail  expressing*  losae  above  all  bounds, 
Tbey  tjow  must  part  who  mfvtt  meet  agaiiie. 
And  ftrajghl  to  i£<^  where  horrour  most  .^brmndi^ 
From  sight  of  plcnsiire  ravish 'd  onto  pain«?» 
No  wonder  though  they  howlc  forth  dolorous  goqu^p; 
Who  moRt  this   chceraful   Irght  with  dnrkenffti 

change^  [strange. 

Saints"  joyeii  first  seeoe,  to  make  their  state  more 

*TwiKt  parcntt,  brethren^  s'sten,  kindrtnl,  fhend*, 
And  alt  tho»c  bands  which  mortals  held  mmtdearei 
The  natora!l  Uwe  (worne  out  of  date)  qitete  ends^ 
EiternaMy  whil'st  srpa rated  here ; 
that  strict  regard  whieU  tPiider  pitssion  betidt,        ; 
None  of  the  gtnlly  now  eaii  make  draw  Deem 
To  any  one  of  tho**e  »hom  damn'd  they  see^ 
Though  ty*d  by  natiire  in  the  first  degree* 

The  bod's  deare  partners  here,  each  fortune's  mate; 
Wbo  once  (lieart'*  joy )  stmke  in  the  bo£ome  slept^ . 
Some  datidk'd  childrFn^  t)f>ttd  ou  of  late, 
Whotn  with  such  care  too  tender  parents  kept ; 
Cbmpanion:!^  earst  who  swayd  the  miodi?**  cooceit, 
^11  now  arc  left,  and  they  no  tea  re  have  wept: 
Who  praise  God'*  jndgimcnt  which  this  parttof,  i 

wrought : 
Hft  love  hath  swallowed  up  each  other  thiStight- 

But  hy  this  rn«^nefi  the  reprobate  are  mov*d^ 

To  appr«  bend  thptr  miserj'  the  more, 

WhiFst  fore  d  to  leare  theui  whom  so  much  they 

lor  d, 
Wbo  having  iteen  their  happinessc  before, 
And  hatriti^  heard  tlieir  hiij*e  by  them  a|vproY'd, 
Who  once  bad  wsshM  them  Kt-ell,  but  thrts  a^hOf : 
This  friev^  their  Ronle,  till  they  for  atigar^h  groanei 
And  though  to  Hell,  are  earnest  to  he  gone, 

Whil'st  $iormy  conscience  holds  invective  bookes, 
That  th*  inward  sight  can  onely  reade  of  ire, 
O  [   how  tlnp:  heavy  eyes  with  Irngring  lookas, 
From  world '»  last  pruwpect'!:  lani^niishingretire? 
A  windy  cloud  of  sight's,  each  moyth  firth  smokei^ 
As  burning,  even  ere  entnng  rn  the  fire  : 
They  are  i|o^  blindCi  yet  bttter  so  to  be, 
Since  HeaTen,  nor  Earthi  they  never  more  shall  see. 

The  raging  fiends  all  girt  with  foaming  snakes, 
tkie  ha£te  them  downe  together  with  their  cha.rge, 
Wbereas  no  porter  any  hindrance  makeSi, 
They  pane  Helr.i  deeps,  attending  qd  no  barge ; 
Tbts  thronging  troup  at  dreadful!   earth-qumkisy 

quaka, 
Whirst  gaping  fidpbe*  doe  make  an  entry  laige  t 
All  iDokmg  backR  as  lotli  to  leave  the  light. 
Are  at  an  Jnstjuit  swallowed  «ut  of  sight. 
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or  doleful!  Hell  the  horrid  leat  is  soaght, 
Wheneas  the  dMiuMd  howling  itiH  remaines 
And  in  the  w&Ad  as  wickedly  they  wronght, 
Mttit  anffsr  what  Chriit's  juftiee  doth  ordaiae-; 
The  lenaoall  craatorea*  aeMet  here  are  brought, 
By  what  ODoe  pleaiM,  now  to  be  rack*d  with  pahie : 
And  with  the  devil*  whereas  they  are  to  alay> 
Hie  wicked  are  tormented  every  way. 


Whis^vt  wandring  now  where  I  can  finde  no,  light. 
Of  guests  below  the  damned  8tate\o  mark, 
Ko  raving  Etbnick  can  direct  me  right, 
Whose  selfe  is  captive  in  the  dungeon^s  darke ; 
Yet,  all  Hell's  borrours  can  me  not  affright, 
Though  serpents  hisse,  ^and  Cerberus  do  barke  i 
But  lest  I  stagger,  and  be  still  in  donbt, 
I  must  go  seek  some  goidt  to  leade  me  out. 

Deare  Saviour,  thou  who  thence  my  soule  to  quite 
Exposed  wast  a  prey  to  paine  and  scome, 
Whirst  beaten,  mock'd,  and  spitted  at  in  spite. 
Made  vinegar  to  drink,  and  crown'd  with  thome  j 
Then  sweating  bloud,  encrimson'd  beautie's  wbitB, 
Till  all  Hell's  borrours  constantly  were  borne ; 
Thou,  onely  thon,  canst  this  discovery  make^ 
Who  forced  her  forts,  and  tum'd  in  triumph  backe. 

O  Sonne  of  Ood,  be  ihou  my  guide,  and  deare 
The  cloudy  cbistera  of  Tutarian  deeps. 
That  (drawn  from  darknesse)  plainly  may  appeare. 
From  what  strange  torments  thine  thy  soflOring 

keepes. 
Who  (marking  Uiis  afarre)  may  not  come  neare. 
Where  teeth  shall  gnash,  whene  th'  eye  for  ever 

weeps; 
But  trust  in  thee,  and  flie  sinne's  tempting  snare. 
Not  too  fecura,  nor  falling  in  despaire. 

That  place  for  paine  so  fearfull  to  the  minde. 
That  dreames  of  it  have  desperation  wrought. 
Hath  beene  by  some  (to  search  such  deeps  inclined) 
No  locall  ground,  but  a  privation  thought : 
Fktmi  God  sacludod,  yet  no  where  coBfin'd* 
As  damned  souls  were  to  soyne  freedome  brought : 
No  paine  impos'd,  but  to  be  bajyd  God's  sight. 
Hell  so  made  dwrhe^  as  Sonata  lemove  breoda 
night. 

Not  Qoaly  wretches  banish*d  from  God^  foce, 
In  endlesse  anguish  languishing  remained 
Wbil'st  apprehending  in  that  dreadloU  place. 
How  saints  above  with  God  in  glory  imifne^  : 
But  they  must  have  with  horrout.  griefe,  disgrace^ 
As  want  of  pleasttfc;,  to  a  feme  of  paiae : 


Want  would  but  grieve  where  feeling  win 
Hie  minde  with  irormes,  with  wounds  tbabody- 

The  sentenc*d  squadron  most  ratyre  alone;. 
In  dungeons  darke  eternally  to  smart. 
Where  they  still  bounded  heavily  must  grao^ 
WhiPst  not  one  moment  can  repose  impart ; 
Qirist  said  to  them,  when  damned:   **  Go^  get  yoo 

gone, 
To  dwell  with  devils  in  their  appointed  part ; 
And  sacred  writs  most  clearty  do  declare, 
That  fh>m  the  godly  tbey  divided  are," 

But  curiousnesse  no  satisfaction  gets, 
When  searching  out  the  mysteries  of  Hdl; 
At  least  no  where  it  with  assurance  sets. 
But  ghosts  to  paine  from  pleasure  doth  estp^; 
And  with  the  rest  who  fan  in  fancied  nets, 
No  wonder  though  I  doubt  their  sUte  to  teO : 
For  that  to  others  which  these  lines  wontd  shofw, 
I  labour  that  my  selfo  may  never  know. 

It  may  be  placet  amidst  the  6erie  mheare. 
Whence  jojm'd  with  lightning dreadndl  tbnndenffi^ 
Whil'st  frowning  Heavens  by  day  night's  coikma 

reare; 
Till  scarce  some  flashes  can  pohit  out  the  skle  ; 
So  that  as  Hell  inflicting  harme  and  feare. 
By  thunder-bohs,  and  haile,  troups  tortnrM  lye : 
Thus  in  effect,  affinity  they  hold 
By  light,  and  daiknesse,  horrour,  heat,  and  ooM. 

That  cloudy  clymate  (hatching  stormes  when  Hxte) 
May  still  foule  spirits  where  first  they  fell  i 
And  wretched  soules  to  have  with  th^  their  i 
Ofsubstanctfligbt^  (though  suyn'd)  may 

againe  j 

Since  Sathan  hath  beeue  held  lord  of  Che  ayre. 
He  last  may  smart  where  he  so  long  doth  raigne  : 
And  thouifh  sUpposM  a  parable  to  be. 
Why  might  not  Abraham  there  the  glutton  tee? 

If  God  thus  bang  that  monstrous  maase  of  night. 
In  which  to  pine  the  tortur'd  bands  are  throwne. 
The  boasts  of  Heaven  importing  viituaU  Kght, 
May  pierce  Hell's  clouds,  till  all  their  gue^  be 

knowne. 
With  mutuall  prospects,  interchanging  sight. 
By  othei's  states  that  both  may  judge  their  owner 
<*  What  is  opposed,  compar'd,  briogs  truth  to  light: 
When  set  wit  0  8hadowes,stars  doe  shi  ne  more  bright.^ 

O  how  the  godly  triumph  would  with  joy ! 
Whirst<^inp*ssing  that  damned  band  i&out. 
To  see  the  fiends  their  furies  all  imploy. 
Till  ghosts  with  dreadfoll  cryes  oonfbs'dly  shoot  ^ 
They  with  no  sigh  their  pittied  plaints  convoy, 
Thotigh  earst  knowne  friends,  all  kindeneese  thai 

worn  out. 
But  straight  shall  praise(tran8ported  from  the  plaee)  . 
In  them  God*s  justice,  in  themselves  hit  grace. 

A  place  below  the  chiefb  of  northeme  starres. 

To  fit  the  Hell  a  situation  yeelds. 

Which  passengen  finom  pasdng  firther  barres^ 

By  desciate  and  melancholy  fltelds^ 

And  navigation  absolutely  marres, 

Whil'stthere  from  harme  no  kinde  of  iheller  tfiieldc 

Not  that  the  ocean  doth  too  sftonny  prove. 

No,  but  becama  tJbat  it  can  no  way  move. 
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Th'Eiitih  mmt  hav*  fipr,  of  which,  to  «rvc  our  turn*, 
Both  super ticiflil  partt  and  eutrsUs  bume< 


I  jiqittd  mngdDove  atl  becotning  dry, 
,  „rn  ditunt  chores  (*«  if  cimenl^)  ttvmU 
Tbe  irav&i  ftLl  d«?ad  ctilOjn*d  in  cry  stall  lye. 
Km  bating  power  to  drowoe,  no,  not  to  weet, 
.\\\t  Urren  beauty  doth  delodc  the  cy w, 
1  slippery  lirinenesse  doth  betray  Ihe  Ifeel, 
Wlj^ch  i«th  iio  llouda  tod  solid  groandi  they  set. 
And  yrt  can  neither  earth  out  iratcf  get. 

udst  |h>l  Urgfi  intebitabte  z^Mie, 
Iff f  ragm;?  i»mler  doih  admit  no  boaiidi* 
rehancc  ikir  tativar)  the  TarUriio  throne, 
sii  stfenpthlesie  b^aincf  the  flying  Sunne   lur* 
Aud  (*?  if  ibotwunils  iniiftipli'd  >  Rtrme)     [muodi, 
Thav  ^ipti'roos  Viiicmri  fo»r«  coiitiTiuall  somjds: 
Wiul'rt  f  husia  do  tie*  er  slcei**  yet  alwiiKi  dre&iti^, 
RaciM  by  rtcaorte  »il*i  sntsfe,  p«*tiOTipe  of  ibamo^ 

lUit  th«t  frtat  6od  m  vbom  thi»  aU  depeuds^ 
kni  fnt  he  pIcMfcih)  qukkiy  ftdei  or  s|i  rings, 
<  K  4.  tbtrnglA  can  cc^mpiufte  all  his  ends, 
linj  to  take  helpR  of  ttmporaU  lb i 053, 
/I  VL-t  to  wmkt  wh*t  eTer  he  ittl«Kl9, 
rh^reftture  9br«ifht  r  eontribuumi  brings: 
lit  ID  new  fsaouldi  can  cm*t  th*  wo  rid  a^ine, 
Mtke  beauty  aglFt  what  gave  joy,  give  p*inc. 

Earn  Adanfs  Eden,  pleasure's  speciall  ground, 
World'*  quintP«3feoee,  the  garden  of  the  Urd, 
Tb«  prrtiona  stwrt?  af  llw  «iatiierd  round, 
Wbich  9td  dii  fwi^  as  with  bia  treasafs  atoKd, 
U  tin*  ttam'dooQitnon  earth  (by  flondssioCcdrQwn'd) 
Of  ithat  it  was  no  tototn  doth  ai^nrd : 
That  dainty  vale  which  curious  Lot  did  chme^ 
Did  woGot  grow  l<iaih«nme,  all  the  wfjfld^a  leru**- 


Tbo^  pan*  below  whkh  ino*t  deiight  the  eye. 
Atpteaajit,  Cartile,  xwcmn'd  with  flowres,  orUreamca, 
WTwf*  BaiUT«  d&th  with  many  cobun  dye 
Her  cuiiout  nsbca^  aU  bright  with  gliatring  beames^ 
Sosne  there  al  laft  may  greater  lormtnU  try, 
Tbni  Satban  can  dp  vise,  or  maiikmde  dreames : 
And  it  would  stand  with  justice  in  lhc*e  timifs 

^Tfc»*  all  ihotild  «ufier  wbere  they  wrocight  their 

^m         crimes* 

Hbt  Ibtarth  ofcbMfdenM,  insist  tosinne  give  place, 
Hlf  io  t^mmandetl  by  the  world^s  gT<^&t  liidge, 
■Tw,  how  we  all  who  f indly  love  hep  fac<^. 

Mint  at  the  lant  within  her  lx»onie  lud^*^  -     [""^**i 
^J^ibiiB  the  iwaliow'd  quit  ke,lhonsh  Abraham's 
^^^EiDrptlqg  Odd  against  bis  will  did  grudge : 
^H^^WfS  ^grosi'd  in  one^  what  momtrrtoii  weight 

Way  wone  linkc  thon^nndi  to  the  ct^ntre  straight! 


Wb<>  ktMw»  tBit  th*  Eatth,  which  ft  ill  men  wastes 

Of  (CT*nS, 
Rath  T«t  eoneatities  where  darknease  hllnds, 
■  '  nd  that  from  it  the  *ecprt  cait*e  pfocwsds 

f  dreadftiU  earth  quakes,  and  of  refttle«9«  winds, 

"^^'^^  »ciniiBe»  in  tcboolcs,  00  iatiiffacf ion  breenh, 

|lp**t  deep?  myitery  none  clearly  Anda; 

_„tbent  to  study  who  doth  thousands  teaclti 

I  eoBipa«(  him  who  could  ittetr  coufse  not  f^cb. 


Vainci  Pagant  did  In  ewry  fhoey  fcter 
That  Stygian  darkenesse  diverse  fl^iod*  did  bound, 
Aral  all  tJtdr  gods  did  sweare  by  dr*fadfull  Styi, 
That  %tiaig1it  Iheir  oath  m  Leth*-  might  b#j  dfOito*d; 
These  waters  with  *o  many  tilings  dit^  i"i  v^. 
Ere  tliey  could  reach  the  centre  of  tht'  y;r*wind. 
That  stain'd  and  poisoned  whilst  esirang'd  fn^m  th' 

aier^ 
They  fillliy  were  (no  doubt)  when  tmee  come  Ihsre. 

Sin^-e  (by  conjectures  with  much  travelJ  «Anght) 
This  feai^full  place  none  »n  preci»*ly  knw*,     ^     ^ 
Then  by  what  roeauB*  from  darkneJSB  can  be  i*nwf bUj 
Those  mysteries  which  some  dare  f^eeke  to  show  ? 
The  roomc  indeed  may  jasiJy  larye  be  thuughl, 
Where  all  the  wicked  should  be  M^M  below  : 
Though  to  their  clients  devils  do  much  revcaie, 
Yet  they  for  frighting  them  Heir*  ilaU  cnM!««l«^ 

They  (as 'great  pleasures)  painting  otrt  their  paine%  i 
By  foolish  fables  please  vaine  imJgan  mueb,  I 

With  gortreotis  gardeus,  and  elysian  plainer* 
Which  (hke  themselves)  cannot  abide  the  tc«icb; 
Thon  will  they  seeme  (this  reputation  gaines) 
fawner  Sil  vans.  Satyrcs.Farief,  Nymphes,  and  suchs 
That  fooles  may  hcpe  to  be  (whilst  «poil*d  iif  sens^^^l 
Gi:jds  demi-godst  and  hefoea,  when  gone  hence.       | 

What  then  conftision  doth  more  mia^hiefe  brin£, 
As  oft  hath  beane  made  koowue  in  every  age  ? 
And  it  in  Hell  would  seeme  a  nftedefull  tbin§. 
To  torture  them  who  there  beartr  Satan's  badge. 
Prom  wbich  in  darkneae,  gtoise  efftx^t*  must  spting. 
Where  despVat  tTOup«^(pwt  hop«of  helpc)doe  rag«i 
Yet  even  in  it  some  order  shall  be  fuond, 
lliough  Chaos  darkuing.  Babel  to  confound. 

The  world  may  thinke,  amfdit  that  daintiiid  «ni^ 
Tiiough  (as  elsewhere)  distjnimsh'd  in  daftect 
Each  one  doih  wipe  that  which  to  him  k  d««  } 
Tholr  paincs  may  differ,  yet  their  griefe  agree  | 
Whc?n  law  below  a  patty  doth  fHir^oe, 
As  crimes  Tequire,  the  indges  do  decree : 
Since  God  on  Earth  so  many  plagueif  d<Jth  send^ 
How  hugebe  these  whieh  HHrsbla^-ke  host<aaU«nd* 

Tltii  crystaU  spheare,  the  lanteme  df  the  sight, 
A  general  I  apic  that  every  thing  dnth  marke, 
I  doubt,  if  drawing,  or  diffpersing  light, 
Of  all  man^s  body  the  most  heavenly  iipark*p 
The  life  of  beauty,  nature's  glories  height. 
Which  straight  (when  ck>*'d)  makes  all  the  wotW 

sem^dark. 
It  of  chiefe  pleasnrai  doth  tlie  centre  prove. 
Both  from  the  Earth  bdww.  and  Heaven  aboue. 


Th^  fatik  Earth  4or  that  iofeniall  in«e 
May  fumish  stuffe  to  fe^e  tha  laUl^  apao*. 
,  Fof ,  11  withoi^  8uiM«'*  sotiv^  bttmi^  m  beat, 
I TM  plniii^«  ImM  ioili  fMrifb  «v<rf  place  ^ 
It  ^{Mi)d  wmam,  vltlNB,  »»•  vlfOMtia  beate 


Thc*e  Bimn^  of  sen«^,  mirroufs  of  the  mmde, 
The  windows  of  the  heart  UU  light  doth  latk. 
How  bndiea  m^f  be  cdonA'd  we  ^nd. 
Since  Um^  ptt*elio«  «Mh  so  nmch  prevails ; 
Theae  dainty  lights  which  have  *i  swrvMy  shm  d. 
Though  cieere  like  dianMnds,  hk€  eifrtall  fraik. 
'■  -  -mi„  wmm^  mmm,  »na  ^«w»..  p—        1  While  as  abused  hy  them  that  we«  ^m^ 
Of  m^Jh^^d^^^md  theISS  m^  ;  Did  turn*  to  *tarre*  of  pr^de  and  liam«^  Wt, 
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By  tiNai  tbe  wretch  to  aratiee  was  swai'd, 
£xteniall  objecta  tempting  tbe  deure ; 
By  them  tbe  heart  to  envy  was  betrai'd. 
And  made  to  hat^  what  it  could  not  acquire ; 
Their  sight  urg'd  %'engeance  whilst  it  did  upbraid 
Such  brests  as  boil'd  with  a  vindictive  ire, 
By  them  (as  dores)  much  mischiefe  entred  in, 
The  baits,  the  bauds,  the  guides,  the  gates  of  sinne. 

These  eyes  that  did  so  oft  to  vice  invite, 
(Whil'st  still  attracting,  or  directing  wrong) 
Now  barr'd  from  all  which  did  them  ouce  deligbt. 
Where  fearefuU  monsters  for  confusion  throng ;       | 
TIftm  finom  some  paiiie  no  moment  can  acquite, 
For  objects  strange  lofbrtunatdy  atroiig : 
Prodigious  sights  since  still  tbey  mutt  indare,     ' 
Lika  owles  (nights  drity  birds)  in  cares  obacure. 

In  place  of  beauty  (which  did  earat  bewitch) 
'The^  foaming  fiends  came  cbarg'd  with  crawling 

snakes; 
For  stately  roomes  a  dungeon  (dropping  pitch) 
Doth  contribute  to  the  Tartarian  lakes ; 
And  for  companions  (groaning  in  a  ditch) 
A  number  bums,  and  yet  for  coULstUI  quakes. 
Eyes  thus  have  no  reliefe,  not  when  they  weep. 
But  (though  in  darknesse)  they  still  see,  uot  sleep. 

Thb  living  lab'rinth  entertaining  sounds. 
By  severall  torqjbs,  till  made  for  hearing  fit, 
(Lest  othsrwise,  if  rude,  words  might  give  wounds) 
Which  (thus  prepared)  tbey  by  dc^ees  admit; 
These  bring  the  ttuffe  on  which  the  judgement 
As  neady  porters  that  support  the  wit ;     [grounds. 
And  oft  with  pleasure  smooth  aflSicting  care, 
Whil'st  damty  voices  quintessence  the  aire. 

These  oft  (like  stnimpets  dissolntely  strong) 
Are  prostituted,  sufffng  what  is  foule ; 
Then  mediating  *twixt  a  tempting  tongue 
And  firaila  desires,  all  goodnesse  oft  controol : 
They  first  corrupted  do  seduce  to  wron^, 
And  poure  (like  pleasure)  poysoo  in  the  soule: 
By  them  assaulting  sinne  doth  breach  the  heart. 
As  of  the  body  stai  tbe  weal^est  part 

This  is  tbe  myne  which  doth  blow  up  the  minde. 
Gainst  sense,  or  reason's  charge,  a  guardlesse  way. 
To  fust,"  to  fraud,  or  faults  of  any  kinde. 
Which  aU  the  strength  by  treaties  doth  betray ; 
As  Sathan  soone  in  Paradise  did  finde, 
In  Evah's  care  who  first  in  ambush  lay ; 
This  patent  i»ntry  can  hold  nothing  out,      [doubt 
But  braves  brave  minds  with  grounds  fbr  mre  or 

This  spirituall  taster,  understanding's  eye,  [moanes, 
(Growne  necdiesse  now  amongst  these  hopelesse 
Since  all  well  known,  none  then  can  further  try) 
In  place  of  musicke  that  did  charme  it  once, 
Beares  teeth  to  gnash,  and  howling  creatures  cry, 
Redoubling  sobs,  and  melancholy  groanes : 
For  dreadfoll  sounds  who  can  imagine  more? 
There  fiends  and  men  (still  rackM)  together  roare. 

Tliat  dainty  sense  whieb  comfort  doth  the  braines, 
And  all  the  viull  sprits  nM>re  pregnant  make, 
Whiph  (when  the  aire  a  gresse  corruption  Staines) 
Doth  by  sweet  odours  drive  the  danger  backe. 
It  with  the  Lord  so  highly  pris'd  remaines. 
That  he  himselfe  in  it  doth  pleasort  take: 


And  he  was  said  a  sacrifice  to  soMil, 
fai  which  fweat  incense -chiefly  did  OBoeH. 

Those  (tboogb  estorting  nature's  nsoaM  stam)- 

That  were  perftno'd  wkh  artificiall  things, 

In  place  of  what  afiected  was  tielbre,  * 

A  filthy  stench  peipetually  there  stiogs ; 

This  sinke  of  sinne  which  theiia  m  oft  made  mare^ 

Tbe  dregs  of  al|  the  world  together  brings: 

Whose  jcent,  thoogh  loathsodte  now,  endare 


Who  (weaknhig  courage  thus)  gave  strength  to  lost 

Those  to  the  taste  who  did  their  jodgemeot  give. 
And  (more  then  natnre)  hoey  striv'd  lo  feed. 
What  creatures  dally  dy'd  that  they  mighl  liwe^ 
Who  would  for  ponpe  or  gluttony  eicaaJ, 
And  curious  were  all  coorMs  to  contrive. 
How  sawces  strange  an  appetite  might  breed  : 
While  as  the  poore  did  starve  (tbey  thns  at  feaafii) 
And  could  not  get  what  they  did  give  to  beaats  ? 


Thoogh  food  for  main^nanoe  none  shall  need ! 
Yet  gluttons'  mindes  by  kmgmg  are  tormoiM  ; 
And  many  meats  may  mnstred  be  in  show. 
All  fty'd  in  fiames,  or  in  Cocytns  boird. 
Which  straight  (when  neare  to  touch)  devils  may 

orethrow; 
Or  they  may  be  by  monstrous  harpies  ipoiM  ; 
Or  (as  from  Tantalus  the  apple  slips) 
Such  tempting  objects  may  delude  their  1^ 

These  druukard&  that  have  drowned  their  wite  in 

wine, 
(Till,  quite  benumn'd,  they  long  ere  dying  dye> 
Whil'st  tortur*d  now  continually  to  pine, 
As  in  a  feaver  (toe)  they  burning  lye : 
If  roaring  flames  a  puddle  could  designe. 
They  for  a  drop  to  quench  their  thirst  wooM  cry : 
That  this  to  mark  it  might  our  judgement  leade. 
The  like  entreaty  one  to  Abraham  made. 

These  dainty  fingen  entertained  by  pride^ 

Whose  sense  (though  groMc)  was  pleas'd  in  sandry* 

sorts, 
Which  could  no  touch  save  what  was  soft  abide. 
Oft  us'd  for  avarice,  or  wanton  sports^ 
Those  now  in  vaine  would  strive  themselves  to  hSc^ 
Which  (whil'st  stretoh'd  forth  as  cruell  peine  trans- 

ports^ 
Where  fearfull  darknesse  doth  no  lightVdmit, 
itfay  unawares  some  fiend  or  serpent  bit. 

Some  who  below  ,bad  domroeer'd  of  late. 
In  wealth  abounding,  by  abuudance  doy'd, 
Whil'st  (pleasures  pnrches'd  at  too  high  a  rate) 
As  want  did  others,  surfeits  them  anno^d ;  • 
They  (wanting  stomacke)  did  not  foe^,  hut  eafee. 
Till  iaint,  and  duU,  what  had,  they  not  e^ioy'4 ; 
Those  naked  now  in  misery  remaine. 
And  nothing  rests,  save  never  resting  peine. 

The  lazie  man  whose  memory  time  foils. 
As  wanting  sinews,  who  could  scarcely  move, 
WhomfaintMsse,  and  not  pside,  did  keepfiroBiteiK 
Save  ahject  ease  who  nothing  else  did  late  ; 
Now  when  his  foot  at  every  step  still  broils. 
If  hot  to  chenge,  of  force  must  restiesse  pfotvet 
And  4est  he  languish  with  too  dull  a  ^eiiia, 
By  bodkuM  hottorventAdiBay  rtaiNieb*  •: 
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These  li«ut^  mlnde%  wbote  swelling  thougbis  were 
Utal  itiU  io  sUtte  they  gloried  to  be  •ccne  j    [aMcU, 
Sa  richly  rioath'dt  ih^l  tt  hod  gri<;v"t!  ibem  niucbj 
If  00  tbe»r  icftmncaU  Any  Tpot  bad  beene  ; 
So  daiDly  then  ttiiit  tbey  disdain^  to  toucb, 
Firre  l«£Se  to  J;ye,  or  iit^  on  parU  tincleane: 
And  wbiV'st  pfiswimiiif  imi  their  wetlth  or  race. 
Were  alw»ye!9  simiaf  bow  to  take  their  plaec. 

Tbfi*e  on  theaiBeNfe"  ^ho  dki  so  fondly  dote, 
Aful  tbcir  vik*  cAilca^ic  cuiious  were  t<>  ^nu^ei. 
Thottgli  ( like  the  Howrei  wfaieh  fmilty  do  denote) 
iUit  t]iim'rii)i£:  beauty  for  a  little ^pacc  ^ 
Thvj  never  cAre  h<*w  much  ifie  mmd*?  they  blot, 
So  tliey  of  nalure  f  da  ring  life  s  iXmtl  race) 
*■  ti?  heip  defeeu  by  art's  defective  aid| 
1^  wule  to  aiitne  by  vanity  betrai^d, 

■y  tjature^s  need  Qjuld  not  by  sleep  fitpply» 
ivtf  in  faife  rpomes  which  pleasure  did  proenre ; 
JlacIi  vulgar  (^jeqrt  titraigbt  did  woutid  their  eye, 
Wbote  tender  iigbt  no  grouse  thing  cuuld  t^ndure ; 
They  wcU  Attended  9tMy  tought  to  tje, 
Though  fO  more  aumptoousy  and  the  letfc  tecure ; 
^  tbmking  how  wben  dead  they  sUaigbt  ehotild 

have, 
Wmmm  fur  companionE,  and  for  bed  a  gravev 
'1 

J    LKt  now  retirM  amid'^  Tartariaji  caves, 
'    With  driry  ihadowR  iti  eternal  1  nigkl, 
Thty  bdge  marc  Jow  then  some  that  were  their  ikirest 
A*  ^ktnir  Ikrte*  sioce  faliing  from  a  height  j 
^wi  every  fletid  them  (as  their  equaU}  brare«, 
^V'llh  moefci  rcmembring of  their  wontRd  might: 
Ihey,  they  through  flame*  with  tcourging  whips; 

them  dfi¥ej 
The  which  to  flie  in  boding  dcepa  they  dive, 

Jtaothbcautior's  gmandi«flnch  did  so  much  delight, 
KfOCB  picMant  plains  with  furrowa  gathcrtid  (o, 
*y  fire,  or  filth,  are  now  disfignr^d  quite, 
''''II  ihcy  beeame  ai  ui^ly  a«  tbeSr  cintie ; 
^ud  (penecuirn]  with  continuall  npiee) 
**wt  p^tch  and  brimitone  drop  upon  their tkinne: 
Hut  foeh  a  losse  as  this,  pmime  qdekly  bounds, 
tlie  feeling,  not  the  fancy,  tiem  confounds. 

Tlie  ReaTen**  great  ludge^  In  all  thing*  who  is  just, 
^^^  paifK  imposed  sevemJIy  desigues; 
TVptuud  (trod  down)  lye  Trallowing  in  the  dust  j 
»1)e  F»uttoii  ftUrves;  bythirs^t  the  Hfunk^rtl  piups; 
The  lechermit  borue,  but  iicjt  as  earst  with  lust  j 
Tb«  wn^h  in  vaine  to  t'ovet  ^till  incline; 
^^tip  did  Gad*i  day  ta  vitjlate  cuntest, 
Na  iubile  ^  &abb«th  yeeldi  them  rest, 

0  bow  tmch  ftmlG  most  highly  doth  abhorre 
M»e  fault  which  them  to  thif  con  fusion  sends  I 
Wiucb  [tbuugh  ih<?y  would)  they  now  caji  use  no 

^  ^^^^  ^*^^  ^^^^  **^  '■^'*  ***^^  "^'  *^^  *  [more, 
^*»we  who  were  given  to  blftsphetny  before, 
j.^y  ftill  f^inpfiodttheir  parvnts^and  their  friends; 
I  hte  liijqe  »hkh  inahc*,  and  not  weakne&se  breeds, 
'^  bei|ht,  in  place,  and  time,  all  eUe  exceeds. 

i  in  H«n  the  reprobmie  may  Ui»e» 
Om  tlM  mande  all  kinde  of  goodnesie  btotft, 
htT  ftiiiU  M-fiae  colour  may  eiwuiie, 
'  V,  on  sordp  pleasure  dotes; 

•  turles  do  iofttse, 
^er^v  ttbtch  ai  a  hiulire  It  notet, 


A/id  of  all  Lhinga  ibould  greateft  feare  iinp%n» 
Since  it  bewrayes  the  vUenetse  of  the  heart. 

They  fa*ne  that  one  continaally  doth  feele 

Hj9  sm*fting  entrails  by  a  TuUure  tome; 

A  stone  (^tUl  tus^M)  another  faint  makes  reele, 

A  nd  braving  foud  a  famishM  mouth  doth  scome^     •■ 

Aiubiti0u*s  type  is  racked  upon  a  wbcele. 

Still  barrM  from  rest,  since  backe  or  forward  borne | 

In  vaine  these  sisters  tiisse  the  Stygian  deep, 

Who  most  bestow  on  that  which  caimot  ket-p. 

But  yet  the^e  torments  which  the  worM  did  fainc^. 
In  sinner^^  mind^  a  just  remorj^e  to  breed, 
From  working  miscbiefe  that  they  might  refraine,  | 
Whil'st  they  utrive  how  for  horrour  to  (*¥eeed : 
As  ooely  forfM,  is  but  a  piitntod  paiaej 
ff  matcliM  With  thf^e  that  must  be  felt  Indeed  t 
Wliich  so  extremely  breed  the  sout's  distrcsse, 
That  even  the  suffrer  can  tt  not.expreft*f« 

What  height  of  wordft  were  able  to  dilate 
The  several t  tormt;?nt:s  that  are  u&ed  bclnw? 
Each  tense  must  sutler  wbat  it  must  doth  bate. 
The  Stygtan  forge  whil'st  forming  furies  blow  ; 
Short  pleasures  purchased  «t  a  bidr^nus  nite, 
They  stJll  (yet  not  di^*barg'd)  pay  what  they  owe: 
'*  All  sorts  of  si  noes  since  none  can  well  n'count^ 
Ko  doubt  Hell's  paines  in  number  must  surmount. 

These  my^iterics,  which  darknesse  *toth  enfold, 
What  mortal  I  colours  can  expTisfie  them  right } 
Ot  who  can  know  what  grotind  is  fit  to  hold, 
Where  eontimries  do  with  confusion  fright  ? 
Si:)me  laid  on  flames  not  see,  yet  quake  for  cold ; 
Thus  firedoth  bume,  but  cannot  cleare  with  light;* 
To  comfort  it  no  quality  retaines, 
But  multiplies  in  alt  that  may  give  paines* 

Though  seeming  strange,  imagination  frame* 
A  posiiibility  bow  this  may  prove; 
No  basic  breath  then  irritJitini;  flames,        [move : 
Doth  make  thqm  waste  the  meancs  by  which  tkef 
Whil'st  want  of  aire  fire's  lightning  fury  tami^ 
That  it  no  way  can  vent  it  selfe  above : 
Tiiough  all  the  brightnesse  be  entomb'd  to  smuak^ 
It  lacks  but  beauty,  may  both  borne  and  choak. 

Some  member  then  perchance  eKtremely  smarts^ 
A  captive  compas sd  with  encroaching  fire,  [hea^ 
{What  here  dotli  fright,  may  then  confound  all 
Chiefe  element  for  eitccuting  ire:} 
And  yet  cold  snakes  (enfolding  other  parts) 
i\fay  make  the  bluud  all  languishing  retires 
What  stonnie  clymaie  can  aiford  this  seat^ 
Where  both  th^  freeze  for  cold,  and  rage  for  he«t* 

Tlie  secret  nature  of  this  fire  to  finde. 

Of  some  who  curious  were  the  thoughts  did  erotse  | 

If  It  were  spi ritual  1,  how  to  bc^  conlinde 

In  Hell  for  torture  of  terr^triaU  drosse : 

Th^n  if  materiall,  and  to  waste  inclined. 

Could  fOuSci  be  reacb'd  by  iuch  a  substance  groou&l'J 

Fur  all  impressions  working  paine  or  feare, 

Mu5t  have  an  object  (it  their  blows  to  beanv 

The  fiends  from  fire  (snme  tbinke)  must  needs  sc«p« 
free,  . 

Whose  subtle  substcpce  none  can  touch  with  hatd%l 
Y*?t(  they  (as  lords)  dkstJnguish*d  in  degree,  I 

Cun  (ioesmg  th'airc/di^turbe  both  ncm  .ind  lauds^|t 
Tbey  bodies  have  thi^  which  may  uken  he^ 
And  hare  a  being  capable  of  bftnds : 
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The  Oeiill  wai  boand  A  tfaoutand  jreares  tUkid  pMt» 
And  shall  for  ever  live  in  chainfl  at  last 

The  sprits  of  th*  aire  may  beare  a  burden  light. 
Whose  course  impulsive  sometimes  makes  it  Imown; 
The  aire  enflam'd  (when  Phoebas  Ukes  the  height) 
Is  apt  to  biime,  and  flames  by  it^re  blowne; 
Or,  since  of  late,  so  to  delude  the  sight. 
They  borrowed  shapes  (if  wanting  oftbeir  owne) 
AH  may  be  forc'd  of  bodies  to  admit. 
As  loAds,  or  jayls.  for  suffring  ooely  fit 

As  soutes  (  whiPst  here)  have  beene  to  bodies  bound. 
And  when  next  joynM  shall  never  part  againe  ; 
By  fire's  condensed  flames  in  Hell's  vast  round, 
111  sprits  at  last  imbodied  may  remaine, 
Which  both  may  strictly  presse,  and  deeply  wouod, 
A  weight,  a  prison,  so  redoubling  paine : 
They  if  thus  match'd,  have  but  a  passive  part. 
Who  bum'd,  not  warmM,  do  onely  live  to  smart 

How  farre  doth  this  tFansoend  the  fcaeh  of  wit. 
That  bodies  then  oontinoally  shall  bume, 
Yet  not  diminish,  wliir»t  on  flames  they  ait. 
But  though  quite  awallosr'd,  not  to  dust  do  tume; 
That  racks  their  course  no  moment  intermit. 
Yet  can  a  wretch  not  dye,  but  Uvea  to  moume  ^ 
Bea'h  still  doth  wound,  but  hath  no  power  to  kill, 
They  want  his  good,  and  onely  have  his  ill. 

I  have  beheld  a  cheating  follow  stand. 
To  sell  some  oyle  that  he  reservM  in  store. 
And  in  the  presence  of  a  thronging  band. 
By  .vertue  of  some  drug  was  Qs*d  before, 
bi  melted  lead  straight  boldly  rush  his  hand. 
Then  fall  downe  groveling, /U  to  move  no  more: 
Yet  quickly  rose  by  caaaBing  art  kept  aoood, 
As  if  strange  vertue  in  his  oyle  were  found. 

If  man  (weake  man)  by  meanea  of  queation'd  art. 

May  fortifie  against  the  fovee  of  heat. 

That  ye  may  aufier  thus,  and  yet  not  smart; 

May  «ot  the  Lord  (omnipotently  great) 

A  quality  (when  aa  he  list)  impart, 

To  all  the  guesta  of  Pluto'a  ugly  aeat : 

That  (fi«eB^d  m  fire)  they  bume  y«fc  not  decay, 

Do  pine^  not  dye,  as  monsters  every  way  ? 

Whtt  tts*d  to  waste,  not  having  power  to  warme, 
Of  three  that  irere  amid'st  a  foniaee  plac'd, 
No  member,  fire,  no,  not  one  haire  did  harme, 
By  raging  flames,  though  every  where  embrae'd : 
The  Lord  their  force  did  so  in  secret  charme. 
That  they  (as  set  in  gold)  his  senrants  grae'd ; 
And  in  such  sort  when  pleas'd  himselfo  to  aeive. 
By  ruipe's  engines  be  can  thus  preserve. 

That  force  of  fire  did  not  effiectuall  prove, 
Ellas*  body  did  with  pompe  display,  [move; 

A  winglesse  weight  whil'st  it  through  th*  aire  did 
Th*  earth  divers  times  her  burden  did  betray. 
By  swallowing  that  which  she  did  beare  above  ; 
A^d  Peter's  foet  on  flouds  fodnd  solid  way: 
Each  element  we  see  when  God  directs, 
To  nature  contrary  can  breed  efieets. 

Fhre's  torturing  power,  in  the  Tartarian  cave, 
TMh  need  for  help  no  irritating  blast. 
And  wanting  food  no  excrement  can  have; 
Far  fed  by  nothing,  it  doth  nothing  waste } 
An  ominous  torch  in  Pluto's  gaping  grave. 
Not  more,  nor  lease,  it  still  alike  doth  last ; 


Flames'  tormt  doth  but  o  A>wiie,  not  buriie  tac  Bai^ 
And,  at  a  height,  6an  neither  sinke  oor  swelL 

One  fire  for  all  shall  hem  Ood'a  i 
Which  doth  foom  divers  diversly  eatort; 
So  heats  the  Snnne,  tboogb  all  alike  it  pavme. 
As  bodiea  are  diapoa'd,  or  can  comport; 
And,  tUnga  combnatible,  bama  mora  or  lean^ 
As  dry,  or  humid,  in  a  sundry  sort : 
Thus  severall  paines  each  daisied  aonh 
As  (aptly  tempering)  gniltineaae ) 


And  that  their  sn6rring8  may  augment  the  mose^ 

When  folly  capable  of  being  pin'd. 

The  Lord  each  sense  and  member  doth  restore^ 

(Enabling  so  the  lame,  the  deafo,  the  blinde) 

To  every  one  that  wanted  them  before. 

That  they  of  painfe  the  greatest  height  may  fiode : 

At  least  to  ahow  their  griefe  each  tortnr'd  aou&e 

Muat  then  have  eyea  to  weepe,  a  tongue  to  bovie. 

That  foculty  inhabiting  the  braine, 

lliough  once  a  comfi>ft  now  becomes  a  craane. 

The  onely  meanes  that  can  bring  time  agai&e. 

Though  serving  but  to  cast  accounts  of  ksaae  ; 

The  nnne  of  knowledge,  universall  cbaine. 

Which  in  sdiall  bounds  all  kind  of  things  cam  to>ase; 

It  was  a  mirrour  to  direct  the  mind. 

But  then,  damn'd  soules  to  suffer  more  doth  bind. 

Those  sinnes  that  once  so  pleasaot  dM  appeswe. 
Tfie  dandled  idols  of  a  doatii^  heart, 
Then  all  the  ugly  fiends  that  stand  them  oeaie. 
More  hatefoll  now  doe  make  the  wtetehes  aoart. 
Who  curst  themselves  that  ooaU  such  facets  bold 

deam. 
Though  no  remorse,  what  griefe  dotfi  this  impart  ? 
First  looking  backs,  tbea  on  their  present  state. 
When  they  must  thinke  what  they  had  bin^  late. 

They  finde  those  pleasures  that  did  tbesn  betray. 

As  dreames  and  shadowes,  roadie  to  dssosoi^ 

Even,  in  imbrscing,  vknishing  away, 

A  foncie  first,  an  extasie  in  end. 

Whose  vanity  the  issue  did  bewray, 

Hopes  left  forre  abort  of  what  they  did  attend; 

And  all  enticements  that  to  this  alur'd, 

A  loathing  atill  on 


They  now  remember  every  time  and  pbcc^ 

That  by  their  meanes  a  mischiefo.  was  deris*d. 

And  bow  they  needs  would  madly  ranne  their  race. 

All  admonitions  soornefolly  despis'd ; 

They  proud  ly  quenshM  the  sparkesof  kiadliag  graoc^ 

And  hated  them  that  any  good  advis'd. 

Then  laugh*d  at  them  as  most  ridisuk>us  fooles. 

That  sought  to  learne  when  having  left  the  acboolcs. 

Of  counsels  past  that  any  parent  gave, 
A  schoole  master,  a  preacher,  or  a  friend; 
Each  circumstance  now  fresh  in  mind  they  hmf^ 
And  how  that  then  it  highlie  did  oflend,  [savc^ 

When  meanes  were  us'd  that  they  their  soules  migfat 
Who  did  to  ruine  obstinately  tend: 
They  loath'd  instruction,  and  rebukes  did  hate. 
As  which  (thus  tazM)  their  value  did  abate. 

Some  words  that  entered  at  a  careleaae  eare. 
And  in  the  minde  coold'no  impresaioa  make. 
That  they  in  judgment  true  record  might  beare^ 
Then  in  the  aoule  a  secret  seate  did  take. 
Which  now  (discovered)  cruelly  the^  tem. 
When  (out  of  tana  still)  making  it  looks  back : 
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Ai  kstto  bjnde,  since  first  tbcy  could  nyt  free.** 
WhiMre$lktt«warm«id(KgTuw  the  minde  widiin^ 

8901c  fiend  beside  that  b»d  pmwk'd  their  siutie, 
(WWl   ttt^htfnmc   guest   Iq    Imrtiour   iu   men's 
To  aggriVkte  iheir  angiiiibdoth  bc^nne,  [heirti*) 
At^  ttftough  with  thcdi  m  lite  estate  he  smarts  j 
Yet  «DDtcd  mslire  making  silcTice  breake. 
He  liiua  w|ili  fay  ding  them  may  t-liaiice  to  ipeake. 


"'  What  travel  Is  hu^e  have  I  for  you  indur'd. 
By  t^^adiDs:  all  my  itieath:s  of  ^lower  and  skill, 
Th»t  iiiliftfafljon  miE^lit  be  m  prijcur'd. 
For  every  wiuh  of  yoar*  (though  cbangiog  still) 
In  pl«aiuT«^B  dfcpes  ye  lay  by  tne  lecur'd, 
Wbo  both  directed  aitd  obey  your  wtll^ 
Aid  M  y«  e«rst  would  not  abaadou  mec, 
le  epite  of  paine  I  shall  your  partner  bee. 

•'AH  what  ye  <?m¥*d  w^s  compact  by  tpy  care, 
Who  oticiy  bbour'd  to  content  your  oiinil  ; 
There  'Ksnted  oot  ■  cfealure  that  was  fflyw. 
When  ciirioo*  thouiiht*  (o  wanton nesae  incl'iu'd ; 
Whil«?  kindling  wrath  for  vengeance  did  prepare, 
A  titi  OGiCUHOn  wks  by  mt;  dWign'd : 
To^skt  ^tou  rich  bow  many  have  b«efte  ip04]*d, 
Tlitt  ywi  toight  Idle  be  whilst  still  1  toird  ? 

*'  And  yo«r  eonl^ntirietit  urai  to  me  so  dcare, 
Thai  when  *ome  irriv'd  your  roLirscn  to  TvifUaiois, 
1  would  not  let  you  their  perswaiious  lieare^ 
Uul  madis  the  prracfaer  spend  his  jjowct  in  vaine, 
Ai3d  still  (ob»eqiiioualy  attcndin;^  nt^are) 
n'hat  was  safg«^«d  ready  to  nmiotatne  ; 
^iir  purpo«<^  to  swch  perfection  brought, 
Jit  of  all  men  you  were  most  happic  though  I, 

*'  Since  ye  for  joy  ha^c  oft  almost  been  mml^ 
<  >f  which  sofliic  taste,  ye  canwjt  hut  reserve. 
What  woudrr  nn#  tliough  ye  againr  be  sad» 
Wito  justly  juffb-  what  ye  did  deserve  ? 
But  1  who  never  any  pleasure  had, 
And  at  a  drudji^e  for  you  did  onely  scire : 
Why  nm  I  puntih*d  by  superior  powers  ? 
Tlie  torment  which  I  feele  should  alt  be  yours. 

*'  Defeuer'd  loules  (though  once  by  Gcxi  bebv'd) 
That  would  descend  iu  such  a  brt^e  degree, 
1  yoii  to  pleaie,  have;  Ihits  toocarefull  prov*d^ 
And  from  an  aogelt  daipiM  your  siluve  to  be. 
Vet,  most  migrate,  ye  (with  my  griefe  not  iiiov'd) 
\>x  moane  yo«r  selves,  and  nevei-  pitty  oie : 
1ij>t  iitdjgnatitiu  bath  so  strnn^^ly  seist'd, 
'  muit,  rev«n^  but  cannot  hf  appeuA*d/* 

llieic  moRSleri  ttra.itfht  to  plague  all  meanea  d^* 

tu*it  rallmf  chames  make  all  HelFi  duiJifeoiii 
S  cravting  gli»bes  of  eiusuing  serpetUs  flye, 
Ani  al  an  instant  both  dt^  ia*h  and  sting  i 

111  T.(*%i*^Ii  i}i*n  fr,^m  deepi  that  ^-.^-.-f-  -^  — ; 

** '  lire  Lhey  w^i  .  : 

^^ '     ■  '    'j'jw  the  writ.-  .      '.      i»e, 

By  fltitjdi.uKl  aMiie^lhiit  bulU  must  buyle  and  burned 

A  wooden  bodv   .n,  .,j,...,^  j,\\  „it>,  hands, 

ill's  ati  r-mhteme  i»howc!S, 

!jt  n  biaud  tn  bandd^ 
\  guerdon  knowcs, 
.  proud  commander  fland^, 
t*4  mi^itmiij  ■orai,yyrcilook*,»iidcruell  bloweit 
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Tbey  le^e  I  hen  servant'!,  worse  then  beads,  are 

ilavAs  1 
*'  The  ^llye^s  fall  i»  lower  then  the  j;nvei/* 

All  kinde  of  paints  thui  mortal b  tan  cofRpri»e, 

The  least  below  exceedingly  exceed ; 

Tlie  bed  that  nick*d  all  whom  it  did  sufpriae ; 

Th«  sialles  whereas  taeh  horse  man*s  flc?:Shdidfe«d; 

The  hull,  and  all  that  tyrants  did  devise. 

Which  yt^t  in  roinde*  (when  nam'd)  inw*t  borrour 

breed, 

They  all  (if  joyn'd)  could  not  such  paTnc  import,  ,  - 
As  in  the  Heirs  one  moment  can  extort.  ' 

But  yet  all  paines  which  corporall  plagues  imj 
On  senses  fraile,  dispatching-  life  in  po«t« 
Are  as  in  time,  by  men^urc  «hort  of  thovi*, 
Wliich  mnst  at  lajtt  defray  fiinne*s  fatall  vK^tA, 
Whi*%t  ravenous  thou|;hts  (exduded  froos 
Doe  oft  revoh-e  what  happiaesetbey  ksts 
The  mmde  would  wish  a  fetharicy  m  yaine, 
f  liat  it  eelipsM  might  never  Gltmre 


VOL  V, 


Tliey  now  remember  then,  »hen  forc'd  to  part,      • 
(The  sentence  given,  and  execution  cTav'd)  . 

I  From  Christ's  bright  face,  which  with  a  heavy  heart 
They  irst  did  see,  as  by  the  object  hrav'd  ; 
What  hi?^ght  of  glory  he  dtd  straight  iarparti 
Fo  hnppy  band<h  that  by  his  blond  were  mvMi 
When  this  the  wicked  have  witli  envy  leenej  • 

It  makes  them  inarke  what  they  infght  oiie«  bftV^i 
beeniL 

nie  pamearft  knowne,  they  many  times  compare^**  j 
With  these  below  wr^ere  they  in  anguish  lye ; 
1  heir  recreations  token  io  the  ayrej 
Whil'st  Hcaien  for  prospect  rarish  did  the  eye  i 
TTiL'ir  ivatk^Mi  mx  fields  oihjroM  with  heaufie*^  rare^ 
Wtiose  cryitall  flouda  did  emolate  the  ikie, 
And  all  the  crealure?  both  by  sea  and  bnd» 
Which  tliey  for  use  or  pleasure  might  oo0itnai}d< 

Since  here  ftaile  thingi*  where  man  fhm>  glory  fell, 
And  niui»t  to  tuyles  hi*  servile  ttrenf^th  imploy^ 

For  ali  perfect ioiiii  «UicU  doe  thiiii  excell, 

A  weeke  did  make,  a  moioeut  doth  destroy ; 

This  little  cottage,  i*here  itoore  staves  doe  dwell, 

This  fat  a  11  prisorij  fniTc  frooi  rcall  joy  i 

If  It  (base  rartb)  iu  beauty  doth  abound. 

All  pav'J  with  ^re<-ne,  M»tb  gold  and  a^ure  ciowit'^ 

Row  gorsreous  then  must  that  faire  building  provt^ 
Of  eodlesse  ^lory  which  doth  loilge  the  kiiiif ; 
By  whum  all  creatures  that  havr  iif«  due  nrove. 
From  whum  all   goodness  and  true  worth  doth 

spring  J 
To  whom  ensUll'd  in  ery«tall  teats  above, 
A  quire  of  angels  Hatlehijah  stng  | 
Then  Uiuy  imagine  (which  duth  grieve  them  more) 
What  hoast«  of  saints  their  Sn^'eraign  doe  ador^. 

And  what  ihefr  judgenii^i  cannot  apprehend. 
Like  birds  of  darkness,  fevhk  in  the  lights 
Their  ancient  lord  un  ahon*  they  did  depend, 
Whu  oft  by  ly«  had  drawn  I  hem  from  the  rijjbt, 
He  mw  U'U  truth,  but  with  as  bad  au  end, 
To  doe  them  raise hi<^e  trending  iill  his  might: 
*•  1*0  greater  falsehood  malice  can  conceive. 
Then  truth  to  teUj  of  p^mow  io4^«eive.'\ 
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He  then  at  large  doth  labour  to  dilate 
What  was  observM  in  Heaven  before  his  faU, 
While  he  (a  creature  mighty  in  the  state) 
Mark*d  by  his  betters,  was  to  envy  thrall. 
And  showes  the  glorf  there  to  be  more  great. 
Then  can  be  thought,  fiurre  lease  expressed  at  all. 
And  fbr  their  losse,  them  with  more  griefis  to  charge, 
If  possibly  he  could,  he  would  enlarge. 

Thus  doe  they  weigh  their  losse  with  fancies  strong. 
Which  was  at  first  so  easie  to  prevent ; 
Then  tell  to  Satan  bow  (sugg^ng  wrong) 
He  for  their  mine  had  been  alwaies  bent. 
And  like  a  traitor  had  abus'd  them  long, 
Till  now  in  end  made  kuowne  by  the  event: 
And  yet  with  them  amidat  one  ftirnace  throwne. 
He  mockes  th€irpaioe,though  monnnnglbr  his  owne. 

Loe,  in  this  worU,  men  of  the  stranger  aoct^ 
To  scape  from  death,  or  some  disgrace  th^  feare, 
Can  frustrate  jostioe  that  would  truth  ertort, 
And,  when  press'd  downe,  mere  bigb  thehr  courage 
Yea,  constsinUy  with  toitnres  can  comport,  [reere, 
Not  deigning  once  a  word,  a  sigh,  a  teare : 
"  With  divets  engines,  thongh  stemepaiDe  asMules, 
A  generous  patience,  joyuM  with  hope,  prevailes." 

But  all  the  fires  which  still  are  burning  then^ 
Where  every  one  a  aeverell  torment  pines. 
Doe  no  way  tfaaw  the  frosto  of  cold  despaire. 
Whose  raging  course  no  season  then  confines ; 
No  limits  are  allotted  onto  care. 
To  give  them  ease,  no  kinde  of  comfort  shines: 
And  though  they  finde  a  weight  of  huge  distresse, 
I^^pe  dares  not  pron^ae  that  it  shadl  he  lesse. 

What  height  of  horrour  must  this  lustly  breed. 
To  meditate  i^on  the  last  decree  f 
How  that  the  wicked,  whom  vaine  pleasures  feed, 
(By  Death  disclaymM)  must  still  tormented  be  ? 
Thiit  which  they  suffer,  doth  all  bounds  exceed, 
In  time,  in  measure,  and  in  each  degree, 
So  that  they  oft  most  earnestly  desire, 
That  like  to  beasts,  their  being  might  expire* 

Some  fondly  dfeam*d  a  superstitious  lye, 
And  for  HelPs  paraes,  a  period  did  attend, 
Thou'^h  Christ^  owne  words  the  contrary  imply, 
"  Qoe,  get  yon  gone  to  fires  that  never  end ;" 
Their  shame  tH&H  lasts,  their  worme  doth  never  dye, 
Their  tormente'  smoake  fbr  ever  doth  ascend  : 
And  all  of  this,  that  sacred  wrHs  report. 
The  paine  perpetual!  clearely  doth  import. 

Tliongh  as  th^  wicked  wickedly  have  wrought, 
Eacb  one  of  them  a  due  rewanl  shall  have^ 
And  when  before  the  Lord  in  judgement  brought, 
Shall  get  againe  the  measure  that  they  gave ; 
Yet  is  their  doome  by  some  too  ri^nnous  thought. 
Who  on  Cod's  justice  would  aspernous  leave : 
And  thinke  at  this  they  justly  may  repine, 
For  temporall  faults  eternally  to  pine. 

Those  that  did  come  to  worke  in  Christ's  vine-yard, 
All,  as  in  time,  in  merit  differ  might. 
Yet  did  at  last  enjoy  the  like  reward, 
All  having  more,  none  lesse,  then  was  his  right  i 
So  those  in  Hell  whom  Satheo  gets  to  guard. 
How  ever  come,  are  still  entomVd  in  night : 
As  Dracon^s  lawes  for  every  fault  gave  death. 
Each  sinner  doth  deserve  et^r^l  wraUi. 


But  justice  still  to  goodnesse  would  direct* 

And  sparingly  steme  ngour  doth  extend. 

To  cut  them  ofi;  that  others  might  infect, 

lliat  one%  entsple  many  nay  annd  $ 

Not  bent  to  mine,  onely  to  correct. 

All  punishM  ars,  confeme  as  they  efcid  s 

And  none  gWife  doomei  more  croell  the*  thtcrioMS, 

Save  fiMrefbll  tyranu  at  t ^-^  ^ 


If  that  gceak  King  who  all  the  weHd  dkMh  jndgei 
Dannw  every  one  whD  Aom  the  light  did  atmy. 

In  endlesse  sbadowes  dririly  to  lodge. 

Salt  floods  of  griefe  inunding  every  way  ; 

It  seemes  to  some  that  they  have  cause  to  grudge, 

Who  trifling  thmgs  so  deardy  doe  ddray. 

And  for  short  joyes  which  but  a  time  did  ataioe. 

Still  sufier  must  intollerable  paine. 

This  from  God's  judgement  derogating  novght. 
The  greater  reverence  doth  from  men  require ; 
He  markes  both  what  they  wUPd,  and  what  they 

wrought, 
From  wickednesse  that  never  wonld  retire 
Till  drawn  by  death,  yea  still  more  time  tliey  sought. 
And  if  they  could  have  oompaas'd  their  desire^ 
Their  filthy  aymes  affecting  things  uacleane. 
As  bonndiesae  then,  had  likewise  endleve  beoie. 

The  hand  may  kill,  and  yet  from  blood  be  free, 
Whil'st  eawialty,  noc  cnielty,  doth  arm^ 
And  many  tines  the  heart  nay  guilty  be. 
Though  being  hindred  from  inflicting  harme ; 
The  lord  of  it  tint  every  thought  doth  see. 
When  vanity  or  violence  doth  chavme  ; 
He  verdict  gives  according  to  th^  will. 
Though  never  acting,  if  affictiag  ill. 

He  knew  how  much  they  mischicfe  did  intend. 
That  vice's  current  death  did  onely  stay. 
Which  otherwise  had  never  had  an  end. 
As  oft  their  wishes  vainely  did  bewray; 
They  who  to  sirine  did  all  their  strength  extend. 
Should  sufier  now  what  possibly  th^  may  : 
Since  him  they  wroag'd  by  all  the  meanesthey  might, 
Qod  punish  may  with  all  his  power  of  right. 

Loe,  treeton  aakes  them  whom  it  dofth  convict. 
To  toose  aU  that  they  have,  yea,  ntgiagners, 
Doth  en  their  off-spring  punishmcsiU  inflict. 
Whose  Uinted  hbmd  time  never  can  rertore: 
This  sentence  then  cannot  be  connted  strid,' 
In  torments  still,  which  makaa  the  wicked  mare: 
It  onely  plagues  themselves,  but  none  of  than, 
Who  to  themselves  in  misery  are  heiieB. 

These  fearefnll  tyrants,  (jealous  of  their  stattf) 
Who  would  by  rigour  fright  the  world  from  xioBg^i 
They  who  did  use  (the  Christian  to  abate) 
In  persecutions  executions  strange  3 
The  inquisition  raging  now  of  late. 
Whom  with  the  worst  we  may  (as  cmell)  range; 
The  torments  that  they  did  all  three  contrive, 
To  one  in  Hell,  can  no  way  ncare  arrive^ 

Not  onely  are  both  soole  and  body  pin'd. 
By  sympathie  which  mutuall  peine  imparts, 
But  eac^  one  suffers  in  a  several!  kinder 
Sprits  from  within,  and  finm  wUhont  the  hearts ; 
Though  much  the  body,  mere  to  racke  the  niadc, 
New  engines  are  devised  by  which  it  smarts 
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I  thmn  tim  worme  that  id  ward  I  y  dotfa  gn««r. 

ff  ilifse  ;»ir«ine  wet*  t<j  begifiRe  tltffir  race, 
Ami  by  ti«»iT  cairfagv^  free<torine  coUltl  prticure, 
Wiimt  cou  fK  »  itra  0  g«  t  ha  I  f  hey  m'oti  I  d  not  f^tnbrBCe? 
Ko  ch»FOiiiif  pleaftrre  coo  Id  them  thm  allure ; 
Eireti  iklm^^^  rura)«nf,  poverty,  <li«gr»c^. 
Thrj*,  wtut^ft  Jilrv^T  *«rtiid  wiHin^ly  endnre; 
Yw,  ilMMtgh  Ibeif  life  m  ih^iwmfl  yearta  should  last. 
So  thatC  thdr  gndfe  isif  ht  end  when  it  wctb  p&at. 

Awf  if  they  wijnlid  doc  tliis  Co  icape  from  paine, 
TbftMgli  otherwise  the  Utrd  ahoultf  them  ntglecl. 
What  woiiM  they  doe  that  happineisc  to  gaiiie, 
Whkh  if  desifn'd  for  them  that  are  elect  ? 
That  they  for  eref  might  in  Hearen  remsine. 
At  1fbc»e  whom  Ood  most  dearely  doth  ttffect ; 
lo6^i  SQiEHngs  atl  for  this  woutd  am  alt  App^Afef 
TWifh  nnaltlpLi'd  so  long  m  they  were  here. 

Yon  wIk!  us  yet  doe  dftw  this  c^ommon  ayre, 
And  have  tbe  meanes  s^ilyat^on  to  aCTjtiirc, 
Kow  whil^«t  the  MasoD  doth  eoottftue  taire, 
iVofvye  sfainst  the  itorme  of  swell  log  ire  g 
Tfl  eompaa«e  tHis  extend  industrfon^  eare^ 
Before  the  haiting  tearme  of  grace  expire  t 
Tbat  treasure  whJcU  ire  should  so  much  esleeme, 
Ad  Quw  may  have,  none  can  wheo  lost  redeetue. 

Uac  not  your  thoughts  in  fanciv's  fidds  to  stray, 
L«t  charrotof  ph'amres  doe  the  judgement  bllmlc. 
Which  reaaon's  fort  to  vanity  betray. 
And  (reakeniug  rertue)  inolille  Ihe  miRde; 
Thm  ntiely  Icat-e  (when  vanishing  away) 
Hefnorse^  or  shame,  or  weartneiise  bchirwle  : 
irgnke,  or  madf  or  Jreaniiijg  at  the  best, 
ie$  thiis  may  rave,  jjiii  never  lotindly  rest 

l^fnember  that  the  bounds  where  we  reroaine, 
W**  giYcri  to  man  when  a*  from  God  he  fel^ 
i<ir  deliehtv  hut  rn  a  hjjrh  dbdaine, 
■ '  d«fnn*d  to  dye,  that  he  a  wretch  might  dwell ; 
Htfc  fir»t  to  plngne  him  with  i^uotinuaM  paine^ 
"W^faen  btfTTd  from  Eden,  this  was  Adam's  HeJI, 
At  Hell  at  t»t  *hal!  be  to  atl  his  race, 
^*h&  pramlly  $inne,  and  doe  wit  seek  for  i^race. 

Aad  let  notie  thinlte  (reducing  FleaTen's  decree) 

Tte  ihey  tan  make  this  niainion  of  annoy es, 

iuat  m  P*radiie)  from  tronbte  free, 

A  frmiud  fiw-  rest,  a  lodpng  fit  for  joyes  f 

Though numbenffTOOoth^d  with  ihowei)  deluded  be, 

bpltce  of  r«iit{  j^ood,  affectirt^  toyes : 

"Rrti  U  the  ijsti  wherE?  all  a  proofe  must  five, 

.siiJfrjnf  here,  more  blest  when  hewee  shall  lh*e, 

— ,  ibottMnda  oft  w1v«ra  ilnptti  mee  ttM«t  rife, 
Wnh  iioMMtr,  fertaw,  or  wftit«lt«  btld  <le&ra^ 
T«»  lU  d»iii*fl  vnfba  dat«  atpoie  th«r  life, 
"iiij'ft  ]^m)e  aad  travel  I,  pleatnre  doe  appeare, 
And  al!  th*?  end  expcfetcd  by  thta  ttrifr, 
^fcj*  b»  gaine  aome  tow™!,  or  frirtpesge  noare, 
'•Web  in  their  fury,  with  cqftfmiwi  foird, 
^  Tit'd^  ere  ir«yn'd,  and  soone  thcp«ilter  vpeAVd, 

Aad  thmld  ixA  w»  oat-  wbf>l«  endewmn  bend, 
n*  iirt<r  thfel  esty  wbirh  irtiimpha  abcwe  ? 
*}«w!h  dc*li  mvi^,  and  not  II  aelfe  d«find, 
jMh  lacf^  a^mct,  if  we  o^Mtrifious  prove ; 
^fimtBre  ic  BeeM#lbr  thw  end» 


And  all  who  iloe  thit  holy  city  gatne, 

Shall  there  for  ever  (tfown'd  wiih  glory)  faigii*. 

My  Mt>$c,  abandoning  the  Stygian  bounds, 
WJjich  nought  but  ^i-fc  and  horrour  can  afiiird, 
Woold  gladly  monnt  above  the  erystall  poundi. 
To  ecleb  rate  the  glory  of  the  Uwd, 
Who  by  his  boimteoifi  pow*r  with  angels^  io^nda 
My  humble  accents  sweetly  may  aceord, 
And  me  ntteiifth  amideit  that  qwm  may  brings 
Wbere  I  d«ire  etci-nally  to  s;ing. 


DOOMES^DAY; 

OB, 
THK  GREAT  IMY  QTTHW  L41RI>*4  iVlXiMlftT* 

Tna  TwaLrni  motmi. 


THE  AEGtJ»l«l*T, 

The  height  of  joy  the  clearet!  sa^Dles  att«ndi  f 
The  earth  and  ^ea  suppos*d  are  rtpw  to  he  i 
The  new  lernsakm  fnjm  Heaven  descends. 
Where  still  to  dwell  God  doth  with  racn  agree; 
The  heavenly  blisse,  all  humane  sen^e  transcends^ 
Which  saints  attaine  when  thus  frf>m  trouble  free; 
The  joyes  of  Bea%'en  for  blessed  soulei  pr^parM, 
Are  pointed  at  but  camwi  be  declar'd» 


Tu'  eares  hrnn  iwt  Heard,  iwr  the  eye*  hai^  ne^fcr 
seen  [thought; 

The  joyeij  of  Heaven,   more  great  then  can  be 
To  touch  my  lippes,  that  stniii*d  so  oft  have  been, 
LoriJ,  from  thine  altar,  let  a  coale  be  brottglDt; 
Make  me  east  off  n^ hat  pver  is  uiicleane, 
That  sac:red  grounds  with  reverence  may  he  soughti 
Thy  mrier  t«fmplfi  let  thy  servant  see, 
Where  of  llringf  holy,  the  inort  holy  be. 

Wliat  glorkm«  change  doth  da?.le  thua  mine  eye  ? 
[n  place  of  th'  earth  where  miscnr^  are  rif*^, 
The  tortoring  rat'k*  that  did  m.iiia  prtiienee  try. 
With  wasting  Craveli,  and  dividing  airifo, 
Who  (hy  lbe?te  labonrs)  did  but  dearcly  buy 
TfrrpstfiHll  things  fit  for  a  tempor^ll  life  r 
I  iec  an  earth  that  greater  pleaanre  yeetds. 
Then  Gentilea  dream*d  in  tbeir  Elysian  fields. 

Time  (a«  for  sport)  now  quickly  deekes  and  spoils 
Thia  passive  grunt] d,  whkh  alwaies  worke  require^ 
To  punish  man  (as  sentenced  first)  with  toilca. 
The  meanes  by  which  hrs  maii)t*nance  he  acqiirfCi, 
W  hi I'st  sometime  barren,  sometime  fertile  soilcs, 
Give  |oy,  or  griefe,  with  agues  of  deiires; 
Still  fighting  with  the  i*ame,  till  yeeld  he  muft, 
A  fcttred  captive  huitihled  in  the  dust 

We  daily  iwe  the  Earth  (doe  wliat  we  can) 
How  it  the  careii  of  wretched  worldKnin  scomc*, 
C  Hloud^colour'd  fnrrowrs  fruwtiinf  upon  man) 
Her  vapours  poi*0(1,  and  she  pnckr^  with  t homes ; 
But  now  fanw  from  that  state  which  HtM  began, 
it  (which  the  Lord  as  hi*  delight  adornes) 
U  (alwair^  faire)  much  ctiflng*d  ftfooi  what  I 
A  virgin  nowj  not  viohiblt  iilfl««» 
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Then  Eden'i  gardai  growne  more  gloriciiif  farre. 
Her  fhiitf  she  freely  ia  abuadeDce  lusogt,  [warre. 
No  more  the  lists  where  blastring  stormes  make 
With  kilHag  winten,  and  with  qolcKhing  springs; 
A  constant  course  still  kept  no  kin4e  of  jarre 
Shall  then  distorbe  the  geoerall  peace  of  things; 
Milde  zepbire's  gentle  breath  more  sweetly  smels. 
Then  Indian  odouit,  or  what  most  excels. 

Ko  threatsiog  doud,  all  cbarg'd  with  haile-stones, 
lowres ;  [growes, 

Then  silke  dy'd  greene  the  grasse  more  pleasant 
When  bath'd  with  liquid  pearles,  not  blansh*d  with 
No  raging  floud  her  tender  face  oreflowes,  [showrs, 
Whose  bosome  all  embroidered  b  #ith  flowres, 
Not  nature's  worke»  nor  art's  that  man  bestowes: 
The  corions  knots  and  plo^  most  prais'd  bek>w» 
To  figure  this,  can  no  resemblance  show. 

There  white*s  perfection,  embleme  of  things  pore, 

The  lightning  lihes,  beautie's  colours  reare, 

And  blushing  roses  modestly  allure. 

As  which  of  shamefastnesse  the  badge  doe  beare; 

Of  violets  the  purple  doth  endure» 

lliough  pale  they  seem  to  hide  their  heads  for  feare: 

As  if  extracted  out  of  all  the  three. 

The  gilly-flower  a  quint-essence  may  be. 

These  with  all  else  that  here  most  rare  have  beene, 
In  smell  or  show,  the  scent  or  sight  to  feed. 
Hare  gorgeous  garments  of  eternall  greene, 
And  eminently  emukmsly  breed. 
With  many  sorts  that  we  have  never  scene, 
Which  for  excellencies  these  farre  exceed : 
They  (mix*d  in  worket)  mosaically  grow. 
And  yet  each  part  doth  every  kinde  bestow. 

Though  here  no  hearb  shall  need  for  health  nor  food, 
Where  neither  hunger  can  nor  sicknesse  be. 
Yet  there  shall  want  no  creatures  that  are  good, 
S'mce  with  God's  glory  this  doth  best  agree  ; 
His  wisedome  by  his  workes  is  understdnd. 
Whose  daily  wcmders  all  the  world  may  see  : 
That  earth  no  doubt  we  shall  most  perfect  view. 
Since  (this  quite  rav M)  he  makes  the  same  all  new. 

O !  what  excellency  endeeres  all  things  ? 
For  store,  not  use,  for  pleasure,  not  for  gaine, 
Th'  earth  dainty  fruits  still  in  abundance  brings. 
Which  never  fade,  nor  doe  fall  downe  in  vaine. 
And  even  as  one  is  pluck*d,  another  springs ; 
No  leafo  is  lost,  no,  nor  no  way  doth  staaue : 
The  oraogers  tiot  singular  then  be, 
Where  fruit  and  flourish  garnish  every  tree. 

In  walkes  distinguished,  trees  some  grounds  may 
With  divers  baits  inviting  smell  and  taste,   [grace. 
Then  (as  indented)  difieriog  sorts  a  space. 
In  groves  grown  thicker,  would  a  shadow  cast. 
And  them  betwixt  the  playnes  in  every  place. 
Are  dainty  gardens  which  doe  alwaies  last 
In  more  perfection,  then  all  these  attain'd. 
Which  art  or  nature  made,  or  fancy  feyn'd. 

Meandring  riven  smoothly  smiling  passe. 

And  whiPst  they  (lover-like)  kisse  court^  lands. 

Would  emulate  the  emerauId-Uke  grassef 

All  pav'd  with  pearle,  empall'd  with  goldeu  sands; 

To  make  a  mirrour  of  their  moving  glasse. 

For  usual  creatures,  angeti  come  in  bands: 


The  ttoyae  is  mosicke,  ^rtrfaea  their  oooiie  «iglit 
As  mounts  of  diamonds,  of  rubies  rockes,  {chocsfeea. 

All  countries  purchase  now  with  strangers'  spoiies. 
Even  what  b  daily  usM  to  cloath  or  feed. 
And  that  with  many  mercenary  toiles 
Though  but  superfluous,  not  the  things  we  netd. 
But  as  each  place  had  qnintessenc^d  all  soiles. 
It  what  can  be  desired  dioth  fineely  breed  : 
The  honey  there  from  every  flower  may  flov. 
And  on  each  reed  taste-pleasing  sugars  grow. 

The  mountaines  that  so  long  have  hid  their  store. 
Lest  avarice  their  bowels  might  have  tome. 
May  tume  without  what  was  within  before. 
Free  from  deforming  rockes,  aqd  pestring  tbome^ 
Whil'st  silver  fin'd  from  the  confining  ore. 
And  veynes  of  perfect  gold,  their  breasts  adome  ; 
All  cloathM  with  metaUs  thus,  they  shining  bri^t» 
And  deck'd  with  jewels,  may  seeme  flames  of  li^it. 

0  what  brave  prospect  would  these  hils  impart. 
If  this  new  earth  were  to  perfection  brought. 
Not  dress*d  by  nature,  nor  by  creeping  art. 
But  by  the  Lord  miraculously  wrought. 

With  rarities  enrich'd  in  eiery  part. 

Above  the  reach  of  the  most  curious  thought  ?  i 

The  ayre  is  all  but  smels  of  pretioos  things. 

And  with  melodious  sounds,  sweet  musicke  brings.    | 

It  may  be,  all  that  Eden  could  afibrd. 
Ere  sinne*s  contagious  seed  it  first  did  staine. 
Shall  be  with  increase  to  this  earth  restored. 
In  more  excellency  then  wit  can  feyne ; 
And,  O,  who  knowes  but  it  may  please  the  Loid 
To  cast  the  same  m  other  moulds  againe. 
And  creatures  make  such  qualities  reoefve. 
As  we,  till  glorifi'd,  cannot  conceive? 

As  they  encreas'd,  constrained  to  disperse. 
When  people  parted  ferre  in  sundry  bands. 
The  deeps  then  onely  did  affi[>rd  commerce^ 
(By  sparing  feet,  all  travdling  with  hands,) 
That  distant  states  together  might  converse, 
Firme  ground  for  ships,  a  liquid  bridge 'twixt  lands  : 
Thus  her  vast  desert,  meanes  for  traffique  yeelds. 
And  with  least  labour,  hath  most  fertile  fields. 

But  now  things  to  export,  or  to  import. 
There  needs  no  sea,  facilitating  gaine. 
All  may  their  bodies  where  they  please  transport, 
Not  fearing  danger,  ^nor  not  feeling  paine; 
Yet  may  some  depth,  though  in  another  sort. 
To  deske  the  earth,  an  ornament  remaine: 
Or  as  a  glasse  where  soules  themselves  may  see, 
WhiPst  beautie's  wonders  there  reflected  be. 

By  contemplation  (ferre  from  mortals  led) 

1  thinke  I  see  a  sea,  a  moving  ground, 
(Not  from  the  clouds  by  secret  conducts  fed) 

In  azure  fields,  as  emeraulds  had  been  drown'd, 
Or  melted  saphirs  on  an  amber  bed, 
Which  rockes  of  pearle,  and  corall  banks  doe  boaod : 
It  seems  this  Heaven,  or  else  like  stuflSs  and  fame, 
Is  layd  bebw,  all  starres,  and  free  from  iMorme. 

How  weakely  doth  my  Muse  this  taske  poisae. 
With  strengthlease  lines  such  fofty  things  to  sound } 
I  scarce  can  comprehend  that  which  I  view, 
Much  lesse  can  tell,  what  beauties  shall  abound, 
When  as  the  Lord  doth  this  wome  earth  renue. 
Heaven's  tnaturea  then  embelishing  the  ground : 
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^T  rm^Mh'd  judgement  auite  confbanded  nsts, 
^l&lcli  OD  each  side,  vmnety  tnvests.  y 

in*  llMo  vbat  smile  will  daigne  to  looke  bo  knr, 
&  to  take  pleaaare  in  so  meane  a  sight, 
i?lie«i  they  of  Heaven  the  heavenly  beanties  know, 
-«ia  sfaine  akift  like  starres,  yea  farre  more  bright, 
SHaeo  they  that  kingdome  then  securely  owe, 
►y  promjae  first,  last  by  possession's  right : 
»'*^**»  which  no  doabt  so  great  contentment  springs, 
liat  they  esteeme  not  of  inferior  things. 

"be  statdy  boildhig,  admirably  round, 
t>owe  the  oompame  of  encroaching  hoores, 
yitH  stresigth  and  beauty  that  doth  still  abound, 
'o  lodge  the  happie  host  of  heavenly  powen, 
te  wrorld's  great  maker  cariousty  did  found 
Ni  fields  of  pearie  with  diamantine  towers ! 
Vhich  (though  most  pretious)  do  no  wonder  breed, 
^e  forme  so  farre  tha  matter  doth  exceed. 

"Ite  aight-conflning,  crystall-covered  skies, 
rhAt  mirrour  cleere  through  which  in  every  pari 
'he  Heaven  (as  jealous)  kwkes  with  many  eyes» 
'o  inarke  men's  actions,  and  to  weigh  each  heart, 
limt  spheare  of  light  whose  stately  cottneiKwe  tries, 
"o  imitate,  or  aemulate  by  art, 
7 hat  which  to  us  so  gorgeous  is  in  show, 
rhe  building's  botbme  is,  the  part  moat  low. 

rhe  boands  of  Heaven,  the  forme  or  matter  here, 
tVbere  God  enthrouM  with  majestie  doth  sit, 
kVbo  durst  bat  aime  by  mortall  types  to  cleere, 
[As  fondly  trusting  to  deluded  wit) 
Mi^lkt  make  his  madoesse  nothing  else  appeare, 
\nd.  should  a  crime  more  monstrous  thus  commit, 
rhen  thence  one  (stealing  6re)  was  ftun'd  to  do^ 
^nd  should  for  punishment  farre  passe  him  too. 

Who  can  (tbotfgh  dayly  scene)  describe  the  sky. 
By  which  (poore  curtaine)  better  is  enclosed, 
[With  musti'd  beauties  courting  still  the  eye) 
rhoQgh  eminent  to  every  age  exposed?  Ytry, 

Df  Sunne,  Moooe,  starres,  who  doth  the  substance 
Or  bow  their  bodies  are  for  light  comiXM*d  ? 
The  very  soules  by  which  we  reason  tht^B, 
Ar«  for  their  essence  strangers  unto  vs. 

Then  of  Heaven's  mysteries  if  we  should  judge. 
The  woA  would  pnwe  (our  maker's  wrath  to  tempt) 
Ridiculous  folly,  arrogancy  huge. 
Presumption  sUll  encounf  ring  with  contempt ; 
And  if  that  we  (base  wormes  whom  clay  doth  lodge) 
By  scaling  ckHids,  Heaven's  stately  towers  attempt: 
To  paint  their  gfer^,  in  the  least  degree, 
The  Snnne  it  selfe  would  scarce  a  shadow  be. 

The  Lord's  chiefo  house  is  built  of  living  stone. 
But  certemely  eelestiall  roomes  excel], 
Which  Christ  hlmsdfe  prepares  for  every  one, 
Where  they  at  last  eternally  may  dwell ; 
With  msjestie  there  sUnds  his  sUtety  throne : 
The  bounds  abcmt  doe  all  with  glory  swell : 
Let  this  content,  no  words  such  worth  can  eaven, 
He  who  made  all  the  world,  made  this  his  Heaven. 

What  sacred  vision  calls  ns  from  the  skie, 
A  mystery  with  reverence  to  attend  > 
From  starry  towert  the  silver  strescmen  flie, 
Whilstth'azureroundstheh'porUwith  pompe  extend: 
A  glorious  towiae  wHh  glistring  walls  I  spie ! 
Which  falls  not  downe,  but  softly  doth  descend, 


.  And  straight  sweet  sounds  melodiouslie  tell. 
This  is  God's  tent,  he  comes  wilh  men  to  dwelL 

The  gorgeous  citty  (gmniishM  like  a  bride) 
Where  Christ  for  itpouse  ei^ected  is  to  passe. 
With  walles  of  jasper  com|»Bss*d  on  each  side, 
Hath  streets  all  pav'd  with  giddy  more  bright  tium 

glassej 
Twelve  pretious  stones  for  walkea  her  waies  divide^ 
Where  still  there  is  engrav'd  in  lasting  brasse. 
Of  happie  twelve  the  cel^cated  names  $ 
"  An  honour  due  defraying  former  shames." 

Life's  water  pure  forth  from  the  throne  doth  flow. 
With  mutuall  joy  where  saints  and  angels  meete ; 
On  every  side  of  it  life's  tree  doth  grow, 
Where  streames  of  nectar  beautifie  the  streete, 
With  colours  like  the  sacmmentall  bow, 
To  looke  on  pleasant,  and  in  tasting  sweete ; 
Thai  from  all  feare  her  citizens  to  free, 
We  still  his  people,  he  our  God  will  be. 

Of  that  brave  city  where  the  saints  doe  dwell. 
Which  ravish'd  John  by  earthly  types  designes, 
Who  would  the  beauty  and  perfection  tell, 
(As  he  tben  saw)  had^seed  of  angel's  lines; 
But  this  is  certaine,  that  it  must  excell. 
Where  glory  still  in  the  meridian  shines; 
No  shadow  there  can  ever  cloud  the  light, 
Wherie  every  thing  is  of  itselfo  still  bright. 

Each  stone  amidst  the  street  doth  shine  aforre, 
And  like  to  lightning,  light  about  bestows ;        ^ 
As  in  the  firmament  a  radient  starre. 
Each  just  man's  beauty  now  for  brightnesse  grows ; 
Then  he  whose  presence  darkaeese  quite  must  barre. 
The  life  of  light,  the  founuine  whence  it  flowes ; 
Is  (that  great  day  which  at  a  height  still  sUyea) 
Tfeie  Sunne  of  glory,  and  the  just  his  rayes. 

There  none  shall  need  like  mortals  with  complaints 
(World's  common  care)for  want  of  roome  to  grudge. 
But  he  in  granting  grace  who  never  faints. 
Doth  them  reward  of  whom  he  had  beene  judge ; 
And  (clearM  from  sinne)  all  justly  then  caird  saints. 
Doth  daigne  himselfe  (as  harbenger)  to  lodge. 
Since  gone  before  (where  we  shall  him  embrace) 
Of  purpose  to  prepare  the  promis*d  place. 

The  swelling  earth  where  hils  such  heightsdo  reare. 
To  be  our  jayle,  which  Heaven  a  space  decrees, 
Man,  cattellf  come,  and  what  these  need  doth  beare. 
Whose  whole  none  yet  (though  still  in  travell)  sees ; 
It  compass*d  is  by  a  farre  distant  spheare^ 
And  that  by  others,  growing  by  degrees; 
Of  which  in  bounds  the  highest  must  abound, 
A  large  circumference,  an  endlesse  round. 

Heaven's  store  of  roomes  by  Christ  is  clearly  shown. 
Yet  would  not  this  extended  be  so  farre. 
To  make  each  place  peculiarly  one's  owne. 
Where  one  may  be,  and  thence  may  others  barre ; 
This  smels  poo  much  of  what  we  here  have  known. 
Which  most  of  minds  the  harmony  doth  marre ; 
These  words  of  mine,  and  thine,  chiefe  grounds  of 
The  fountains  are  of  all  the  toils  of  life.        [strife, 

Soules  gtorifl'd  may  where  they  please  repaire. 
Then  made  secure,  that  nought  can  them  annoy. 
For  no  restraint  their  freedome  doth  impaire, 
Who  as  his  host  the  Lord  of  hosts  convoy ; 
As  fishes  in  the  seas,  fowls  in  the  ayre, 
Nona  daimes  a  share,  but  all  do  all  enjoy : 
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With  paitUn  eyes  not  nukinf  cMce  of  parts, 
Save  onely  God^  no  object  draws  their  bfiarts. , 


Though  here  strange  longings  bred  by  strong  de- 
sires. 

With  restlesse  passions  racke  the  doubtlull  minde, 
That  it  (still  flaming  with  some  fancie*8  fires) 
Is  by  free  choice  afiectionately  pin*d$ 
Now  fuHy  pleasM  with  ^U  that  it  requires, 
Each  soule  in  H^ven  perfection's  height  doth 

flnde: 
Where  neither  want  nor  wearinesse  molests, 
AU  bad  ere  wish'd,  no  expectatkpi  rests. 

Calro'd  are  the  tumbling  waves  dT  stonier  cares, 
.  (Whillit  frustrated  of  what  they  do  attend) 
Which  tosse  poore  aonJes  on  rocks  of  Maok  da- 
spaires, 
,  That,  shunning  shaUowsh6lfies,wHb  straits  oontand} 
No  thirst  of  knowledge  flattering  ease  impaires, 
A  groundlesse  deep,  a  circle  without  en4 : 
Since  they  of  good  things  have  contlouall  store, 
And  (knowing  all)  do  need  to  learne  no  more. 

I  wonder  much  hiofr  any  nian  can  doubt. 
That  this  our  knowledge  should  continue  sUU^ 
As  if  we  were  (all  memory  wome  out) 
Depriv'df  of  power,  or  else  deprav'd  in  will ; 
Shall  we  not  know  who  oompasse  us  about  ? 
No  beings  are  <|uite  hue'd  save  onely  ill ; 
The  very  earth  that  stain'd  so  oft  hath  bccne. 
Is  not  abolish'd,  but  made  new  and  cleaae. 

No  doubt  these  sprituall  parts  must  stfil  remaine^ 
Not  rais'd,  but  rectift'd,  in  value  more, 
Else  {sith  (too  ereduknis)  doth  beleeve  in  vaine. 
That  all  shall  rise  in  subkance  as  before ; 
If  these  dissolve,  and  that  we  get  f^pune. 
New  gifu  for  them  from  the  EtemalPs  store ; 
Then  should  the  meanes  by  which  at  l^stwe  more, 
(No  resurrection)  a  creation  prove. 

These  faculties,  that  of  themselves  were  good. 
In  souls  from  Hcairen  as  the^r  chiefe  wealth  ip- 

fus'd. 
Had  man  (as  first  created)  constant  stood. 
Were  esicellent  when  innocently  us'd; 
But  since  that  sinne  did  sway  vaine  mortaVs  brood. 
To  serve  their  lusts,  these  treasures  are  abused  i 
Yet  when  renn'il,  and  to  perfection  brought. 
By  them  then  earst  larre  more  may  now  be  wrought 

Man*s  «itber  first,  ere  blinded  by  his  ArU, 
(Free  from  informers)  wbtl'st  he  livM  alone. 
Knew  Evah  clearly,  whom  he  straight  dJd  call 
Flesh  of  my  flesh,  and  of  my  bone  the  bone ; 
And  Peter  knew  (though  to  fraile  du^  still  thrall) 
Two  that  were  buried  many  ages  gone; 
Let  tabemfcles.  Lord,  here  build^  be 
For  Moses,  for  Elias,  and  for  thee. 

This  pret'ous  Jewell  (by  wit's  toils  refin'd) 
Which  joynes  with  judgement  to  determme  strife, 
The  end  of  travell,  treasure  of  the  minde, 
T^e  spoils  of  Paradise,  the  price  of  life. 
Whose  light  to  get  (as  ignorant)  when  blinde, 
Our  simple  father,  and  his  curious  w^fe 
Did  suffer  death,  vet  gnidg'd  not  at  their  crosse, 
As  if  that  knovled^e  recompenc'd  their  losse. 


This  heavenly  WwJth  a—  with  iwxA toy|satrwpn% 

By  readhig,  acting,  and  ohserjring  ttiU, 

And  then  (though  slowly  wax'd)  it  quickly  waines, 

Whieh  long  are  perfect  doth  begHi«o  spill ; 

Rage  first  doth' bnnie,  last,  rhauiDas  do  diOTme  ^e 


Youth  knowledge  scomes,  it  doting  age  doth  UU  : 
None  can  engrossa,  nor  yet  exhaust  this  store. 
But  all  have  by  degrees,  some  lessa,  seme  omibu 

Loe,  that  which  made  so  slow  a  profrMia  hmn. 

By  childhood,  folly,  or  by  errour  staid. 

Now  (wholly  perfect)  doth  at  fiiat  appeara. 

Not  in  fraile  kMlgings  by  grosee  orgaaa  9mmfA  ; 

The  bappie  souls  from  all  ooivwptioa  deafw. 

Do  shine  like  starres,  with  rightaqqiesst  amf'd; 

And  bodies  glorifi*d  do  enter  in. 

Not  bow'd  iy  sicknesse,  nor  abns'd  by  i 

If  on  the  face  ona  now  vmf  Made  the  i 
In  characters,  which  griefe  or  joy  imparts. 
The  same  reflected  (then)  we  clearly  find^ 
By  sympathie  the  secrets  of  all  hearts ; 
If  Moses'  lace  upon  the  mouataine  shinM, 
Much  more  when  glorifi'd  these  other  parts. 
Then  there  must  prove,  where  nothing  can  be  fec^ 
All  eye  the  body,  and  the  eye  all  soole. 

Then  pleasom^  height  is  onely  in  the  Lord, 
Who  ill  extirpates,  what  is  good  extends; 
Yet  how  could  this  but  just  delight  aft)fd  ^ 
(Though  pubfick  zeale  prasee  downeali  private  ends) 
To  see  at  last  with  like  conteatmedt  stoi'd. 
Them  whom  we  lov*d,  wife,  children,  servanla, 

friends: 
Communicated  joyes  (as  sowen)  do  grow, 
Whirst  faicrease  comes  by  that  which  we  1 

All  must  Rjoyce  to  see  the  godly's  good, 
Though  fi>r  the  wicked  no  man  ahall  be  grianr'd  $ 
At  least  this  is  (if  rightly  undefstood) 
A  pleasant  errour,  and  may  be  beleev'd ; 
When 'seeing  them  with  vfhom  kingtoss»dwaatipJ, 
TiU  by  the  Lord  (who  heard  our  cryes)  reUev'd, 
Shall  we  not  joyne  in  him  with  mutaall  joy, 
Whil'st  it  then  comlbcts,  which  did  eant  «mMy  f 

A  senselesse  pourtralt  curious  to  acquire, 
We  seek  the  shadaw  of  a  vanish'd  show. 
If  thought  lilas  them  (rapt  with  OileHiall  iao) 
Whose  deeds,  or  words,  wsn  siagolor  below  $ 
Yea,  even  of  ethnicks,  if  th^  did  aspim. 
By  morall  veitnes  feme's  applause  to  owe: 
And  every  monument  do  much  esteeme, 
Which  did  firom  death  such  memories  radaeao. 

Who  would  not  purchase,  though  with  charge  and 

strife, 
A  lively  peace  that  would  rssemble  right, 
God's  epirth-hegotten  Sonne,  bis  salfe-honie  wife^ 
When  both  wure  happte,  and  at  beaatiete  height » 
Farre  more  of  his  iowoe  fionna,  the  {.Mod  of  life, 
Man  deifi'd,  God  qioitall  made,  whose  eight 
TU  fathers  wish'd,  eraforo'd  from  hanea  toiit^ 
And  which  niade  Siiaeqn  straight  8K>v  glad  to  dye. 

Who  then  ean  thmka  with  what  axceading  joy 
We  shall  our  fiavionr^  selfe,  owr  Ssmsaigne  sas, 
Who  suff^wad  death,  that  h0  migbt  death  destaoy. 
And  us  poorreaptives  from  that  tyrant  free? 
Wh]l*st  all  these  saints  ia  penan  hia  convoy, 
WhMO  piotnom  wfih'd,  wonUl  aow  80  prmkHif  be : 
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tlie  Loud  with  be«v«^  ag 


Xo  i]U(    ----- 

"^Ve  at  that  time  not  oaely  shall  behold^ 
At  ilde  Mooes  thece,  just  Samuel  and  the  best 
Tbait  for  the  cause  dT God  have  becnesa  bold* 
Mnkil'st  sacred  fury  breathed  out  of  th^ir  breast, 
So^  even  with  then  that  are  so  much  eatutd, 
^wo  shall  be  partners  of  etemall  rest. 
And  spying  with  what  zeale  they  act  their  parts, 
Tlstt  ft  water  ardbor  may  enllame  oetr  hearts 

A»  eaf«t  OB  lii>  Suth  he  did  dmnely  we, 
Tbat  OMM  thrice  sacred,  pniphety  peirt,  kkg, 
l^TbU'st  hsttveMlf  ftnia  dotk  high  thaaghts  inluse^ 
TImd  to  his  harp  ••  holy  hymna  may  siag^ 
Thme  beppie  tho«  tbsl  thus  imph^y'datthy  Miue^ 
l^^ose  pOt  jft  aasMMS,  waafiwrn  an  angek's  wing^ 
Since  thy  bisnnooiQus  sounds  still  mount,  and  move 
"W^tli  neMie  to  cfaarme  the  ^eares  above. 

Thm  m  tbaway  to  faasractesnBll  lives, 
Xhat  all  the  bests  ol  Heavws  may  them  appsov^ 
Whose  loitie  light  BO  fttaU  dateconfties, 
l^OuPst  fraoghted  enely  with  a  sprituaM  love, 
Xhia  is  a  snt^eet  which  all  else  dedines. 
And  IB  request  lor  qnirislen  above, 
MTliich  most  these  authors  all  immortall  make, 
That  for  God*8  glory  thus  a  ooune  do  take. 

The  piophels  and  the  patriarchs  vejoyee, 
To  see  the  tings  fitlfflPil  which  they  fbre-teld, 
And  all  that  were  the  E^erd's  peculiar  choice, 
To  whom  he  did  his  mysteries  unfold, 
There  many  nuMioos  moUsply  a  voice. 
And  above  aieasaie  do  a  measufe  hold; 
These  whom  the  Lambe  of  God  as  his  doth  seale,. 
Are  kindled  all  with  love,  and  burnc  with  zeale. 

The  nohle  martyrs,  (champians  of  die  fsith) 
'Who  stndght,  when  chalkng'd,  scoin'd  both  force 

and  art, 
(EBMBnt'ring  bsavely  with  a  tyraat^  wrath) 
TVhose  chaarfaH  cottnt^B■Boa  smiingiy  did  smart  -, 
TfacB  as  inritiDg,  not  aveyding  death, 
(Their  drosse  first  bumM)  wellpurifi'd  did  part; 
Not  out  of  haste  to  have  their  torments  done, 
But  that  in  Heaven  they  so  might  settle  soone. 

They  BOW  do  reape  the  fruits  of  former  toilB, 
All  crewn'd  with  stanes^  like  PhcBbns  in  the  face^ 
In  white,  pei^baBca  adomVl  with  priocesT  ^oyls, 
Whom  they  (wUrst  raging)  did  oeeeome  in  peace ; 
Of  all  their  bodies  drawn  frem  sundry  sails, 
The  wounds  for  pompe  do  give  the  greatest  grace^ 
'Which  shine,  as  rubies  set  in  crystall  rings. 
And  make  them  to  be  like  the  king  of  kings. 

Triamphiog  victoas  ootring  Heaven  witii  states 
A  goidcB  traofpet  Bwy  thor  pasise  prodaime, 
And  some  great  angdl  all  their  deeds  dilate. 
Which  gio^  doth  rSBBid,  not  envi'd  fome } 
Then  whCB  eastaU'd,  where  cmtBeot  iB  seat, 
The  voice  of  thonsands  celebrates  their  name  i 
With  eager  cares  attending  their  discourse, 
Thoo|^  knowing  all,  from  them  to  heare  their  conna. 

If  there  admitted,  as  wtiiTst  here  we  live> 
With  m«itQaJI  pleasvm  to  ^whange  oar  mindles, 
O  what  contentment  would  that  conference  give. 
For  sweet  ▼ariety  of  sundrie  kiades  1 
Nev  Be«d  we  fogaa  that  tone  would  fraud  contrive : 
Base  hate,  nor  flattery,  there  no  objectindes. 


And  tf  thhy  wooM  (as  none  can  A>  hi  ought) 
The  breast  traaspareat  wovM  bewrar  each  thought 

There  one  from  Adam,  Ete^  state  might  heare^ 
How  large  it  was,  and  in  what  region  plact, 
What  pleasines  did  aioBt  singohir  appeare, 
What  heaths,  what  frnits,  or  flowers  the  gardea 

How  Bvah  first  was  knowne,  why  straight  held  deare^ 
And  if  he  there  that  new-borne  bride  imbrac*d : 
What  these  two  trees  if  ere  like  in  forme,  or  hew. 
Where  life,  and  knowledge,  vegetable  grew*    . 

Who  would  not  gladly  kaow  (before  he  err'd) 
His  first  designes,  what  thoughts  he  entertain'd» 
Each  circumstance  how  he  with  God  con£esr'd» 
How  will  (by  him  not  rein'd)  above  him  raign*d. 
If  there  to  stay,  or  where  to  be  prefivr'd, 
Then  ia  what  fosme  the  serpent  Satan  fain*d ; 
What  taste  the  apples  had,  wliai  change,  both  flnde. 
By  sight,  ami  knoededge^  whA  grown.  weaAe  and 


He  tels  bow  short  a  time  their  bUase  didlast. 
And  seemed  thereaites  but  a  vasusb'd  dreame  j 
How  angels  them  from  Paradise  did  cast, 
Where  first  their  souh  were  seifl*d  by  fiMHre  and 


Then  through  what  lands  these  baniah'd  pilgrims 

peet^ 
And  (fosc'd  to  laheBr>what  mde  toabthey  frame : 
What  lacetiiey  had^what  prsgreHomankindewade, , 
And  attthdr  eiamcs  tiH  «ha«  both  were  dead 


CB  Noahi  calla  to  minde 
The  history  of  all  before  the  Flood, 
And  how  the  arke  could  hold  of  every  kinde« 
One  of  each  sexe,  to  propagate  their  brood. 
How  it  was  well  contriv'd,  for  wave  and  winde. 
To  void  their  excrements,  and  keep  their  food : 
And  whirst  the  seas  did  wash  the  earth  from  siimci 
How  that  smalt  remnant  spent  their  time  within. 

He  can  report  the  world^s  new  growth  sgaine. 
Which  at  the  first  no  living  penne  renownes: 
How  every  person  did  a  house  attaine, 
The  house  a  village,  villages  grew  towncs  ; 
Then  provinces  all  peopled  didrcmaine. 
And  straight  aoJbitioB  mounted  up  to  csownes;; 
That  in  his  time  (though  all  was  once  hisowBe)- 
The  floud  was  quite  forgot,  and  he  not  kbownal 

We  there  may  leame  how  that  the  Lord  of  old. 
By  dreames  Mid  visieBS  did  deeiaee  his  will ; 
How  aU  who  crav'd,  had  straight  hisconasell  tokl» 
By  urim,  thnmmim,  and  by  ephod  still; 
And  well  they  might  to  praaecnte  be  bold. 
What  prophets  first  secor'd  by  sacrsd  skill, 
Whom  then  (though  great)  the  worid  with  soome 

did  view. 
For  till  first  dead|  men  never  get  theur  daa. 

This  by  Helias  there  may  be  resolved. 
How  he  and  EnocK  were  from  hence  estrang'd : 
If  wing'd  with  flames,  or  in  some  cLoiid  involv'd, 
(No  nsuall  guests)  along'stthe  ay  re  they  ranged  j 
If  they  thdr  bodies  kept,  or  were  dissolv'd. 
Or  in  what  forme  to  scape,  corruption  changed : 
Christ^s  ushers  thus,  their  passage  serves  to  prove, 
How  we  mth  glory  once  may  mount  above. 
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Who  tryM  each  state,  hoth  best  and  wont,  a  space. 
The  spite  of  Satan,  mercies  of  the  Lord, 
In  body  wounded,  spoii'd  of  goods  and  race. 
By  Heaven  abandon<d,  by  the  world  abhorr'd. 
By  wife  and  friends  accused,  as  falne  fiom  grace. 
Yet  what  was  lost  had  (multiplied)  restored: 
With  many  other  doubts  he  this  can  deare, 
How  he  (a  Gentile)  then  to  God  was  deare. 

If  one  would  know  the  deeps  of  naturall  things. 
How  Hne  that  wisedome  could  her  power  extend } 
What  usuall  issue  every  cause  forth  brings. 
The  m^nes  most  apt  to  compasse  any  end ; 
The  wisest  then  of  men,  or  yet  of  kings. 
Whose  spatious  judgement  all  could  comprehend. 
Great  Sokmiou  such  mysteries  can  teach, 
As  all  philosophers  could  never  reach. 

Of  these  ten  tribes  that  were  the  Gentiles*  prey. 
We  then  may  leame  the  course  how  good  or  iU, 
If  they  with  them  incorporated  stay. 
Or  if  that  there  the  Lord  their  race  did  kill, 
Or  else  from  thence  did  leade  them  all  away, 
By  seas  and  deserts,  working  wonders  still : 
As  yet  reserved  their  ancient  lands  to  gaine. 
If  he  by  them  would  show  hit  power  ;igaine. 

As  from  the  ancients,' that  best  nndentood. 
We  there  may  leame  the  grounds  whence  know- 
ledge nnrings. 
So  they  may  know  from  us  (a  greater  good) 
What  their  beginnings  to  perfection  brings ; 
Who  (babe-like  first)  were  nursM  with  tender  food, 
By  types  and  ^ures  masking  spritnall  things, 
WhiPst  temporall  blessings  entertaln*d  their  (kith, 
Who  scarcely  knew  true  grace,  were  fear*d  for  wrath. 

The  ancient  fathen  of  her  infant  state. 

For  constancy  by  persecution  crownM, 

l^ie  churche*8  progresse  chearfully  relate, 

In  spite  of  t3nrant8  which  no  power  could  bound ; 

Which  wax'd  in  trouble,  bath'd  by  blond,  grew  great, 

Till  all  the  world  behov*d  to  heare  her  sound ; 

And  where  on  Earth  long  militant  before. 

She  now  triumphs  in  Heaven  for  evermore. 

The  greatest  comfort  that  on  Earth  we  finde. 
Is  to  converse  with  them  whose  gifts  we  love, 
So  variously  to  recreate  the  minde, 
And  that  this  meanes  our  judgment  may  improve, 
Loe  here  are  all  by  sacred  pennes  design'd. 
Whose  parts  not  onely  men,  but  God  did  move : 
Some  of  each  science  can  all  doubts  resolve. 
Which  wits  in  errour's  maze  did  oft  involve. 

But  what  great  folly  to  imagine  this  ? 
Since  here  each  man  can  every  thing  disceme. 
When  all  perfection  fuH  accomplished  is. 
And  nothing  rests  more  requisite  to  learne; 
The  Lord  such  qualities,  as  cnely  his. 
Doth  freely  give  to  them  whom  they  conceme: 
Kone  needs  to  borrow,  as  penurious  now, 
The  Lord  to  all  doth  liberally  aHow. 

He  earst  wonkl  have  the  priests  of  each  degree. 
That  at  his  altar  were  to  serve  approv*d. 
From  all  deformities  by  nature  free, 
With  bodies  sound,  as  fit  to  be  belov'd ; 
Perchance  because  all  else  by  custome  be, 
(As  obvious  to  scoroe)  too  quickly  mov'd ; 
Where  his  should  have  what  others  would  allure, 
A  countenance  calme,  affrctioos  that  are  pure. 


And  shall  not  thaie  appomtod  to  lw«a  ptaee, 
(Triumphing  still)  in  the  eiemall  toarne^ 
The  new  lernsalem,  the  seate  of  grace. 
Whom  Christ  With  glory  dotii  as  oonqYonrs 
Shall  they  not  have  true  beaitty  m  the  face. 
Which  never  blnsh  shall  burne,  nor  teare 

drowne? 
There  every  member  perfect  made  at  length. 
Shall  have  proportion,  comelinesse,  and  strength. 

These  eyes  that  hero  ware  k>ckM  up  from  the  lislit. 
And  scarce  had  beene  acquainted  with  the  day. 
Then  (li^tning  glory)  shall  appeare  more  btigli*. 
Nor  is  the  morning's  torch,  which  rayes  mnmj; 
They  that  wero  deafe  shall  bearo  each  aooeat  right; 
Some  who  were  dumbe  shall  tiien  God's  praiae  «a- 
Who  all  the  bodie  doth  to  strength  raslora,  [plsr. 
That  with  defecU  had  tainted  baene  before. 

They  whom.  Sterne  Death  when  infonts  did  tttipciaa^ 

And  even  ero  borne  abortives  did  pursue. 

What  such  might  be  though  none  can  now  snnBiaep 

Till  demonstration  prove  conjectorea  tme. 

Shall  at  the  last  in  the  same  sUtnre  rise. 

The  which  to  them  potentially  was  due : 

(Their  litle  dust  then  all  extended  soooe) 

A  moment  doth  what  yeares  should  eant  have  done. 

Exhansted  age  (Time's  proy)  that  hath  ramie  post. 
Whose  eyes  as  if  ashamM  (when  fiail'd)  sinke  in. 
Which  onely  serves  of  what  hath  beene  to  boeat. 
With  shaking  joynts,  and  with  a  withered  skin. 
Shall  then  revive,  recovering  what  was  lost ; 
All  is  restorM  that  forfeited  for  sinne; 
And  phenix-like  new  beauties  all  display, 
**  They  must  be  perfect  that  in  Heaven  can  atsj." 

Babes  from  the  cradle  carried  to  the  ground. 
Who  did  not  live  to  get,  nor  give  offence ; 
Thea^dby  weakenessethat  tobed  werebooiid. 
Of  life^  three  kinds  ibaroe  keeping  that  of  sense; 
Both  rysing  now  may  of  these  yeares  be  fbusd. 
Which  Christ  might  count  when  as  he  parted  beooe: 
Or  else  they  shaU  all  in  that  state  be  seeee. 
For  health  and  beauty,  which  then-  best  hath  beene. 

Our  bodies  shall  not  then  as  now  grow  grossc, 
(Exulting  humours  tending  to  excesse) 
Nor  can  extenuate,  since  firee  from  crease. 
Which  might  distemper,  alter,  or  aaakc  lease; 
Tbev  have  no  excrements,  corropjLion's  droaso. 
Which  doth  our  vilenesae  palpablle  exprene: 
For  in  that  citty  nothing  shall  be  scene. 
That  either  is  infirme,  or  yet  nndeane. 

What  wonder  must  the  shining  substance  mov^ 
Of  sprituall  bodies,  when  divinely  borne  ? 
ludge  by  some  parts  what  all  the  rest  may  prove. 
This  onely  nselesse  fieace  from  oseatorea  shorae, 
(More  bright  thee  are  Beriotlna's  haires  above) 
As  beames  the  Sonne  shaU  every  head  adome  ; 
Then  pretioua  stones  fior  omameot  most  meeCe, 
More  glorious  are  the  naika  of  banda  and  fecte. 

The  fece,  Heaven's  frontispiece,  the  braine's  chicfe 

sphcares, 
Where  intellectuall  powers  their  course  doe  sway  5 
The  eyes  are  starres,  extemall  orbes  the  earea. 
Lips,  morning's  blushing  flaBMS,  checks,  UghtniBg 

day; 
Legs,  not  their  burden,  them  their  burden  bearea. 
The  aimes,  Uke  angeb' wgt,  thioogh  th' aytedoe 

Jtray, 
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an  akae4ilBe  MghC,  bat  itiU  from  te«ipMt  free, 
lant  little  world)  a  tittle  heaven  may  be. 

I  AiiAm  ooee  (whilit  naked)  free  from  ainne^ 
'as  not  asham'd  to  walke  before  the  Lord, 
*  shall  the  saints  (when  glory  doth  begin) 
i  to  the  same  integrity  restored  i  [skinne, 

>  bareoesie,  robei^  but  brigbtneve  deckes  the 
bich  DO  way  else  ooold  be  so  much  decor'd : 
it,  nakednesse  when  shining  every  wnere, 
puranene,  and  not  impodency  there. 

le  myments  held  most  rich  for  silke  or  gold, 
ould  but  deforme,  and  no  way  coold  adome, 
>r  shall  we  need  a  guard  egamst  the  cold, 
r  things  too  oft  saperflnoosly  borne ; 

I  simple,  sluggish,  poore,  none  can  unfold 
'hat  scandall  can  pfocure,  contempt,  or  soome : 
9  wealcenesse  is  that  any  covering  needs, 

at  all  are  shown,  both  bodies,  thoughts,  and  deeds. 

be  bodiie's  beauties  that  are  thus  expos'd, 
bough  both  the  sexes  haunt  together  must, 
fought  can  take  fire,  where  fire  is  not  enclos'd) 
lall  neither  snare,  nor  tempt  the  minde  with  lust; 
nee  generation's  period  is  impM'd, 
Te  leaTe  such  thoughts  when  rising  with  the  dust : 

II  caraall  fandes  quite  extinguish*d  rest, 
od  sprituall  love  doth  rarish  every  brest 

s  naked  angels  hmocently  live^ 

^th  pure  aflbctions,  quite  estnmg'd  from  ill, 

nd  covet  nothing,  but  doe  onely  give 

o  God  attendance,  and  obey  his  will ; 

)  sball  we  then  with  mutuall  ardour  strive, 

ill  concupiscence  past)  whom  zeale  doth  fill 

0  love  the  Lord,  and  still  his  praise  to  sing, 
ot  capable  of  any  other  thing. 

hough  beauty  thus  a  blessing  doth  remaii^ 
nd  (made  immortall)  not  by  time  surprisM, 
et  this  even  here  is  but  the  least  we  gainOi 
quality,  no  vertue,  meanely  priz'd, 
^e  shall  more  strength  and  nimbknesse  attaine, 
hen  ever  hath  been  found,  or  yet  devis*d, 
ot  vex'd  to  conquer,  from  invasion  free, 
Te  cannot  wish  but  that  which  straight  shall  be. 

he  greatest  cause  of  wearinesse  below, 
y  building  Babels  of  confounding  doubt. 
To  search  out  truth  still  making  us  too  slow) 

1  this  gnisse  burden  that  we  beare  about ; 
3  that  whilst  bent  what  is  remote  to  know, 
rom  this  strict  jayle,  still  stmgling  to  be  out : 
iTbat  labour  hath  the  interrupted  minde, 
hough  sleep  arrest,  which  scarce  can  be  confin'd  ? 

ut  when  the  Lord  doth  these  defects  Mpply, 

y  which  the  bodied  pow'rs  are  thas  impaired, 

s  planets  keep  their  course  above  the  sky, 

hey  move,  as  bright  and  swift,  and  when  oompai'd, 

b  angels  every  where  like  them  they  flye, 

;y  secret  vertue,  spritoally  prepar'd  : 

fo  weakenesse  then  the  bodies  can  contronle, 

nd  they  in  motion  second  may  the  soule^ 

nfinnities  abandoned  all  with  sinnes, 
lie  body  i^  it  would  past  fonlts  defray, 
'o  serve  the  soule,  obsequiously  beginnes, 
l^hicb  us  most  gorgeously  doth  then  array, 
'o  fowles  as  feathers,  to  the  fishes  finnes, 
affording  meanes  to  further  still  their  way : 


The  bodies  then  (as  soulea  direct)  doe  mote. 
And  have  no  stop  below,  nor  yet  above. 

No  pamefaH  sioknesse,  nor  oonsumrag  sore. 
Which  now  with  new  alarmes  us  oft  invest, 
Shall  vexe  the  soule  with  anguish  any  mere. 
As  charging  this  fraile  fort  to  yeeld  her  guest 
Nor  shall  she  then,  with  passions  (as  before) 
Of  her  dears  partner  intemiprt  the  rest ; 
With  mutuall  pleasures  multipli'd  in  force. 
This  second  marriage  nothing  can  divorce. 

Through  Heaven  and  Earth  (though  travelling  ore 

•M) 
In  these  two  volumes,  Godt  great  workes  to  iee. 
No  danger  is  that  can  their  course  appall, 
Nor  can  they  feint  who  still  in  triumph  be, 
And  may  themselves  in  stately  seats  enstall. 
As  kings,  or  priests,  or  greater  in  degree : 
Whilst  they  (aU  light)  see  all  about  them  light, 
Immortall  minions  in  their  maker's  sight. 

O I  happy  soules,  who,  fll'd  with  heavenly  thmgs, 
There  for  your  mates  continually  sball  have 
The  holy  prophets,  patriarchu,  and  kings. 
Apostles,  martyn,  all  whom  Christ  did  save ; 
This  to  my  minde  so  great  contentment  brings. 
Words  cannot  utter  what  my  thoughts  conceive : 
But  what  more  good  can  be  surmIzM  then  this  ? 
The  Lord  their  King,  and  Heaven  their  kingdome  is. 

Nor  were  it  much  such  happlnesse  to  finde, 
But  quickly  might  make  all  our  pleasures  vaine. 
If  to  decay  at  any  time  designed. 
We  possiblywere  capable  of  peine. 
The  feara  of  that  would  still  torment  the  minde. 
Which  true  contentment  thus  oould  not  attaroe : 
'*  For  the  mdre  pretious  that  a  treasure  proves. 
The  greater  care  the  jealous  owner  moves.'* 

AIL  that  could  perish,  to  confusion  past, 

Extinguish'd  time  no  period  can  pretend. 

No  expectation  now  aoconnts  shall  cast. 

Whose  progrcsse  doth  on  Nature^  course  depend : 

All  then  expired,  or  perfected,  at  last. 

We  have  no  ends,  nor  nothing  then  can  end : 

But  all  things  there  from  bounds  and  measure  free^ 

Etemall  are,  and  infinite  must  be. 

We  neither  then  can  doe,  nor  suffer  ill. 
Nor  need  wee  feare  (as  earst  before)  to  fell. 
The  man  who  first  had  Paradise  at  will. 
Made  all  who  followed  by  his  forfeit  thrall ; 
The  man  who  first  tooke  Heaven  (there  raigning 
Our  great  Redeemer  hath  secur'd  us  all :      [still) 
So  that  obejring  what  he  doth  command. 
Though  angsls  fell,  wee  shall  be  sure  to  stand. 

The  tynmts  here  that  most  disturbe  our  rest. 
Are  viprous  passions,  parricides  unkinde,    [breast. 
Though  breeding  them,  who  burst  out  through  the 
A  Wretched  parent  by  her  off-spring  pin'd. 
Whilst  sometime  longings  sweetly  doe  molest. 
And  sometime  feares  doe  shrewdly  vexe  the  minde. 
Which  alwajes  like  a  sea  some  storme  must  tosse. 
Whilst  wishing  what  we  want,  or  fear'd'for  losse. 

But  now  a  never  interrupted  blisse. 
With  constant  joy  doth  full  contentment  give. 
While  as  the  minde  not  bended,  nor  remisse, 
Can  neither  wish,  nor  feare,  nor  doubt,  nor  strive^ 
It  having  all,  what  had  ean  never  mtsae. 
And  (satisfied)  with  confidence  doth  live: 
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For  (still  in  pcaoa)  w  vmfjhi  mw  God  eta  kfft, 
And  him  wa  hnve  otennUy  nbovv* 

Wbilst  thus  made  froe  from  all  thai  can  aasoy. 
To  thinke  what  pleamres  toulet  shall  then  attajnc, 
Though  all  the  world  their  wits  in  one  emfioy^ ' 
Their  oourae  would  prove  ridiculously  vaiac. 
That  whieh  was  sow'd  in  teares,  is  reap*d  with  joy, 
Who  here  seem*d  base,  shall  then  with  glory  ratgne: 
This,  ravish'd  Paul  could  hy  no  BMaaas  eacprasse, 
Who  got  a  glanoa  of  what  we  shall 
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Till  onea  amv*d,  wham  It  doth  alwaiaa  ^md; 
**  Care's  liqgriBg  pwgresse  cannot  haiwa  —  mk* 


Yet  shall  not  all  be  in  lihe  manner  gvaoM, 
But  may  for  glory  differ  in  degree. 
Some,  shining  brighter,  or  else  higher  plao'd. 
Then  all  the  rest  more  eminent  may  be, 
And  may  by  Christ  more  kindely  be  embraced. 
Whose  lore  (not  merited)  mn^  needs  rest  free. 
By  lobn's  eaample,  this  on  Earth  was  prov'd. 
Who  on  Us  bosomn  slept*  as  best  .belov*d. 

The  Lord  even  here  doth  in  this  course  delight. 
All  sorts  diitiiigaish'd  both  in  ohorah  and  stiste. 
The  aqgels  that,  above^  their  oharge  aoqnite. 
As  is  their  ranke  and  turoet  in  Older  wait : 
The  elders  (placed  in  ^hayrek)  were  cloiith*d  in  white^ 
The  holy  towne,  by  tribes,  names  every  gate : 
And  these  are  said  of  all  to  shine  most  bright. 
Who  by  their  meanes  bsought  others  to  the  light 

Of  all  that  are  in  Heaven's  great  booke  enrol'd. 
The  meanest  man,  though  many  goe  before^ 
More  pleased  then  wretches  can  be  avide  by  gok!. 
Shall  envy  none ;  nor  can  be  oovet  more: 
Small  vessels  as  the  big  abound  in  store. 
When  having  al  I  that  th^  are  fit  to  hold. 
And  every  soule  that  oaoe  the  Heavens  reoeive. 
Hath  as  much  plaasnva  aa  it  eaa  eonootv^ 

Here  with  their  gifts,  none  fully  pleas'd  doth  prove. 
But  seeke  that  natnre  may  be  helpM  bf  art. 
Yet,  with  themselves  all  ara^eo  much  in  love. 
That  though  in  ethers  thay  may  praise  some  pmt, 
1  know  not  what  seHi».llatl'ring  tha^ghts  doe  osove. 
There  is  not  one  that  would  eoKhange  his  heart : 
'<  Ou  r  onne  iotenliani  sriH  we  perfbot  iade  ; 
Thar  Ibrtones  many,  nana  would  change  their 
minde." 

Then,  this  farre  rather  may  beliofe  pi^onre. 
That  those  in  Heaven  (hoAr  ever  in  dogiee 
Free  from  defecta)  still  joffull,  and  secure^ 
Can  nothing  wish,  e^joyiog  all  they  sec^ 
And  so  for  ever  oeitaine  to  endure. 
Then  what  they  are,  aa  othav  way  would  hex 
They  true  contsntascnt  a^bsotataly  gaine^ 
Which  wanting  here^  is  oause  of  all  our  painab 

This  Vasle  triangle,  this  moti  huge  sflMiH  thing, 
UM  quaking  center,  stall  int  owcke,  last  kilFd, 
Which  nil  the  world  within  it  selfe  can  brings 
Yet  like  an  empty  gnMb  oanpet  be  iTd,     [spring, 
From  whence  deep  flouds  of  raging  thanghts  do 
By  which  the  peace  of  maa^  short  space  is  sptlKd : 
The  ground  of  courage^  all  the  bodied  strength, 
It  still  is  pin'd,  tiM  spent  by  peine  at  length. 

Or  else  this  sparke,  though  under  cloud  yet  cleare,. 
(As  rayes  the  Sunne)  which  doth  the  deity  show. 
And  to  the  same  still  striving  to  draw  neare,f 
From  whence  we  are,  would  gladly  make  us  know, 
In  Heaven  a  native,  and  a  stranger  here. 
As  in  antipathic  widi  thingv  below, 


But  when  the  Lord,  his  (iarre  from  wlnt  beloR, 
Whilst  they  on  th'  Earth,  as  worms,  were  earEtde- 

spi^d) 
From  forfriture  entirely  shall  restore. 
Amongst  the  blessed  bands  to  be  comprise 
Then  Uiey  themselves  could  wish,  they  shall  bsTc 

mcre^ 
Or  yet  then  could  by  mankinde  be  devisM: 
Imagmation's  reach  this  fiurre  eaceeds. 
And  with  cootentm^  an  amazement  breeds. 

There  pleasure's  hoght  no  words  can  serve  to  tdi 
Since  for  their  measure  infinitely  great. 
Whose  qualities  (as  quiotresBenc'd)  escell» 
For  time,  eternal],  which  no  bounds  can  date. 
The  place  is  Heaven,  wherethey  withGoddoedeeS, 
And  are  advanc'd  to  a  most  glorious  state : 
like  man  and  ai^els  earrt»  to  sinaasmtthnll. 
And  certifi'd  that  they  shall  never  Mh 

These  mysteries  no  uaDrtal's  wit  caa  try. 
Nor  could  corruption  with  their  Ught  i 
Which,  though  Uke  Paul  admitted  tbkcai  to  ^y, 
None  could  conceive*  Isrre  Lesaa  eo«ld  them  it- 

port:  . 
The  ancients  all  were  straight  afraid  to  dye. 
When  having  s6ene  the  Lord  m  any  aort : 
And  of  such  things  who  capable  wonUl  pcovc. 
Must  first  be  gk>rifled,  as  goests  ahova 

This  is  the  joy  that  eveiy  aoole  doth  fill. 
That  they  the  Lord  continually  shall  aee^ 
With  hmUe  revencnec  waiting  on  his  will. 
To  minister,  as  manhal'd  in  d^pree; 
And,  there  contemplating  his  glury  still. 
All  zeale  and  love,  as  ckMth'd  with  fiames,  riiallbe: 
And  him  who  did  them  thus  so  highly  raise^ 
Cdestiall  quiristeis,  not  pray,  but  praise. 

Where  we  were  eant  a  prey  to  cold  and  heat, 
Mechanickly  engag'd  to  abject  toyles. 
Whose  bread  behov'd  to  have  a  sawce  of  sweat, 
iTno  for  appareH  rQw«  each  croatmens  spoyles. 
Whilst  comMssiag  the  Lamb^s  mijffstkke  seat, 
That  every  breast  with  sacred  ardoor  ba^lm. 
As  necdlesse  then  this  week  fin  «orke  iesnov«s» 
And  all  for  God  m  endlesse  sahhatJ^  proses. 

We  shall  God's  people  be^  and  he  our  I/vd, 

Who  comes  with  us  contiammy  to  stay, 

(Death,  griele^  opr  paine^  oamore)  wifr  gpodnewf 

stored. 
He  from  oar  S9«i  shall  wipe  all  I 
And  of  ma's  water  firady  sh«ll  I 
To  them  who  thint,  that  they  ao  more  dneay : 
Wham  (allaooempliflh'd)  ummi^r  Jvs^F^ol^ 
The  first*  thekflt,  the  tlwM,  the  one^  the  all. 

Thou  tflmt  ds^  jpoidtf  m»  thaougb  am^  divwa 

gmimds^ 
Imparting  strength  to  reach  my  wished  port. 
Here  make  me  rest  amid'st  th»  heavenly  hounds. 
With  saints  and  angels  freefy  to  resort. 
That  (these  my  notes  accorded  with  their  sownds] 
I  by  experience  dearely  may  report 
The  state  of  Heaven,  to  magnifie  thy  naaw. 
And  there  thy  praise  eternally  prxlaMC. 
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PARMNESIS 

TO  PKINC^  HBNBY. 


TO 

PRINCE  CHARLES.  I 

That  winch  I  firat  fin*  Henrie's  lif^  did  tound, 
8U1,  iiMte  of  death,  which  did  high  hopea  l^tray, 
A  speakiiif  j^ledfe>  a  Uving  token  atajfy 
Which  with  his  name  ahall  make  ay  lote  niae wn*d; 
ffi|  mcee«Bor,  thon  may'st  make  nfe  of  this, 
Which  freely  showes  what  princes  doe  deserve ; 
It  both  him  dead,  and  tiMe  afire  may  senre, 
Tby  ivae's  presage,  a  momuiejit  of  his. 
That  Charles  ofFrance,  adorir'dso  nyochfor  worth» 
ReUgiom,  valiant,  was  calFd  justly  great ; 
Ihofi  hast  his  Mtfiie,  strife  fi>r  his  worth  aad  state. 
Great  m  Great  BritaJoe,  to  adome  the  north : 
That  aU  the  world  with  wondriog  eyes  may  see. 
What  was  fiw  Henry  hop*d,  pai&rm>d  hjr  thee. 


LoE  here  (brave  youth)  as  zeale  and  duty  move^ 
I  bbour  (though  iq  vaine)  to  fiade  some  gift. 
Both  irortby  of  thy  place,  and  of  my  loue, 
Bui  whilst  my  selfe  above  my  selfe  I  lift. 
And  iioiild  the  best  of  my  inveotioBs  prove, 
I  itM  to  study  what  should  ba  my  drift; 
Yet  this  the  greatest  approhattoii  brings, 
Still  to  a  prince  to  q^eake  of  princely  Chiogs. 

When  those  af  the  first  age  that  earst  did  live 
In  shadovie  woods,  or  in  a  humid  cave. 
And  taking  that  which  th'  earth  notforc'd  did  ghre. 
Would  ooely  pay  what  natnre's  need  did  crave ; 
Then  beasts  of  breath  such  numbers  did  deprive. 
That  (following  Amphion)  tbey  djd  deserts  leave  t 
Who  with  sweet  sounds  did  leade  them  by  the  cares, 
Where  mutuall  force  might  banish  common  feaies. 

TbaabmldingwaUes,  they  harbafmis  rites  disdain^. 
The  swettnesse  of  society  to  IMe ; 
And  to  attayne  what  unity  maintained. 
As  peace,  religion,  and  a  vertnous  minde  ; 
That  90  they  might  have  restlesse  hqmours  rayn*d« 
They  straight  with  lawes  their  liberty  confin'cf : 
And  of  the  better  sort  the  best  preferr'd, 
Tq  chastise  them  against  the  lawes  that  err'd. 

Iwot  not  if  proud  mindes  who  fint  aspired 
On  many  reatmes  to  make  themselves  a  right ; 
Or  if  the  srorld's  disorders  so  reqnir'd. 
That  then  had  pot  Astrsia  to  the  flight; 
Or  else  if  tome  whose  veitues  were  admir'd, 
Aad  emtneoi  in  all  the  peopled  sight, 
M  mofa  peace-lovers  fifst  to  raare  a  throae, 
AM  give  the  keyes  of  li£e  and  deaU  to  one. 


That  digniiy,  when  tot  k  did  ksgin. 

Did  grace  ea^h  ^covinee  and  each  hide  I 

Forth,  when  she  first  do^  firom  Benlewmond  riane. 

Is  poore  of  waters,  naked  of  renowne. 

But  Carroo,  Alloo,  Teath,  asMl  Dovea  in. 

Doth  grow  the  greater  still,  the  further  dawae:  . 

Till  that,  abound iag  both  in  power  and  fame. 

She  long  doth  strive  to  give  the  sea  bar  namcu 

Even  so  these  spvemighties  which  epoe  weve  smaU* 
Still  swallowijotf  up  the  nearest  ne^hboaring  state* 
With  a  deluge  of  men  did  realm^s  appall* 
And  thus  th'  Egyptian  Pbaroes  fir«t  grew  great ; 
Thus  did  th'  Assyrians  make  so  many  thrall. 
Thus  rear'd  the  Romans  their  imperiall  seat  i 
And  thus  all  those  great  states  to  worke  have  gene» 
Whose  limits  and  the  worlds  were  all  hot  one* 

But  rie  not  plunge  in  such  a  stormy  deepe, 
Whi^h  hath  nn  bottoms^  nor  can  have  no  shore. 
But  in  the  dust  will  let  those  ashes  sleepe» 
Which  (c]Qath*d  with  p^le)  once  th'  Earth  did 

adore; 
Of  them  scarce  now  a  monument  wee  keope, 
Wbp  (thund'ring  terrour)  curt>M  the  world  before ; 
Their  states  which  by  a  number's  mine  stood, 
Were  founded^  and  confounded,  both  with  bloud. 

If  I  would  call  antiquity  to  minde, 

I,  for  an  eodlesse  taske  might  then  prepare, 

But  what  ?  ambitkm  that  was  ever  blinde. 

Did  get  with  toyle  that  which  was  kept  with  care. 

And  those  great  stetes  'gainst  which  the  world  re* 

Had  falls,  as  famous,  as  their  risings  rare: '{jpin'd*. 

And  in  all  ages  it  was  ever  scene. 

What  vertue  rais'd,  by  vice  hath  ruinM  been. 

Yet  registers  of  memorable  things  [sound* 

Would  heipe  (great  prince)  to  make  thy  judgement 
Which  to  the  eye  a  perfect  mirrour  brings. 
Where  ail  should  glasse  themselves  who  would  be 

crown'd, 
Reade  these  rare  parts  that  acted  were  by  kings, 
The  straines  heroicke,  and  the  end  renown'd : 
Which  (whilst  thou  m  thy  cabinet  do'st  sit) 
Are  worthy  to  bewitoh  thy  growing  wit 

And  doe  not,  doe  not  (thou)  the  meanes  omit. 
Times  match'd  with  times,  what  they  beget  to  spy. 
Since  history  may  leade  thee  unto  it, 
A  pillar  whereupon  good  sprites  rely, 
Of  time  the  Ubie,  and  the  nurse  of  wit. 
The  square  of  reason,  and  die  mnide*s  cleare  eye : 
Which  leads  the  curious  reader  through  huge  harms, 
Who  s^nds  secure  whilst  looking  on  alarmes. 

Nor  is  it  good  ore  bmfe  men's  hfes  to  wander« 
As  one^who  at  each  comer  stands  amaz'd, 
No,  study  like  some  one  thy  selfo  to  render. 
Who  to  the  height  of  glory  hath  been  rais'd ; 
So  Soipio,  Cyms,  Cesar,  Alexander,  [prais'd. 

And  that  great  prince  chos'd  him  whom  Homer 
Or  make  (as  which  is  recent,  aad  best  knowne) 
Thy  father's  life  a  patteme  fo/  thine  owne. 

Yet  marking  great  men's  lives*  this  much  in^paire^ 
The  profit  which  that  benefit  imparts. 
While  as  transported  with  preposterous  cares. 
To  imitate  but  superfloiall  parts, 
Soase  for  themselves  ftmme  of  th«r  fhnoies  snares, 
I  And  shnw  what  fi>lly  deth  ore-s«ay  their  hearts : 
*'  For  counterfeited  things  doe  stoines  embrace^ 
I «  And  aU  that  is  aileeted,  hath  no  grace." 
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Of  outward  things  who  (shallov  wiU)  take  hold. 
Doe  show  by  that  they  can  no  higher  winne, 
So,  to  rewmble  Hercules  of  old» 
Mark  Antony  woald  beare  the  lyon's  skinne ; 
A  brave  Athenian's  sonne  (as  some  have  told) 
Would  such  a  coarse  (though  to  hisscome)  begin: 
And  bent  to  seem  look  like  his  lather  dead, 
Would  make  himsetfe  to  lispe,  and  bow  his  head. 

They  who  would  rightly  follopr  such  as  those, 
Most  of  the  better  parts  apply  the  pow'rs. 
As  the  industrious  bee  advisMIy  goes,  ^ 

To  seise  upon  the  best,  shunne  baser  flowres ; 
So,  where  thou  dc/st  the  greatest  worth  disclose^ 
To  compasse  that,  be  prodigall  of  honres : 
Seeke  not  to  seeme,  but  be ;  who  be,  seeme  too, 
I>oe  cardesly,  and  yet  ha?e  care  to  doe. 

Thou  to  resemble  thy  renowned  syre, 

Mast  not  (though  some  there  were)  mark  tiiviall 

V  things,  . 
But  matchlesse  Tertnes  which  all  mindes  admire. 
Whose  treasure  to  his  realmes  great  comfort  brings  ; 
That  to  attaine  (thou  race  of  kings)  aspire. 
Which  for  thy  fame  may  furnish  ayery  wings : 
And  like  to  eaglets  thus  thou  pnnr'st  thy  kinde, 
When  both  like  him,  in  body,  and  in  minde. 

Ah,  be  not  those  most  miserable  soules. 
Their  judgements  to  refine  who  sever  strive ! 
Kor  will  not  looke  upon  the  learned  scroules, 
Which  without  practice  doe  experience  give ; 
But  (whilst  base  sloth  each  better  care  controules) 
Are  dead  in  ignorance,  entomb*d'  alive. 
*Twizt  beasts  and  such  the  difference  is  but  small. 
They  use  not  reason,  beasts  have  none  at  all. 

O !  heavenly  treasure  which  the  best  sort  loves. 
Life  of  the  soule,  reformer  of  the  will, 
Cleare  light,  which  from  the  mind  each  cloud  re- 
moves. 
Pure  spring  of  vertue,  physicke  for  each  ill, 
Which  in  prosperity  a  bridle  proves^ 
And  in  pdversity  a  pillar  still ; 
Of  thee  the  more  men  get,  the  more  they  crave, 
And  thinke,  the  more  they  get,  the  lesse  they  have. 

But  if  that  knowledge  be  required  of  all. 
What  should  they  doe  this  treasure  to  obtainci 
Whom  in  a  thnMie,  time  travels  to  enstall, 
Where  they  by  it  of  all  things  must  ordaine  ? 
If  it  make  them  who  by  their  birth  were  thrall, 
As  little  kings,  whilst  ore  themselves  they  raigne. 
Then  it  must  make,  when  it  hath  throughly  grac'd 
them,  [them. 

Kmgs  more  then  kings,  and  like  to  him  who  plac*d 

This  is  a  griefe  which  all  the  world  bemones. 
When  those  lack  judgement  who  are  borne  to  judges 
And  like  to  painted  tombes,  or  gailded  stones. 
To  troubled  soules  cannot  afibid  refuge ;       [onee^ 
Kings  are  their  kingdomes'  hearts,  which,  tainted 
The  bodies  straight  %omipt  in  which  they  kxlge: 
And  those,  by  whose  example  many  fall. 
Are  guilty  of  the  murther  of  them  all. 

The  meanes  which  best  make  majestie  to  stand. 
Are  laws  observ'd,  wbil'st  practise  doth  direct 
The  crowne,  ihe  head,  the  scepter  decks  the  hand, 
But  onely  knowledge  doth  the  thoughts  erect; 
Kings  should  excell  all  them  whom  they  command, 
In  all  the  parte  which  do  procarer  respect : 


And  this,  a  way  to  what  they  would,  prepares. 
Not  onely  as  thought  good,  but  as  known  thebmi 

Seek  not  due  reverence  onely  to  procure. 

With  shows  of  soveraignty,  and  guards  dft  lewd. 

So  Nero  did,  yet  could  not  so  assure 

The  hated  diademe  with  blood  imbruM ; 

Nor  as  the  Penian  kings,  who  liv'd  obacore. 

And  of  their  subjecte  rarely  would  be  view'd  ; 

So  one  of  them  was  secretly  ore-thrown. 

And  in  his  pl^ce  the  mnrtherer  raign'd  unknown. 

No  onely  goodnesse  doth  beget  regard. 
And  equity  doth  greatest  glory  winne. 
To  plague  for  vice,  and  vertoe  to  reward. 
What  they  intend,  that,  bravely  to  begin  ; 
This  is  to  soveraigntte  a  powerful!  guard. 
And  makes  a  princess  praise  ore  all  eome  in  ; 
Whose  life  (his  sobjecte'  Uw)  clear'd  by  hia  dee^ 
More  then  Iustinian*s  toyls,  good  order  breedf. 

All  those  who  ore  unbaptiz'd  nations  raignM, 
By  barbarous  customes  sought  to  foster  feare^ 
And  with  a  thousand  tyraunies  constrained 
All  them  whom  they  subdu'd  their  yoke  to  beaie. 
But  those  whom  great  Tehovah  hath  ordain'd. 
Above  the  Christians,  lawfull  thrones  to  reare: 
Must  seek  by  worth,  to  be  obey'd  for  love» 
So  having  raign'd  below,  to  raigne  aboTe. 

O  happy  Henrie,  who  art  highly  bome^ 
Yet  beautifi*8t  thy  birth  with  signes  of  worth. 
And  (though'achilde)all  chiMish  loyes  dote  aoome. 
To  show  the  world  thy  vertues  boddmg  forth. 
Which  may  by  time  this  glorious  isle  adomey 
And  bring  etemall  trophees  to  the  north. 
While  as  thou  do'st  thy  fisther's  forces  leader 
And  art  the  hand,  whileas  he  is  the  head. 

Thou,  like  that  gallant  thunder-bolt  of  warre, 
Third  Edward's  somie,  who  was  so  much  renownM, 
Shalt  shine  in  valour  as  the  morning  starre. 
And  plenish  with  thy  praise  the  pec^iled  round ; 
But  like  to  his,  let  nought  thy  ftMrtune  marre, 
WhOb  in  his  father's  time,  did  dye  uncr9«m'd : 
Long  live  thy  syre,  so  all  the  world  desires. 
But  longer  thou,  so  Nature's  coune  requirsa. 

And,  though  time  once  thee,  by  thy  birth-right,  owes 
Those  sacred  honoan  which  men  most  esteeme, 
Yet  flatter  not  thy  selfe  with  those  fisire  shoves 
Which  often-times  are  not  such  as  they  seeme. 
Whose  burd'notts  weight,  the  bearer  but  ore-throws. 
That  could  before  of  no  suclT  danger  deeme : 
Then  if  not,  arm'd  in  time,  thou  make  thee  strong, 
Thou  dost  thy  selfe,  and  many  a  thousand  wrong. 

Since  thou  must  numage  such  a  mighty  state. 
Which  hath  no  borders  but  the  seas  and  skies. 
Then  even  as  he  who  justly  was  callM  great. 
Did  (prodigall  of  paines  where  fome  might  rise) 
With  both  the  parts  of  worth  in  worth  grow  great, 
As  leam'd,  as  valiant,  and  as  stout  uji  wise : 
So  now  let  Aristotle  lay  the  ground, 
Whereon  thou  after  may  thy  greatnesselbond. 

For  if  transported  with  a  base  vepose. 
Thou  did'st  (as  thou  dost  not)  mispend  thy  prime, 
O  what  a  faire  occaKon  woold*st  thou  kae, 
Which  after  would  thee  grieve,  though  out  of  time ! 
To  vertnous  courses  bow  thy  thoughte  dispose, 
While  foncies  are  not  glu'd  with  pleasare'i  lyme^ 
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TiMMe  vlio  their  youtlr  to  nieh  like  patiiei  engage, 
]>o  gam  great  eeae  auto  their  perfect  age. 

A'TeiffnaniiDOiis,  iiov»  with  beroicke  parts, 
Sbow  to  the  world  what  thou  doit  ayme  to  be, 
Tlse  more  to  print  in  all  the  people's  hearts, 
Tlkat  which  thou  would*st  they  should  expect  of 

thee. 
That  so  (preoccupied  with  suc^  desarts) 
Tliey  after  may  applaud  the  HeaTen's  decree 
"^Thea  that  day  comes;  which  if  it  come  too 


Tlien  thoa  and  all  this  isle  would  be  undooew 

And  odwnriR  what  tnmble  should'st  thoa  finde, 
1£  first  not  aeis*d  of  all  thy  subjects'  lore ; 
Xo  ply  idl  humours  till  thy  worth  hare  shin'd. 
That  eren  most  mal-coutents  must  it  apptore  ? 
For  dse  a  number  would  slispend  their  minde, 
As  donbfiog  what  thou  afterwards  might*st  pror^ 
And  when  a  stated  affections  thus  are  cold. 
Of  that  adrantage  fbrreiners  take  hold. 

I  ^rant  in  this  thy  fortune  to  be  good. 
That  art  t*  inherit  such  a  glorious  crowne. 
As  one  descended  from  that  sacred  bloud, 
l^Thich  oft  hath  fiird  the  world  with  true  renowne: 
The  which  still  on  the  top  of  glory  stood, 
And  not  so  much  as  once  seem'd  to  look  dovne: 
For  who  thy  branches  to  remembhince  brings, 
Count  what  he  list,  he  cannot  count  but  kings. 

And  pardon  me,  for  I  must  pause  a  while, 

And  at  a  thing  of  right  to  be  admir'd, 

SiDce  those,  liom  whom  thou  cam'st,  reigQ*d  in  this 

Isle, 
Loe,  now  of  yeares  eren  thousands  are  ezpir*d ; 
Yet  none  could  there  thega  thrall,  nor  thence  exile. 
Nor  ever  (aiPd  the  lyne  so  much  desir*d : 
The  hundred  and  seventh  parent  Itring  firee, 
A  nerer  conquered  crowne  may  leare  to  thee. 

Nor  bath  this  onely  happened  as  by  chance. 
Of  alteratioos  then  there  had  beene  some. 
But  that  brare  race  which  still  did  worth  enhaunce. 
Would  so  presage  the  thing  that  was  to  come ; 
That  this  united  isle  should  once  advance. 
And,  by  the  lyon  led,  all  realmes  ore^ome  t 
For  if  it  kep*t  a  little,  free  before. 
Now  having  much  (no  doubt)  it  must  do  more. 

And  though  onr  nations,  long  I  must  confesse. 
Did  roughly  woo  before  that  they  could  wed ; 
That  but  endeers  the  union  we  possesse. 
Whom  Neptune  both  combines  within  one  bed : 
All  ancient  injuries  this  doth  redresse. 
And  buries  that  which  many  a  battetl  bred : 
•*  Brs^  discords  reconcil'd  (if  wrath  expire) 
Do  breed  the  greatest  love,  and  most  intire.*' 

Of  England's  Mary,  had  it  beene  the  chance 
To  m&e  king  Philip  father  of  a  sonne. 
The  SpAniafd's  high  designes  so  to  advance, 
All  Albion's  beantaes  had  beene  quite  oro-mnne ; 
Or  yet  if  Scothmd's  Mary  had  heir'd  France, 
Our  bondage  then  had  by  degrees  begun: 
Of  which)  if  that  a  stranger  hold  a  part. 
To  take  the  other  that  wunkl  meanes  impart* 
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Thus  fhmi  two  dangers  we  were  twise  preserved. 
When  as  we  seen'd  without  fecovtry  lost. 
As  from  their  freedome  those  who  fieely  swerv*d. 
And  sufiE^red  strangers  of  our  bounds  to  boast ; 
Yet  were  we  for  this  happy  time  resenr'd, 
And,  but  to  hold  it  deare,  a  little  crost : 
That  of  the  Stewarti  the  illustrious  race 
Might,  like  their  mindes,  a  monarchie  embrace. 

Of  that  blest  progeny,  the  well  known  worth 

Hath,  of  the  people,  a  conceit  procur'd. 

That  from  the  race  it  never  can  go  forth. 

But  long  hereditary,  is  well  assur'd, 

Thus  (sonne  of  that  great  monarch  of  the  north) 

They  to  obey,  are  happily  inur'd : 

Ore  whom  thou  art  expected  once  to  raigne. 

To  have  good  ancestours  one  much  doth  gaine. 

He  who  by  tyranny  his  throne  doth  rear^ 
And  dispossesse  another  of  his  right. 
Whose  panting  heart  dare  never  trust  his  eare, 
Since  still  made  odious  hi  the  people's  sight, 
Whil'st  he  both  hath,  and  gives,  greatcause  of  foare, 
Is  (spoyling  all)  at  last  spoil'd  of  the  light : 
And  those  who  are  deseoided  of  his  biiNid, 
Ere  that  they  be  bdecv'd,  must  long  be  good. 

Yet  though  we. see  it  is  an  easie.  thii^. 
For  such  a  one  his  state  still  to  maintaine, 
Whpby  his  bifth-right  borne  to  be  a  king^. 
Doth  with  the  countrey's  love,  the  crowne  obtame. 
The  same  doth  many  to  confusion  bring, 
Whil%t,for  that  cause,  they  care  not  how  they  raigne. 
"  O  never  throne  establish'd  was  so  sure. 
Whose  fidl  a  vitlous  prince  might  not  procure !" 

Hins  do  a  number  to  destmction  mmie, 
And  so  did  Tarquio  once  abuse  bis  place. 
Who  for  the  filthy  lifo  he  had  begun, 
Was  barr'd  from  Rome,  and  ruin*d  all  his  race  ; 
So  he  whose  father  of  no  king  was  sonne. 
Was  ftither  to  no  king;  but,  in  disgrace 
Prom  Sicile  banish'd,  by  the  peep1e*s  hate, 
Did  dye  at  Gnrinth  in  an  abject  state. 

And  as  that  monarah  merits  endlesse  praise. 

Who  by  his  vertue  doth  a  state  acquire, 

So  all  Uie  world  with  scornful!  eyes  may  gaze 

On  their  degener'd  stemmes  which  might  aspire. 

As  having  greater  powV,  their  power  to  raise, 

Yet  of  their  race  the  mine  do  conspire : 

And  for  their  wrong-spent  life  with  shame  do  end, 

"  Kings  chastised  once,  ara  not  allowed  t>  amend. 

Those  who,  reposing  on  their  princely  name, 
Can  never  give  themselves  to  caie  for  ought. 
But  for  their  pleasnrea  every  thing  would  frame. 
As  all  were  made  for  them,  and  they  for  nought. 
Once  th'  earth  their  bodies,  men  will  spoyle  their 
ftn>e»  [wrought: 

Though  whil'st  they  live,  all  for  their  ease  be 
And  those  oonceits  on  which  they  do  depend. 
Do  but  betray  their  fortunes  in  the  end. 

This  selfeH»noeit  doth  so  the  lodgement  efaoake. 
That  when  with  some  ought  well  succeeds  through  it. 
They  on  the  same  with  great  affection  look. 
And  soome  th'  advice  of  othen  to  admit; 
Thus  did  brave  Charies  the  last  Burgundian  dqke 
Deare  buy  a  battdl  piurchas'd  by  his  wit : 
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By  wfaicb  kt  htm  foeh  e&iMtmm  imt  bred^ 
That  bUn^e  pfemaptfon  to  tJilftuif  bA> 

O !  sacred  coussell,  quiat»€8MDce  of  touls,  [fstasi 
Streogtb  of  the  commoo-wealtb,  which  cbaiaaf  the 
And  every  danger  (ere  it  cotne)  controuls^ 
The  anker  of  great  reahnes,  staffis  of  all  states; 
Ol  sure  foundation  which  DO  tempest  ibtilsy 
On  which  are  bnilded  the  most  glorious  seats ! 
If  ought  with  those  sacceed  who  soonie  tby  eare. 
It  comes  by  chance^  and  draws  them  in  a  snarer 

Thrice  happy  is  that  kiAg,  vfbo  haCb  the  grace 
To  chuse  a  couilcetl  whereon  to  relye, 
Which  loves  his  person,  and  respects  his  place. 
And  (like  to  Aristides)  can  cast  by 
All  private  gnidg^,  and  publike  cares  imbrace. 
Whom  no  ambltioa  nor  base  thoughts  do  tye : 
And  that  they  be  not,  to  betray  their  seats, 
The  partivll  p^n^nert  of  forreine  states. 

Nonesbtmld  bat  thoie  tff  UmI  gmve  nnotber  boast. 
Whose  Uvey  tirnv*  laDf  with  iMmy  vertttes  sbin*d ; 
As  Benie  fespeeted  tlM  pstlrtolans  moi^ 
Use  nobtei  firtt,  if  «6  true  worth  hictm'd : 
Yet  so,  that  nntoatlKrvteeme  not  l<m 
All  ho^  to  rise;  for  elM  (high  bopei  T«sign'd) 
Industrious  Vertue  in  her  course  would  tjrre. 
If  not  ezpectiiqr  houmir  wr  her  hyre. 

But  such  as  those  a  prineo  Should  most  escbuey 
Who  dignitieado  oorieusly  afiect; 
A  publike  charge,  thoee  who  to^  BMefa  poMne^ 
Saeme  to  hanre  soMa  porlioQlar  leopcci, 
All  should  be  godly,  pivdeBt»  se«ret»  t#«e. 
Of  whom  a  king  his  coonseH  should  elect : 
And  he,  whiPst  they  advise  of  zeale  and  love. 
Should  not  tha  wimber,  b«i  the  bestappravib 

A  great  discretion  is  required  to  know 
What  way  to  weigh  opinions  in  bis  minde  ; 
But  ^h  !  this  doth  the  judgement  oft  ore-throw^ 
Then  whil'bt  he  comes  within  himselfe  confiof'd. 
And  of  the  senate  would  but  make  a  show. 
So  to  confirme  that  which  be  hath  design*d. 
As  one  who  onely  hath  whereon  to  rest. 
For  councellours,  his  thoughts,  their  seat  bis  brest- 

But  what  avails  a  s^^nate  in  this  sort, 
Whostf  pow'r  within  the  Capitoit  is  petit  ? 
A  bihsl  of  breath  which  doth  for  nought  Import, 
But  maeksr  the  world  with  a  not  act*d  intent; 
Those  are  the  counseh  which  great  states  support 
Whi<A  never  are  made  knowtte  but  by  th'  event: 
Not  tliose  where  wise-men  matters  do  propose 
And  fooles  thereafter  as  they  please  dispose. 

Nor  is  this  all  whiata  ongbt  to  b»  teir^d. 
In  thia  assembly  Mnoe  flwkiii||>iiumL's  sottte) 
That  with  a  knowledgv  more  then  rare  iniphr'd, 
A  common^waatehi,  ttte  Plaio%  i»  a  seroule 
They  ea»paint  forth,  but  meanes  are  too  acquired. 
Disorder's  torfent  freely  t»  oontvoale ; 
And  itbimg  with  antiiority  iSieIr  thies. 
To  act  with  jnatioe  that  whfolr  wH  dissigiKs. 

Great  emfrcssa  of  this  uoiversaU  flrame. 
The  Atlas  on  whose  sbouMers  states  are  stay'd^ 
Who  sway'st  tha  payaeswhieb  atttho  warMda  tama. 
And  mali'st  meA  good b^p foioe^  wifb  red  array'd; 
Disosdar*o  eaaiy,  litfia  witbaiit  btame^ 
Within  whflgahaliaafa^  fpo4  mid  badam  imgk'd. 


O!  loferaigae  of tf!  vwrtnea,  ySthont  ihw 
Nor  peaces  nor  warre^  oao  entcrtahed  bti 

Thou  from  confunon  all  things  hast  redeem'd  : 
The  meeting  of  Amphictyons  had  beeoe  vaiAe, 
And  all  those  senates  which  were  most  esteem'4» 
Wer't  not  by  thee,  theh-  counsels  crownM  remainfl^ 
And  all  those  laws  had  but  dead  letters  seem'4 
Which  Solon,  or  Lycurgus,  did  ordaSne : 
Wer't  not  thy  sword  made  all  aFike  to  dye, 
And  not  the  weake,  while  as  die  strong  scaped  by. 


O !  not  without  great  cause  all  th'  ancients  did 
Paint  maglsfrates  plaeM  to  expfahie  the  him. 
Not  having  hands,  so  bribery  to  foibid. 
Which  them  from  doing  i%ht  too  oft  aiUi  ^nth. 
And  with  a  veile  tbe  indg^  eyet  ^Mie  hid. 
Who  iboiild  not  see  the  partie,  bat  the  canao: 
God^s  depoties^  which  hia  tribuaaH  reare. 
Should  have  a  patknt,  aot  a  partial!  eare# 

The  lack  of  justice  hath  huge  evils  begun. 
Which  by  no  meanes  could  be  repair'd  i^gaioe^ 
The  fomons  syre  of  that  more  famods  soone. 
From  whom  (while  as  he  sleeping  did  remahie) 
One  did  appeale,  tif!  that  bis  sleep  was  done. 
And  whom  a  widow  did  discharge  to  raigne 
Because  be  had  not  time  plaints  to  attend, 
Did  lose  his  life  for  such  a  foiilt  in  th*  end. 

jiihr^Mtice  ifl  the  vertue  most  dtinne. 
Which  like  the  King  of  kings  show*  Idngs  iddin'd; 
WbosiB  sure  foundations  nought  can  under-mme^ 
If  once  within  a  constant  breast  confined: 
For  otherwise  she  cannot  clearfy  shiae^ 
While  as  the  omgistrate,  oft  chaagmg  mitidfl^ 
Is  oft  loo  swift,  and  sometimes  slow  to  strike. 
As  led  by  private  ends,  not  still  alike. 

Use  mercie  freely,  justice,  as  ooostraia'd. 
This  must  be  done,  although  that  be  mora  dean^ 
And  oft  the  forme  may  m^  the  deed  ditdain'd, 
Whil'st  justice  tastes  of  tyranny  too  neare  ; 
One  may  be  justly,  yet  in  rage  arraign'd, 
WhiPst  reason  rul'd  by  passions  doth  appeares 
Once  Socrates  because  ore-ooni'd  with  ire. 
Did  from  correcting  one  (till  calm*d)  rety^ 

Those  wnO  want  memos  tbeir  anger  to  amwiig^ 
Do  oft  themaeh^cs,  or  others,  rob  of  breath  j 
Fierce  ValetttiAiaD,  snrfetting  in  rage. 
By  bursting  of  a  vejrue,  did  bleed  to  death; 
And  Tbeodoeius;  stHI  but  then,  thought  sage. 
Caused  murther  thousands,  wbil'st  quite  drunk  with 
Who  to  prevent  the  Kke  of  probrious  erimc^  [iswiH, 
Made  stiU  saependhiS' edicts  for  a  lime. 

Of  vevtuous  kings  all  th'  actions  do  proceed 
Forth  from  the  spring  of  a  patemall  love  j 
To  cherish,  or  correct  (as  realmes  have-  need) 
For  whijch  he  more  than  for  himselfe  doth  mov^ 
Who  many  a  million's  ease  that  way  to  breed. 
Makes  sometime  some  his  uidignation  prove. 
And  like  to  Godrus,  would  even  death  imbraoe, 
If  for  tbe  oountrey's  good,  and  peopleV  peacei 

This  ladyy  that  lo  Umg  wiaim'd  btiii  stnifH 
No<r  halda  the  ballane^—d  doth  dwwr  the  wwad, 
And  neveF  was  more  gtorioosly  saVsy'd, 
Nor  in  short  thiii;  did  gsvatet  good  aAbni  | 
The  state  whiefa  to  cooftisioa  aeem'd  betrayHl^ 
And  couMlof  nooi^bmiUmi^aad  wfoogiy  iMMd^ 
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Im^  freed  tnm  UvobUb  ud  wOeifcine  rage^ 
Doth  boMt  yet  to  Mi*Of«  the  golden  aft. 

Thoi  doth  thy  fether  (f  eoeroos  prince)  prepare 
A  way  lor  tbee  to  gmHie  immortall  foo>6, 
And  Uyct  Che  grounds  of  greatne«e  with  inch  care. 
That  tboa  may^  baild  great  works  upon  the  same  j 
Then  snice  thou  art  to  have  a  field  so  foire, 
Whereas  thoo  once  may*st  etenslte  thy  name, 
Begin  (while  as  a  greater  light  thine  smothers) 
Aod  learoe  to  mlt  thy  aelfii,  ere  thoir  nd'st  others. 

For  still  trtte  magnanimity,  we  fiode, 
Doth  barbonr  early  io  a  gaoerow  breat; 
To  match  Bfiltiadet,  whoae  gkry  shin*d, 
Tbemigloclea  (a  childt)  w«s  rob^d  aC  reet ; 
Yet  strive  Io  be  a  monarch  of  thy  minde. 
For  as  to  dmre  gvtaf  things  all  elia  daCaat, 
A  geoeroua  emulation  spnrres  the  sprite, 
Afflbitioe  doth  abuse  the  courage  quite. 

WhiPst  of  illustrious  lives  thou  look'st  the  story, 
Abborre  those  tyrants  which  still  swimm'd  in  bloud, 
Aod  follow  those  who  (to  their  eodlesse  glory) 
High  in  theb  subjects*  k>ve  by  vertue  stood ; 
O !  be  like  him  who  on  a  time  was  sorie. 
Because  that  wbiPst  he  chanc'd  to  do  no  good. 
There  but  one  day  had  happened  to  expire: 
He  was  the  world's  delight,  the  Heaven's  desire. 

Botas  by  mildoesse  some  great  states  do  gatne. 
By  lenity  some  lose  that  which  they  have, 
England^  sixth  HeqiT  could  not  live  and  raigne. 
But  (being  simple)  did  huge  foils  receive :  \ 

Brave  SeipM  army  nutini'd  in  Spayna, 
AimI  (by  hu  meekncssa  bold)  their  charge  did  leave : 
O !  to  the  state  it  brings  great  profit  oft, 
To  be  aometimet  severe,  and  never  soft. 

To  guide  his  coursers  warely  through  the  skie, 

Eant  Phoebus  did  his  Phaeton  require, 

Since  fhim  the  midle  way  If  swarviog  by,        [fire. 

The  lleavept  would  bume,  orth*  Earth  would  be  on 

So  doth  Hwixt  two  extreames  each  vertue  lye. 

To  wlildi  the  purest  si»rits  ought  to  aspire. 

He  lives  most  sure  who  no  extreame  doth  touch, 

Kooght  would  too  little  t»e,  nor  yet  too  much. 

Some  kings,  whom  all  men  did  In  hatred  hold. 
With  avaritkws  thoughts  whose  bi«asts  were  tome, 
Toobaady  given  to  foast  their  eyes  with  gold, 
TM  iB,  and  abject  meanes,  which  brave  minds 


Such  whiPst  they  ooely  seek  (no  vice  contionl'd) 
How  they  may  best  their  treasuries  adome. 
Are  (though  like  Orassus  rish)  whillit  wealth  timn 
Yet  still  aa  pooie  aa  Irus  in  their  mindcs.    [blinds, 

And  some  againe  as  foolish  fimcies  move. 

Who  praise  prepostYous  fbndly  do  pursue, 

Not  Uberall,  no,  but  prodigal!  do  provf ; 

Then  whiTst  their  treasures  ther  exhausted  view. 

With  subsidies  do  lose  their  subjects*  love; 

Aod  spoyle  whole  realmes,  though  but  t'  enrich  a  few: 

Whil'st  with  authority  their  pride  they  cloake. 

Who  ought  to  dye  by  smoke  for  sealing  smoke* 


Bat  O !  the  prince  moit  lontfa'd  i 

U  one  (all  given  to  lust)  who  hardly  can 

Free  from  some  great  mishap  a  long  time  stand ; 

For  all  the  worid  hi*  deeds  with  hatred  scan; 

Sboold  he  who  bath  the  honour  to  oommaod 

The  ■obleit  cieatttre  (great  Qod*s  image)  man» 


Be,  to  the  vilest  vioe,  the  basott  ^v^ 

The  bodie's  phqpN^  sonl'tdeath,  and  ^onoot^  gnvre  i 

That  beastly  monster  who  retyr*d  a  part. 
Amongst  his  concubines  began  to  spinne, 
Took  with  the  habite  too  a  woman's  beait. 
And  ended  that  which  Nimts  did  bedn ; 
Faint-haafted  Xerxes  who  did  gifts  impart. 
To  them  who  could  devise  new  wayes  to  sinoe  t 
Though  bAckrd  with  worlds  of  men,  straigbt  took  the 
And  had  not  courage  but  to  see  them  fight  [flight. 

Thus  doth  soft  pleasure  but  abase  the  minde. 
And  making  one  to  servile  thoughts  descend, 
Uoth  make  the  body  weake,  the  judgement  blinder 
An  batefull  life^  an  ignominious  end : 
Where  those  who  did  this  raging  tjrrant  bindcy 
With  vertue's  obains,  their  triumphs  to  attend, 
Have  by  that  meanes  a  greater  glory  gain*d. 
Then  all  the  victories  which  thay  attain*d. 

I  The  valorous  Persian  wh6  not  once  but  gas'd 
'On  faire  Panthea's  ftuce  to  ease  his  toyls. 
His  glory,  by  that  conthiency,  raisHl 
More  than  by  Babylon's  and  Lydia'k  spoyls : 
.The  Macedonian  monarch  was  more  prds'd. 
Than  fbr  triumphing  ore  so  many  soils. 
That  of  his  greatest  foe  (though  beauteous  seene) 
He  chastly  entertain'd  the  captiVd  queene. 

Thus  ha««atill-gaB'd-«t  mooaveht  nmcdi  iidoe; 
Who(aU  the  werld's  diiordtrs  to  rodiuaie) 
Should  shine  like  to  the  Suune,  the  which  still,  loe. 
The  man  it  mooaU  aloft/doth  seetto  the  ksse. 
They  should  with  confldsaoe  go  fraaly  toy 
And  ("trusting  to  their  worth)  their  will  exprease« 
Not  likeFranch  Lewisth'fileventh  who  didmaintame. 
That  who  oould  net  dissemble,  eonid  net  laigneb 

But  still  to  guard  their  state  the  strongest  barra, 

And  surest  refuge  in  each  dangerous  storme^ 

Is  to  be  found  a  gallant  man  of  warre. 

With  heart  that  dare  attempt,  hands  to  performe. 

Not  that  they  venter  should  their  state  too  forre. 

And  to  each  souldierVcourse  their  coune  confonme. 

The  skiKull  pylots  at  the  rudder  sit : 

Let  others  use  their  strength,  and  them  their  wit. 

In  Mart  his  mysteriat  to  gaine  renowne, 
at  gives  khigft  glory,  and  assures  thehr  place. 
It  breeds  them  a  respect  amongst  their  owne, 
And  makes  their  neighbours  feare  to  kMc  their  grace; 
Still  all  those  should,  who  k>ve  to  keep  their  crowne. 
In  peace  prepare  for  warre,  in  warra  ibr  peace: 
For  as  all  feare  a  prince  who  dare  attempt. 
The  want  of  courage  brings  oar  ia  cositempt. 

And,  royall  off-spring,  who  may'st  high  aspire. 
As  one  to  whom  thy  birth  high  hopes  assigned. 
This  well  becoi^es  the  courage  of  thy  syre. 
Who  ttaines  thee  up  according  to  thy  kinde; 
He,  though  the  worid  his  prospYous  raigne  admire. 
In  which  his  sulijects  such  a  comfort  finde. 
Hath  (if  the  bloody  art  mov'd  to  imbrace) 
That  wit  then  to  make  warre,  wbkh  now  ke^  peace, 

AndO!  how  thb (deareprioee) the peapleohnwaaj^ 
Who  flock  about  thee  oa  in  ravish'd  bands. 
To  see  thee  yong,  yet  manage  so  thine  annei^ 
Have  a  opeaeuffall  mince,  asd  nsmtiali  haodt» 
This  exercise  thy  tender  coosage  warmas  { 
And  still  true  greatnesse  but  by  veitoa  i 
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Agerilaos  smid,  no  king  could  be 

More  gnat,  anletw  more  TertaooSy  thao  be. 

And  though  that  all  of  thee  great  thiugs  expect, 

Tbon,  as  too  little,  mak'st  their  hopes  asham'd  | 

As  he  who  on  Olympus  did  detect, 

The  fomoos  Theban*8  foot,  his  body  framed. 

By  thy  beginniDgs  so  we  may  cc^ect. 

How  great  thy  worth  by  time  may  be  proclaimed : 

For  who  thy  actions  doth  remarke,  may  see. 

That  there  be  many  Cesars  within  thee. 

• 
Though  erery  state  by  long  experience  Andes, 
That  greatest  blessings  prosp*ring  peace  imparts, 
As  which  all  subjects  to  good  order  bindes, 
Yet  breeds  this  isle,  still  populous  in  all  parts. 
Such  vigorous  bodies,  and  Ach  restlesse  mindes. 
That  they  disdaineto  use  mechanick  arts: 
And,  being  haUgfaty,  cannot  live  in  rest. 
Yea  such,  when  idle,  are  a  dangerous  pest. 

A  prudent  Roman  told,  in  some  few  houres, 
To  Rome's  estate  what  danger  did  redound, 
Then,  when  they  raz*d  the  Carthaginian  towrss. 
By  which  while  as  they  stood,  still  meanet  were 

found. 
With  otberi'  harmes  to  exercise  their  powers. 
The  want  whereof,  their  g^atnesse  did  confound ; 
For,  when  no  more  with  fbrraine  foes  imbroil'd, 
Straight,  by  inteitioe  wanes,  the  state  was  spoylVL 

No,  siacfrthis  soile  which  with  great  sprits  abounds, 
Can  hardly  nuroe  her  nurceiings  all  m*  p<^ace. 
Then  let  us  keep  her  bosome  free  from  wounds, 
And  spend  our  fiiry  in  some  forraine  place : 
There  is  no  wall  can  limit  now  our  bounds. 
But  all  the  world  will  need  walls  in  short  space ; 
To  keep  our  troups  from  seizing  on  new  thrones  ; 
The  maible  chayre  most  passe  the  ocean  once. 

What  fbry  ore  my  judgement  doth  prevaile  ? 
Me  thiokes  I  see  all  th*  earth  glance  with  our  armes. 
And  groning  Neptune  charg*d  with  many  a  sayle  ; 
I  beare  the  thoodring  trumpet  sound  th*  alarmes. 
Whilst  all  the  neighbouring  nations  doe  looke  pale. 
Such  sudden  feare  each  panting  heart  disarmes. 
To  see  those  maftiall  mindes  together  gone, 
The  lyon  and  the  leopard  in  one.  i 

I  (Henry)  hope  with  this  mine  eyes  to  feed. 
Whilst  ere  thou  wear'st  a  crown,  thou  wear's!  a 

shield ; 
And  when  thou  (makhig  thousands  once  to  bleed. 
That  dare  behold  thy  count*nance,  and  not  yeeld) 
Stirrest  through  the  bloudy  dust  a  foaming  steed, 
An  interested  witnesse  in  the  field 
I  may  amongst  those  bands  thy  gracs  attend. 
And  be  thy  Homer  when  the  warres  do  endr 

But  stiy,  where  fly*st  thou  (Muse)  so  forre  astray  } 
And  whilst  affection  doth  thy  course  command, 
Dai'st  thus  above  thy  reach  attempt  a  way 
To  court  the  faeire  of  Albion's  war-like  land. 
Who  gotten  hath  his  generous  thoughts  to  sway, 
A  royall  gift  out  of  a  jvyall  hand ; 
And  hath  before  his  eyes  that  type  of  worth. 
That  starre  of  state,  that  pole  which  guides  the 
north. 
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Yet  ore  thy  fother,  loe^  (soch  is  tliy  &te) 
Thou  hast  this  vantage  which  may  profit  thee. 

An  orphaa'd  infisnt,  setled  in  his  seat. 
He  greater  then  himselfe  could  never  sa^ 
Where  thou  may'st  leame  by  him  the*  art  of  stat^ 
And  by  another  what  thy  selfe  shouUPst  be. 
Whilst  that  which  he  had  ondy  but  heard  told. 
In  all  his  course  thou  prsctis'd  may*st  heboid. 

And  this  advantage  long  may*8t  thou  retain. 
By  which,  to  make  thee  blest,  the  Heavens  conapiic ; 
And  labour  of  his  worth  to  make  thy  gmine. 
To  whose  perfections  thou  m'ay*8t  once  sopire. 
When  as  thou  sbow^  thy  seUe,  whilst  tboa  dost 
A  Sonne  held  worthy  of  so  great  a  syrs;      [raigac. 
And  with  his  scepters,  and  the  peopled  bcarts, 
Do'st  still  inherit  his  henicke  paita. 
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With  Ammon's  king,  grieved  labesh  did  agree. 
If  not  reliev*d,  their  right  eyes  lost,  to  live  ; 
From  this  disgrace  Saul  fighu  to  make  them  free. 
And  God  to  him  the  victory  doth  give:  [see; 

Those,  who  their  king  (with  suoceme  crown'd)  did 
Them  who  him  first  had  scoro'd,  to  kill  did  strive: 
The  peopie*s  errour,  Samuel  makes  them  knofv. 
Then  what  he  was,  what  all  should  be^  doth  show. 


MvsB,  sound  true  valour,  all  perfection's  parts. 
The  force  of  friendship,  and  th'  effects  of  Hith, 
To  kindle  courage  in  those  generous  hearta. 
Which  strive  by  vertue  to  triumph  ore  dee^ 
Whilst  honour^  height  the  wage  of  worth  iBBparts^ 
What  hence  is  hop*d,  or  wbibt  we  here  draw  breath: 
Loe,  found,  notfaiu'd,  how  m«n  aooomplisb'd  i 
Both  prais*d  bekiw,  and  gkxift*d  above. 

O  thou,  fWmi  whom  all  what  we  praise  doth  streame, 
lift  up  my  soule,  my  sprite  with  poweriaapire; 
That  straying  wits,  who  fayn'd  ideas  dreaoie. 
May  magnaninrity  in  men  admire, 
Who  sought  thy  glory,  not  affecting  fame. 
And  yet  what  courage  courts  did  all  acquire  ; 
The  truth  not  wrong'd,  to  please  Lord  pardon  m^ 
In  method,  timc^  and  circumstances  free. 

Sterne  Anmion's  armes  when  labesh  was  eodosM, 
In  her  defenders  did  such  feare  infuse. 
That  breached  walles  (all  naked)  were  expoe'd. 
As  weake,  else  wone,  the  owners  to  accuse; 
Who  on  defence  no  further  then  reposM, 
But  last^  for  hope,  a  wretched  hdpe  did  nse^ 
To  fawne  on  foo,  and  seeke  (they  thus  appeasM) 
What  safety  those  who  jonght  their  inine^  pleasM. 
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Then^Nabaft,  vbo  ocmld  not  hit  pride  mfipresi, 
(As  empty  bhuldcra  blowne  op  wKb  the  winde) 
Did  dreame  vbat  way  to  double  their  distresses 
That'still  their  shame  might  basely  be  designed, 
And  to  this  bargaine  proudly  did  them  preise, 
That  they  (without  right  eys)  should  live,  halfe 


A  plaguy  pardoa  which  did  lose,  when  spare^ 
**  Of  wicked  men  the  mercies  cmell  are.*' 

Bat  the  besiegM  all  in  a  desperate  state, 
("  The  present  fcare  breeds  greatest  borrour  still'*) 
Sought  Grst  that  they  by  messengers  might  tr^at 
With  other  Hebrews,  to  prevent  their  ill, 
And  if  not  so  soone  help*d,  short  was  the  date. 
When  they  should  render,  resting  on  his  will : 
Who  thus  some  comfort  or  excuse  might  claime. 
All  Israeli  so  made  partners  of  their  shame. 

To  this  request  he  quickly  did  consent. 
All  strength  else  scom'd,  who  trusted  in  his  owne, 
For,  if  the  rest,  that  succour  crav*d,  not  lent. 
He  judged  them  straight  as  with  that  town  ore- 
thrown; 
His  raving  thoughts  for  new  destgnes  were  bent, 
As  this  for  certaine,  all  the  world  had  knowne ; 
"  loe,  thus  lafge  counts  proud  foolesibr  long  time 
make,  [backc.'^ 

Though  Death  still  treads  each  foot-step  at  their 

As  wing*d  with  leares  to  haste  the  bop*d  reliefs, 
,  At  Qibea  be  arriT'd  whom  f ahesh  sent. 
Whilst  groaoea  and  teares  (as  in  commission  chlefe) 
More  prompt  for  woe  would  needs  the  toogneprevent. 
They  firrt  naurp*d  the  place,  as  sent  from  griefe. 
While  as  the  coun(t>nance  did  the  minde  comment : 
Yet  from  their  weaknesse  gathering  some  more 

strength, 
Sighs  ushering  words,  this  wrestled  out  at  length. 

"  Your  wretched  brethren  who  in  Oilead  dwell, 
Of  Qod*s  choice  people  (Abraham's  heires)  a  part. 
By  Ammon's  bands  whose  bseasts  with  pride  doe 
swell,  [smart. 

Have  suSred  harmes  which  might  make  rocks  to 
Indignities  which  I  disdame  to  tell. 
Such  shame  my  lace,  and  honour  fills' my  heart : 
By  patting  out  one  eye,  some  covet  peace ; 
TiKMigh  great  the  losse,  yet  greater  the  disgrace. 

If  y^^  ^^  conditioa,  labesh  did  compose, 
If  in  seven  dayes  we  succour  not  receive. 
More  happy  they  who  both  their  eyes  doe  lose^ 
^en  who  for  object  such  a  tyrant  have, 
Who  even  ore  God  seekes  to  insult  in  those, 
J[*wm  from  his  altars  he  doth  bragge  to  reave: 
Tne  losse  of  light  (if  this  not  griev'd>were  light. 
Though  all  our  dayes  (when  blinde)  provM  but  one 
night 

"  His  pow'r  too  much  esteemed,  ours  not  at  all, 
5J»  *»n  »e  gather,  doth  of  purpose  sUy, 
Jn»t  (ss  he  dreames)  all  quickly  kill'd,  or  thrall, 
ramc  flow'd  from  many  springs  exhaust  he  may; 
fj,  ^8ypt*«  foyle,  and  many  nations'  &11, 
^1  for  his  glory  had  prepared  the  way : 
Th»  victory  must  by  all  those  be  grac'd, 
^  *  c«ptlv'd  wooden  in  his  triiampb  plac'd. 
VOU  V.  r-  r- 


**  Oft  when  men  sooraM,  (3od  did  regard  our  grones, 
And  from  great  troubles  did  us  free  before. 
Who'  pow  rfull,  just,  aud  mercifiill  at  once. 
Peace  to  his  people  when  he  would  restore, 
As  reeds,  crush  *d  scepters,  breaking  brittle  thornes, 
And  by  meane  meanes  to  be  admir'd  the  more. 
What  man  not  mock'd  at  Midiaa's  scomfull  flight } 
How  oft  did  one  against  a  number  fight  ?  ^ 

'*  Then  (sir)  it  seemes  that  who  guards  lacob^s  seed, 

To  bunour  you  doth  this  occasion  move. 

That  at  this  time  you  (eminent)  may  breed. 

In  strangers  terrour,  in  your  people  love^ 

For  if  this  battell  (as  we  hope)  succeed. 

It  your  election  highly  would  approve :  / 

And  that  conceit  which  at  the  flrat  one  giiines,      ^ 

It  fix*d  for  ever  in  the  minde  remaines. 

**  Since  oome  to  urge  great  haste,  I  mnst  be  short. 
That  soone  their  hopes  may  grow,  or  else  be  spent, 
Whom  if  yon  now  doe  by  your  power  support. 
Yon  free  ftom  danger,  and  your  owne  prevent* 
Else  in  worse  time,  us'd  after  in  like  sort. 
Your  owne  next  fear'd,  you  mast  our  losse  repent 
'  And  courage,  which,  now  firee,  might  praise  procure. 
Necessity  when  fbrc'd,  will  quite  obscure.* 

"  Thinke  that  you  hears  our  citizens  in  vaine. 
With  wasted  words  a  tyrant*s  rigour  ply; 
The  dead  to  envy  forc'd,  whilst  they  remaine 
Of  victors  vile  the  bitter  taunts  to  try. 
The  fiice's  beauty  once,  but  then  the  staine^ 
On  bloudy  cheekes  whilst  ugly  eyes  doe  lye; 
Thinke  Nahas  scorning  them,  and  braigging  yon. 
And  that  one  moment  lost,  breeds  danger  now. '* 

The  man  then  dumb,  griefe  did  againe  engage. 
By  speaking  passions  further  to  prevaile; 
The  common  woe  nought  could  at  first  asswage. 
Till  anger's «trength  made  pittie's  weakenesse  fiaile: 
Kindelooa  than  smoak'd  griefe,and  flam'd  forth  rage» 
But  yet  ibr  haste  to  venge,  staid  not  to  waile : 
He  wish'd  for  wings  to  flye,  where  Ammon  stay'd. 
Yet  first  attended  what  his  father  said. 

*'  That  God,'*  said  Saul,  *'whom  none  enough  can 

praise. 
His  troupes  when  Tex*d,  still  by  some  one  protects  } 
And  me  (of  inany  least)  at  last  doth  raise 
To  fight  those  baittels  which  his  will  directs; 
Oft  (that  he  thus  the  worid  may  more  amaze) 
Weake  instruments  woxke  wonderfull  effects  i 
That,  due  to  him,  none  may  usurpe  one  thoughtp 
Nor  from  his  glory'derogate  in  oug^L 

"  All  my  ambition  is  to  serve  this  state ; 
For  which  efiect,  forc'd  from  my  low  repose. 
The  Lord  was  pleas'd  (not  my  desires)  of  late, 
This  charee  on  me  (as  all  know)  to  impose; 
And  by  effects,  Gud  grant  I  may  prove  great. 
Not,  but  in  show,  as  pompous  Ethnickes  gk>8e; 
That  Godt  this  state  who  made  me  to  embrace, 
May  grace  his  choice,  and  fit  me  fbr  the  place. 

"  I  all  your  troubles  travell  to  appease. 
And  place  my  treasure  onely  in  yourhearts : 
Farre  be  delight  from  me,  and  what  may  ]Q|ease, 
Whilst  in  this  kingdoure  any  city  smarts; 
And  I  could  wish  I  might  (if  fbr  your  ease) 
To  watch  over  all,  even  part  myselfe  in  parts : 
£e 
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This  kwgdome  now  it  mait  my  body  prove. 
And  I  the  foole  by  which  it  all  should  move. 

<*  But  lest  thatwordstime  (due  todeeds)  should  wast, 
Goe,  get  3roo  baeke>  and  uoto  labesh  tdl, 
That,  ere  th«  time  which  they  designed  be  past, 
I  shall  be  there,  that  tyrant  to  ezpell;*' 
Then  whilst  they  woodred,  as  quite  chaog'd  at  last, 
Saul  did  them  all,  yea,  and  himselfe  excell : 
A  kingly  courage  kindled  had  his  minde, 

And  from  bis  face,  oujesticke  greatnesse  shin'd. 

t 

He  whom  they  had  despisM,  as  base  before. 
Of  the  least  tribes  least  fomily,  but  borne, ' 
Who  sought  strmy'd  beasts,  heard  of  his  fiUher's 
storey  [scorn; 

Whom  with.  disdaiiM  they  (when  first  raa*d)  did 
Afraid  to  be  with  him  familiar  more, 
A  reverend  awe 'had  proud  oontenpt  ooi-wome  t 
And  troupes  did  him  attend  (all  well  appeas'd) 
Imperiously  appointing  what  he  pleas'd. 

Two  oxen  then  he  did  in  pieces  share. 
Which  he  through  Israeli  did  with  terrour  tend, 
And  vow*d  solemnly,  who  did  not  repaire. 
Where  Saul  and  Samuel  did  tb^r  forces  bend. 
That  as  those  beasu  bad  been  dismembred  there. 
They,  like  from  him  (when  victor)  might  attend; 
But  in  their  hearts  Ood  such  obedience  wrought. 
That  all  to  doe  his  will,  were  quickly  brought. 

O  what  huge  troupes  their  native  homes  did  leave ! 
Of  populous  Israeli,  there  did  armed  stand. 
Three  hundred  thousand;  thirty  luda  gave. 
When  by  God  bless'd,  so  fertile  was  that  land  : 
Yet  they  by  this  did  no  high  hopes  conceive. 
Though  swarming  forth  in  number  as  the  sand : 
As  who  oft  8py*d,  confirmed  by  the  effects, 
The  God  of  battels  victory  directs. 

No  mercenary  mindes  ba»e  gaine  did  move, 
(As  whom  when  sold,  a  price  to  periU  drives) 
Bright  seale,  true  honour,  and  their codntrie's  love, 
Did  to  all  dangers  consecrate  their  lives: 
None  needed  them  to  presse,  but  to  approve, 
Arm'd  for  their  altars,  children,  goods,  and  wives, 
When  forc*d  to  fight  for  liberty  and  lands. 
Each  one  (a  captaine)  all  his  power  commands. 

When  open  force  had  banishM  private  feares. 

All  were  (though  sad)  bent  what  they  lov'd  to  quite. 

Babes*  flattViog  smiles,  wives'  wounding  sighes  and 

tears. 
Of  pleasures  past  endeer'd  the  left  delight; 
Yet  from  all  else  the  trumpets  cballeng'd  eares  s 
They  part  b«bov*d,  where  honour  did  invite, 
Which  made  their  breasts  such  gallant  gnestt  em- 
brace, 
Soft  passions  soon  gave  active  bonrage  place. 

That  sadoesie  past,  which  partings  had  contracted, 
All  fed  their  fancies  with  ideall  showesy 
And  carelesse  what  they  did,  as  quite  distracted. 
All  (breathing  battel)  Ulk'd  but  of  ore-throwes ; 
And  what  they  thought,  their  earnest  gesture  acted ; 
Each  mouth  with  brags,  each  hand  seem'd  big  with 

blowes:  [great. 

Each  ^ouldier  (swoln  with  hopes)  as  straight  grown 
With  oouDt'oanctt  stem,  look'd  high,  and  jtep'd  in 

sUte. 


All  eyes'  attendance,  lonatbaa  proowr'd» 
Wliose  march  majesticke  highly  was  esfeoIPd, 
Not  arrogant,  no,  no,  but  yet  asMr'd, 
It  some  men*s  folly,  others'  feares  cootrold : 
His  looke  imperious,  fbrc'd,  yet  milde,  alkirM 
The  proud  to  bow,  the  humble  to  be  bold : 
What  fit,  reforming,  marking  every  place ; 
His  gallant  carriage  all  the  rest  did  graoe. 

Clouds  made  the  world  (all  light  bebw  c^^ril^) 

A  driry  lodging  for  a  drowsie  lord. 

Yet  still  (as  big  with  light)  Heaven's  boeomesweird. 

And  for  one  great,  did  many  small  afifbrd: 

In  shadowes  wrapt,  a  silent  horrour  held 

All  sorts  of  guests  with  which  the  Earth  was  stored: 

The  world  seemed  dumb,  where  nought  save  breath 

did  move. 
As,  what  seem*d  d^,  it  still  alive  would  prove. 

Yet  all  the  hoast  to  nature  did  refuse 

That  tribute  due  by  every  mortal*s  eye. 

Of  matters  high  whilst  haughty  thoughts  did  muse, 

Sleep's  leaden  bands  straight  travell  did  unty ; 

Heaven  in  their  mindes  such  vigour  did  infuae, 

They  (as  it  selfe)  the  tsrpe  of  death  did  flye: 

*<  To  doe  great  things,  when  generous  minds  devise, 

Paine  pleasure  gives,  things  difficult  entice." 

But  (clouds  ditpers'd)  the  ayre  more  pure  appeared, 
Liglit  Wttshing  (as  late  rais'd)  the  depths  did  leave. 
Whilst  flaming  shields  some  trembling  glances 
clear'd,  {remfe^ 

What  night  had  reft  from  them,  th'  wjret  bniet  did 
And  spritea(thottgh  dull)  a  naturiU  ■niaiekecbear'd. 
Which  many  divensoundscaoiortBd gave:  [spring*. 
Thus  light  from  darknesse,  day  from  nigbt  ibith 
Type  of  that  chaos  first  whence  flow'd  all  things. 

Ere  that  day's  journey  Pho^us  had  begmi. 
The  armies  neere  were  drawn  unto  an  end; 
And  those  return'd,  who  first  before  had  runne» 
To  try  abroad  that  which  they  might  attend : 
They  told  how  they  (by  the  occasion  wonoe) 
To  Ammon's  tents  did  resolutely  tend. 
Whose  silence  seem'd  them  (in  suspense)  to  call. 
Some  watch'd  neere  labesh,  elsewhere  none  at  alL 

They  by  foint  flashes  of  exhausted  fires. 
There  spyde  a  camp,  as  if  from  danger  farre. 
Well  serv'd  with  all  to  which  rich  peace  aspires. 
As  if  (br  pleasure  oom'd,  to  sport  with  warre. 
They  softly  lay  (as  at  adora*d  retires)        [mane: 
Where  (all  commodious)  nought  theirrest  miglit 
Mars  onely  seem'd  to  court  his  mistrtsse  thare, 
Charg'd  with  superfluous,  of  things  ueedfuU,  bard 

**  Here  sleep  press'd  him,  there  wine  had  buried  ooe^ 
(Death  kissed  so  as  straight  imbrac'd  to  be)  [goae, 
Boords  still  were  charg*d,whence  guests  had  fa!De,not 
Cups  crown'd  with  wine  triumph'd,^as  victors,  ffecv 
Late  musick's  conducts  bruis'd  (when  tooch'd)  did 
Games'  relicts  left,  were  of  all  soits  to  see;  [groae. 
Thus  sooldiers  seem'd,  voluptuous  tokens  trac'd. 
Not  in  a  campe,  but  at  some  wedding  plac'4. 

**  Two  m  one  tent  (whilA  we  without  did  hold) 
At  tyr*d  of  sleep,  the  time  witli  worda  did  wast. 
The  truth  I  hope,  (though  not  an  meant  when  told) 
Said,  of  their  toyks^  this  night  would  be  the  last 
Then,  that  this  day  the  Hebrews  render  would, 
And  at  their  fiMithaiDselves(sconi'd  eapcif«s)  oast: 
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Th'  one  long'd  to  laugh,  when  tpyiog  them  balfe 

bliDde, 
His  mate  to  kii^  as  more  t6  ruth  iDclin'd. 


"  No  doubt  we  might  (if  willing)  where  we  went. 
Have  80OO  kiU'd  some;  and  hardly  kept  hands  pure^ 
But  would  not  so  your  enterprise  prereat. 
By  making  them  suspect  who  lay  secure  ; 
Our  thoughts  for  private  praise  were  not  so  bent, 
A  poblike  dfenger  fondly  to  procure  ;'*  [true) 

Then  (brought  from  thenoe  to  prove  their  speeches 
A  helmet  one»  a  sWord  the  other  shew. 

Thus  what  they  leam'd,  each  circumstance  dedar'd, 
In  every  breast  a  thirst  of  battell  bred. 
With  Abner  and  bis  sonne,  Saul  equall  sbar*d. 
The  glistring  squadrons  which  no  danger  dread, 
Of  which  both  resolute,  and  well  prepar'd. 
Each  one  a  hundred  and  tentboosand  led: 
The  chiefes  then  met,  who  straight  to  fight  ^d  crave, 
Saul  needlcsse  spurres  thus  to  franke  courage  gave. 

*'  Whilst  nil  events  (as  doubtful])  ballancM  be, 

Thesoaklter^mindes  their  earnest  emperoor  cheares; 

But  what  I  should  give  you,  ye  give  to  me^ 

Whose  resolution  at  an  height  appeares; 

A  courage,  yea,  a  confidence  I  see, 

Ihrough  lookes  which  lightning  eveiy  count* nanea 

cleares: 
So  that  I  ahould  (if  bent  to  move  you.  more) 
Cast  water  in  the  sea,  sand  on  the  shore. 

<<  And  0 1  what  wonder  though  ye  all  be  bold,    • 
Your  anceators'  victorious  steps  to  trace. 
Which  oft  triumph 'd  ore  mighty  states  of  old. 
Whilst  Qod  the  glory,  they  did  purchase  peace  ? 
Heaven'a  register,  by  sacred  pennes  enrold 
Their  worth  etemall,  which  each  age  must  grace : 
Who  high  exploits  securely  might  effect, ' 
When  God  bimselfe  as  captaine  did  direct 

"  With  God  at  peace,  what  can  appall  that  band. 
Whom  so  to  help  (when  need  requires  such  ayd) 
Seas  part,  rocks  rend,  food  rains,  walls  fall,  floods 


One  may  chase  thousands,  thousands  quake  dis- 
mayed, [mand, 
Whose  hearts  when  Ood,  men  may  the  rest  com- 
As  bound,  delivered,  yet  by  noiie  betray*d : 
The  wonder-worker's  power  more  plaine  to  make, 
Whilst  one  moe  captives  kept,  then  ten  could 
take? 

"  A  prey  made  sure  ye  onely  go  to  seise, 
(As  spyes  report)  which  may  even  dead  be  thought. 
Since  spoyPd  by  pleasure,  buried  in  their  ease. 
To  grace  our  labours  not  come  here,  but  brought; 
Tbk  hoast  of  ours^he  Lord  of  boasts  doth  please. 
Whose  help,  I  doubt  not,  but  ye  all  have  sought : 
U)e,  Samuel  here,  and  Saul ;  let  this  content, 
A  prophet,  and  a  prince,  by  God  both  sent, 

"  But  though  not  difficult  this  conquest  seemes^ 
Great  is  the  gk>ry  which  doth  it  attend ; 
From  bragg'd  disgrace  our  brethren  it  ledeemes, 
Which  (if  not  wofse)  would  tomird  us  extend. 
And  then  by^^e  worid  that  state  esteemes. 
Which  oft  ye  urg^d,  and  have  procured  in  th*  end; 
For,  as  this  first,  with  fome  now  credit  games. 
Your  coarse  disproT'dy  or  still  appvov'd,  ramaiois. 


"  Nor  speake  I  this,  as  wboef  ought  do  doubt. 
Since  rather  reinesthen  spurres  your  courage  needs. 
Be  providently  brave,  not  rash,  though  stout,  < 
Let  your  commander's  words  direct  jrourdeeda^'  • 
And  thinke  ye  see  me  still  to  marke  about. 
Whose  gallant  carriage  greatest  glory  breeds  t 
No  valour  thus  in  vaine  shall  be  set  forth. 
One  shall  both  witnesse  and  reward  your  worth. 

"  But  why  do  I  our  victory  delay. 

And  force  your  fury  idlie  thus  to  bume? 

Oo^  go,  wound,  kill,  take,  spoyle,  and  leade  away, 

That  straight  in  triumph  we  may  all  returnee 

I  see  m  floods  of  bloud  dead  bodies  stray, 

I  heare  you  shout  for  joy,  for  griefe  them  mmime: 

And  whirst  soom*d  ransomes  have  your  bands  not 

All  sacrifice  at  bst,  as  first  ye  pray*d,"       latai'd* 

Then  godly  Samuel  fortifi'd  them  mora. 

By  sprituall  pow'r,  then  all  their  weapons  e)se» 

He  pmy'd  with  faith,  and  did  with  z^Je  adore. 

Which,  more  then  offrings,  wrath  for  sinne  expels. 

Then,  ail  religious  rites.perform*d  before, 

Which  might  draw  help  from  Heaven,  stay  harm 

from  Hen's, 
He  by  his  blessing  more  oonfirm'd  their  mindea. 
Then  ai  1  could  do,  though  joy  n*d  from  Thule  t|0  lades. 

This  mighty  army  did^t  selfo  divide. 
And  by  three  wayes  all  forward  went  one  way. 
The  dust,  which  in  a  cloud  them  ieem'd  to  hide. 
Even  it,  by  coyermg«  did  them  first  betray  | 
When  carelesse  Aounon  numbrous  krael  spy'd. 
Though  dull  amazement  mludes  a  space  did  sUy, 
All  with  confusion. sundry  things  advis'd,   [pris*d." 
'*  Rise,  runne,  haste,  anne,  nnke,  march,  we  are  sur- 

Three  armies  vicw'd,  each  from  a  severall  part. 
Come  not,  and  labesh  as  they  did  expect. 
Who  promised  hdd  (to  sooth  them  so  with  art) 
That  they  that  day  would  further  hopes  neglect. 
And  this  with  terrour  toss'd  the  strongest  heart ; 
None  knew  what  way  their  forces  to  direct; 
The  world  conjur'd,  seem'd  all  against  them  arm!d, 
Whtl'stglistiing  squadronsfrom  eachcomer  swarm'd. 

Yet  with  great  baijte,  what  might  be,  was  perform*d, 
And  nothing  requisite  was  left  undone ; 
The  first  confusion  bravely  was  reform*d. 
And  the  tumultuous  bands  all  setled  soone  { 
Then  haughty  Nahas,  who  extreamely  storm'd, 
Though  griefo,  and  nge,  his  accents  did  mistoone  ; 
He,  to  his  troops,  ere  enemies  could  them  reach. 
With  desp'nte  courage  did  roare  forth  this  ipeecb. 

*'  Hath  dasUrd  labesh  thus  with  us  di^guis'd  ? 
Or  must  their  shame  be  witnessed  by  those  bands  ? 
Then,  let  us  prove  (though  by  our  foes  despik!d) 
As  seas  in  pdwer,  since  they,  in  number,  sands. 
So  shall  they  finde  (though  thinking  us  snrpria'd) 
That  they  in  ours,  we  fall  not  in  their  hands : 
They  now  to  fight  are  all  together  brought. 
Whom  else  when  sever'd,  we  with  toyle  bad  sought, 

**  We  must  be  great,  or  not  be,  in  short  space^ 
For,  though  so  sought,  no  safety  flight  attends,  j 

But  what  base  breast  can  such  vile  thoughtsimbnce? 
'  Shame,  even  then  death,  a  step  mora  low  descends;' 
Losse  now  not  onely  threatens  ns*d  disgrace. 
But  what  to  labesh  ye,  to  you  portends; 
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I         This  hoast  as  earet  not  now  for  glory  strives. 

But  (man's  fast  hope)  we  figitt  to  save  our  lives. 

I*  .   . 

*'  It  seemes,  that  Fortune,  carioas  of  onr  fame, 

For  some  great  end  hath  brought  us  to  those  straits, 

Where  we,  when  victoni,  all  the  praise  may  claime. 

And  leave  (if  dt^)  the  burden  on  the  Pates; 

The  greatest  deeds  adorning  any  name, 

Were  done  by  men,  when  in  most  desp'rat  states: 

High  resolution  dpsp*rat  valour  brings. 

Who  hope  for  nothing,  may  contemne  all  things. 

"  My  bands,  and  not  my  tongue,  must  make  you 
stout,  [leave; 

Which  bloody  paths,  where  you  may  tread,  shall 
If  mix*d  with  theirs,  what  though  our  bloud  guSh  oat? 
Strive  to  revenge  oar  death,  not  life  to  save, 
And  let  our  ftills  presse  downe  their  bands  about. 
Which  by  our  mine,  mine  may  receive; 
So  may  they  rue  our  losse,  as  too  deare  bought : 
Who  Kre^stiil  something,  but  the  dead  waile  nought," 

The  trampets'  sound  drown'd  the  last  words  in  th' 

ayre, 
Whose  brasen  breath  (as  animating  Steele) 
Made  metall  march,  a  moving  creature  there. 
Though  wanting  sense,  yet  to  make  others  feele ; 
The  driry  dramihesboth  camps  with  horrouis  square, 
Did  eqaall  once,  whil'st  feare  made  neither  reelc : 
Each  bounds  rebounds  the  sounds  of  brasse  and 

breath, 
A  martiall  musieke,  courage  tun'd  for  death. 

The  winged  weapons  with  a  threatning  6ight 
(Sharpe  messengers  of  death)  first  bloud  did  reave ; 
Black  -clouds  of  darts  (a  deadly  storme  at  height. 
Death  rain*d  .in  many  drops)  red  flouds  did  leave, 
An  arpt^of  arrows  darkned  all  their  sight. 
That  where  to  fight,  they  so  a  shade  might  have ; 
But  griev'd  to  lose  their  blows,  whil'st  whose  pot 
Each  onemsb'dforward  to  avouch  his  own.  [known, 

O  !  with  what  fury  both  together  ranne, 
Whos6  violence  did  vent  it  selfe  in  smokes  ! 
When,  ere  they  joynM,  the  battel  1  was  b«>gun. 
With  bragging  gestures,  and  outragious  looks ; 
43ome,  red  with  rage,  sought  that  which  some  did 
shunne,  [brooks: 

Whom  feare  made  pale,  whiPst  passing  crimson 
How  mindes  are  sway'd  a  danger  clearly  tels, 
Whil*st  foare  sinks  downe,  or  fourage  higher  swels. 

Bat  when  they  once  did  swords  in  bloud  imbme. 
The  en*mies  challengk),  changing  blows  or  breath. 
All  irritated  then,  more  earnest  grew. 
The  publike  wrong  enlarged  by  private  wrath ; 
Who  felt  their  wounds,  and  did,  who  gave  them  view. 
They  no  revenge  altow'd,  till  seal'd  by  death ; 
All  (save  their  foes,  no  object  else  in  sight,  - 
Nor  Heaven,  nor  Earth)seem*d  Hi  the  ayre  to  fight. 

Weake  words  in  vaine  would  pow'rfall  deeds  fbrth 
The  trampets*  sounds  my  darmg  lines  abate;  [set: 
AU  there  concnrr*d  what  generous  thoughts  could 

whet. 
Bright  glory  angling  hearts  with  honour's  baite ; 
Franke  courage  then  with  desp*rate  forie  met. 
Pride  wit1i  (iontempt,  and  with  old  wrongs  new  hate : 
Then,  Fame  was  spy'd  att^ding  with  a  pen. 
To  register  the  acts  of  worthie  men. 


They  others'  bodies  fiercdy  did  pnrnie, 
And  theirs  expos'd  to  all,  as  not  tlieirs,  loe. 
Them  from  themselves  a  generoos  ardour  dretr. 
What  suffering  carelesse,  onely  bent  to  do, 
A  way  for  foes  -enforcM,  armes,  as  untme,      [too ; 
SeemM  (red  with  bloud)  to  blush,  though  voaoded 
Some  swords,  through  armour,  foit;*d  apassage  quite; 
Some  beaten  backe  did  burst,  and  breake  for  SjHte. 

Though  many  brave  men  grac'd  the  Hcibrew  baod^ 
Saul  (as  a  snnne  amidst  lesse  lights  who  shio'd) 
First  (as  for  state)  for  valour  striv'd  to  stand. 
Of  body  high,  but  yet  more  high  in  minde. 
And  (eminent)  there  where  he  did  command. 
Made  friends,  and  foe<t,  both  cause  to  marke  him. 
Till  his  example  strange  effects  did  breed,    [fiode^ 
Which  some  would  second,  others  wouhl  exceed. 

B^ve  lonathan,  proud  Ammon  to  abate. 
When  his  fierce  squadron  was  imbaik'd  in  bload, 
A  godly  anger,  and  a  holy  bate, 
(No  ill  effects  come  from  a  cause  so  good) 
Of  many  lives  did  cleare  the  doobtfnll  date. 
Which  flow'd  in  tfa'  ajrre  amidst  a  crimson  flood: 
And  what  his  looks,  or  words,  did  roost  perswade^ 
His  hands  in  |ption  demoostratioD  madei 

Shafts  several!  roomes  (by  conquest)  now  did  gaioe^ 
Which  were  of  late  all  in  one  lodgmg  pent. 
For  quivers,  quivering  bodies,  th^n  containe; 
The  bow  as  barren  then,  the  off'-spring  spent, 
Whil'st  breaking  strings(as  sighing)Beem*d  to  pUune, 
And  burst  at  last,  in  vame  loath  to  be  bent. 
Or  as  an  abject  tree  to  be  throwne  downe, 
Which  interest  had  in  Ionathan*s  renowne. 

Though  arrows  first,  made,  by  oommisMon,  warre^ 
And  what  hands  bragg'd,  seem'd  through  the  ayre 

to  breathe. 
Straight  forward  courage  scom'd  to  fight  afiarre. 
By  blows,  at  hazard,  trafiicking  with  death  ; 
He  wi<  h  a  tree  more  strong  did  squadrons  marre ; 
The  speare,  a  gywnt,  darts  were  dwarffs  of  wrath ; 
Iff  even  when  crushed,  a  number  did  confou^; 
To  vetige  the  whole,  each  splinter  gave  a  wound. 

That  which  trae  worth  most  honour  hath  to  usc^ 
When  this  great  Hebrew's  hand  to  tossc  began. 
Which  onely  cuts,  where  other  weapons  bmisa. 
Of  armes  the  glory,  ornament  of  man ; 
A  storme  of  stroaks  in  foes  did  feare  infbse. 
Which  there  wrought  wonders,  fame  forever  wanne: 
His  face  see'm'd  clad  with  flames,  th'  eyes  lightned  so, 
Starres  to  his  owne,  and  comets  to  his  foe« 

Couragions  Abner  courted  gtorie's  love. 
No  rash  direeioif  but  to  action  swif^ 
That  even  his  place  pale  envy  did  approve. 
As  his  desert,  and  not  his  soveraignels  gift ; 
It  seemM  a  thousand  hands  his  sword  did  mov^ 
His  minde  so  high  a  generous  rage  did  lift: 
At  heart,  or  eye,  which  should  the  first  arrive, 
The  lightnmg  glance  and  thundring  blow  did  strive. 

Like  Autumn's  spoyls  a  publfcke  prey  which  fall. 
When  low  stretch'd  out  lay  Amnion's  loftie  brood, 
It  did  their  king  amaze,  but  not  appall. 
Though  in  thehr  wounds  acknowledging  his  blood. 
Yet  he  (whose  strength  was  lessened  in  them  all) 
A  while  relenting  (as  distracted)  stood : 
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Bat  wben  weake  panknis  nrgr'd  the  us^  releefe, 
Rage  in  their  foontaines  dry*«l  the  strmnes  of  griefe. 

The  framing  tyrant,  swolne  with  high  disdaioe, 
(What  had  cool*d  some  him  farther  did  eoflame) 
Td  bound  at  oDce,  state,. fortune,  life,  and  raigne; 
Not  rictory,  no,  rengeancc  was  his  aymej 
A  glorioos  life  not  hoping  more  to  gaine, 
He  thoaj^t  by  death  to  frustrate  threatened  shame, 
But,  of  fioes  kili'd,  would  first  a  mount  have  made. 
Where  (as  in  triumph)  he  might  lye,  wben  dea^. 

I'knov  not  if  more  beat  to  give,  or  take, 

That  which  (well  weighed)  is  an  indifferent  thing, 

The  raging  Pagan,  thus  his  people  spake, 

**  What  poore  life  can  not,  liberall  death  doth  bring. 

And  yoQ  (though  subjects)  may  my  equals  make, 

Loe,  without  treason  you  may  match  your  king: 

C^owne,  throne,  or  scepter,  fates  no  more  allow. 

And  by  the  iword  all  may  be  soveraignes  now." 

As  two  great  torrents  strivhig  for  one  way, 

Raise  mounts  of  sands,  raze  heights,  spoUe  tree,  and 

town. 
And  (that  th'  one's  name  the  other  swallow  may) 
What  ever  doth  resist,  beare  thence*  or  drowne ; 
So,  of  their  fury  what  the  course  did  stay,  [downe, 
SauPs  matchlesse  sonne,  and  Amnion's  lord  beat 
Th'eyea  earnest  gave^  whil^they  at  distance  stay'd, 
That,by  tbenr  hands^tbe  rest  should  straight  be  pay'd. 

Wbea  Israel's  gallant  had  beheM  a  space. 
The  fierce  Barbarian  opening  up  the  throng. 
He  cry'd  to  all  aloud,  **  Give  place,  give  place, 
Let  none  usurpe  what  doth  to  me  belong ; 
This  man  my  life,  and  I  his  death  must  grace. 
Who  marre  Uie  match  would  but  to  both  do  wrong  : 
A  vulgar  ban4  must  not  his  end  procure,' 
He  stands  too  glorious  to  fall  downe  obscure.** 

Some  drawn  by  feare,  and  some  by  reverence  mov'd. 
The  distance  twixt  them  vanhh'd  soone  away; 
Like  rivall  bulls  which  had  one  heifer  lov'd, 
And  through  the  flocks  with  braudish'd  homes  did 

stray, 
Whil'^tth'oneresolv'd^and  tb' other  desperate  prov'd. 
Both  with  gnax  Airy  did  enforce  their  way,  < 

Whose  tnmps^  enflam*d  by  bearing  their  high  words. 
Bid  in  tbeir  action  emulate  their  lords. 

Those  two  transported  did'together  rinne. 
As  if  both  hoasts  did  onely  in  them  fight, 
Tbey,  with  short  processe,  gronnd  did  lose  and  wmne, 
Vrg'd,  shuon'd,  fbrc'd,  fiiyn'd,  bow'd,  rais'd,  hand, 

leg,  left,  right. 
Advanc'd,  retirvl,  rebated,  and  gave  in. 
With  reason  fury,  courage  joyn*d  with  slight : 
So  earnest  mhides  and  bended  bodies  press*d. 
That  then  the  blowes,  the  ayming  more  distress'd. 

To  sell  bis  life  the  Etbnicke  onely  sought. 
Bat  valuM  it  so  much,  though  but  in  vsine, 
Thatclonds  of  daits,and  swoHs  too  few  were  thought 
To  force  the  fortresse  where  it  did  remaine. 
So  that,  (by  one  to  last  extreames  thns  brought) 
His  fury  was  converted  to  disdaine ;     - 
Shame  joyniog  with  despaire,  death  did  impose, 
^  morcy  then  crpwne  or  iifo,  be  tiv'd  to  lose. 


By  blowes  redoubled  cfasrginfr  every  way, 
Whilst  he  but  wish'd  who  did  him  kill,  to  kill, 
Bloud  leaving  him,  his  danger  did  betray,* 
Which  rage  in  vaine,  would  have  dissembl^  still. 
And  th'  other  storm*d  so  long  with  one  to  stay. 
Who  might  elsewhere  fields  with  dead  bodies  fill ; 
lust  indignation  all  his  strength  did  bend. 
The  heart  coqjuring  hands  to  make  an  end. 

The  Hebrew  us'd  at  once  both  strength  and  art; 
Tb'  one  hand  did  ward,  a  blow  the  other  gave, 
Which  hit  his  head  (the  marke  of  many  a  dart) 
Whose  batt'red  temples  fearefbll  sense  did  leave; 
The^treacherous  helmet  tooke  the  strongest  part, 
And  bruis'd  those  braines  which  it  was  set  to  save ; 
Yet  dying  striking,  last  he  th'  earth  did  wound. 
Whose  fall  (as  some  great  oakes)  made  it  rebound. 

His  eyes  againe  began  to  gather  light, 
And  lonathan  (when  victor)  to  relent. 
But  straight  just  hate  presented,  as  in  sight. 
His  barbarous  actions,  and  abhorr'd  intent ; 
How  (vainely  vaunting  of  a  victor's  right) 
That  all  his  thoughts  to  cruelty  were  bent: 
Whose  raging  minde,  on  captives  strangely  strict. 
Then  bondage,  spoyle,  or  death  would  more  inflict. 

"  Thou  tyrant,  thou,"  said  he,  "  who  didst  devise. 
Else  farre  from  fame,  for  ill  to  be  renown'd. 
Those halfe-blindeHebrews  whom  thou did*st  despise, 
They  vengeance  urge,  they,  they,  give  thee  this 

wound;" 
With  that,  by  his  right  eye  (who  striv'd  to  rise) 
The  flaming  sword  amidst  his  brajrnes  he  drown'd; 
Whose  guilty  ghost,  where  shadowes  never  end. 
With  indignation,  grudging  did  descend.    . 

As  if  Heirs  furies  had  thy  sprite  inspir'd. 
Prodigious  creature,  monster  inhumane, 
Loe,  what  have  all  thy  cruelties  acquir*d. 
Which  thus  with  interest  time  retumes  againe. 
But  Hell,  when  hence,  and  here,  whence  now  retir'd. 
That  thy  remembrance  odious  may  remaine : 
Yet  with  this  comfort  thou  abandon'st  breath. 
The  hand  of  lonathan  adoin'd  thy  death. 

As  some  fierce  lyon,  raging  through  the  fields, 
(Which  of  beasts  kill'd  contemnes  the  tasted  bloud) 
Doth  hunt  another,  when  another  yeelds, 
Yet^  wanton,  riots,  as  for  sport  not  food ; 
So  lacob's  gallant  (breaehing  many  shields) 
Bent  for  more  prey,  with  him  no  kxiger  stood, 
And  till  their  chiefe  his  followers  followed  too. 
Nought  did  seemedone,  whil'st  ought  remain'd  to  do. 

All  brad's  squadrons,  circling  Ammon  in. 
Straight  at  his  center  threatning  were  to  meet. 
Which  poynt  (the  last  man  kill'd)  all  march'd  to 

^  winne. 
Where  halfe  dead  bodies  made  a  breathing  street. 
All  striv'd  to  end«  as  lately  to  begin, 
Whiftt  dust  did  dry  what  blood  and  sweat  made  weetj 
Mars  courting  courage,  first  shin'd  bright  about. 
But  then  with  horroor  tum'd  his  inside  out. 

Saul  as  ov'r  bodies  then  did  raigoe  in  hearts, 

O  how  farre  chang'd  firom  what  be  first  had  been ! 

And  by  plaine  valour,  scocning  usuall  arts. 

The  emulous  Abner  eminent  was  seene  ; 

These  three,  at  first  which  charged  from  divers  parts, 

Seem'd  foes  oppoa'd*  tbeir  foes,  as  cbaop'df  between  t 
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Whom  (from  <Moiiiikrtog»  »itt  them  nought  might 
They  bpit  beat  down^  to  make  a  patent  way.  [stay) 

When  hopet  on  donbts  no  longer  did  depend, 
Whilft  Israel's  coJonrs  rictory  did  beare, 
Some  seemM  to  grieve  that  warre  so  toone  would  end, 
And  strfT*d  in  time  whattrophees  they  might  reare; 
Whilst  flattring  Glory,  lofty  thoughts  to  bend, 
la  gorgeous  robes  did  whisper  in  each  eare, 
"  What  brave  man  now  my  beauties  will  embrace, 
To'T)feed  (Fame's  mintons)  an  immortall  race  ?" 

When  through  the  camp  their  soveraign*^  death  was 

known, 
A  sad  confusion  seaz'd  on  Amnion's  brood. 
Then  lords  of  none,  no,  no,  nor  yet  their  owne. 
As  strangers  stray'd,  they  all  distracted  stood. 
And  ere  by  foes,  eVn  by  themselves  ore-thiown. 
An  ycie  coldnease  did  congeale  their  bloud : 
"  None  fully  vanquishM  are  till  first  they  yeeld, 
And,  till  first  left,  doe  nater  lose  the  flcld.»» 

Hopes  (dMMgfa  once  high)  then  fain  down  in  their 
No  way  was  left  for  a  secure  retreat  j  [feet, 

To  flye  was  shamefull,  yet  to  live  was  sweet. 
And  they  themselves  more  lov'd,  then  foes  did  hate; 
Them  death(8tinsteme)  where  ever  tum*d,  did  meet: 
Each  sword*s  bright  glance,  seei^M  summons  from 

their  fate : 
O  how  base  feare  doth  make  some  sprfghts  to  faile. 
Heart  faint,  hands  weake,  eyes  dimme,  the  face 

grows  pale. 

Of  broken  bands  the  trouble  was  extreme. 
Who  felt  ils  worst,  and  yet  imagin*d  more: 
Spoile,  danger,  bondage,  feare,  reproach,and  sbame^ 
Did  still  encroach  beside,  behinde,  before ; 
And  yet  their  hearts  (if  hearts  they  had)did  dreame. 
Those  in  one  masse,  and  all  confusion*s  store : 
They,  wishing  death,  although  they  fear*d  to  dye. 
First  from  themselves,  then  from  all  else  did  tlye. 

The  slaughter  tb^  all  measure  did  snrpasse; 
Whilst  victors  nig'd,  bloud  from  each  hand  did  rainej 
The  liquid  rubies  dropping  downe  the  grasse, 
With  scarlet  streames  the  fatall  fields  did  staine ; 
Till  they,  with  dust  congeal'd  (a  horrid  masse) 
(By  bodies  stop'd)  a  marrish  did  remaine. 
Through  which  who  waded,  wounded  did  appeare. 
And  loathM  that  bloud  which  once  was  held  so 
deare. 

They  who  when  strong,  their  neighbours  did  deride. 
And  (then  of  mine,  dreaming  nothing  lesse) 
Would  warre  with  God,  and  in  the  height  of  pride 
His  chosen  people  labour  to  oppresse; 
They  now  all  fcilPd,  else  scattered  on  each  side. 
Felt  what  they  threatned,  bondage  and  distresse: 
"  Thus  ofl  they  fall,  who  others  doe  pursue, 
.Men  drinke  the  dregs  of  all  the  ills  they  brew." 

Though  Israeli  thus  had  Ammon  quite  ore-throwne, 
Saul,  nor  his  sonne,  did  not  insult  the  more ; 
No  pompethroughlabesh  past  with  trumpets  blowne. 
The  pointed  captives  fettred  them  before. 
So  first  when  victors  eminently  showne. 
That  their  new  state  a  triumph  might  deeore. 
Whilst  two-fbld  glory  just  applauses  claym*d, 
A  king  and  conqueroor  both  at  once  proclaim'd. 


No,  BO,  their  breasts  foch  faociet  loud  not  brad^ 
As  if  themselves  had  their  delivery  wrongfat; 
By  piety  not  by  ambitioo  led, 
Farre  from  vaine  praise,  they  lsrad*s  safety  loiighl, 
Charg*d  by  God*s  hand,  they  knew  th^t  Ammon  fled. 
And  from  his  favour  derogating  nought. 
Where  tumid  Gentiles  would  have  braggM  abcosid; 
Their  gloiry  was  to  glorifie  their  God. 

Whilst  joyfull  labesh  opened  up  her  ports. 
Sweet  freedome's  treasure  did  enrich  their  eyes; 
Men,  women,  children,  people  of  all  sorts. 
With  voyces  as  distracted  piero'd  the  skyes; 

0  how  each  one  of  them  the  rest  eahorts,  . 

To  sound  his  praise  who  pittied  had  their  cryes ! 
And  (as  wrong  fbnnded)  any  joy  was  griefe. 
Save  for  God's  gk>ry,  more  then  their  reliefe. 

Wives  forth^  with  haste  did  to  their  husbands  rinnet 
Who  told  to  them  (describii^  dangers  past) 
"  Hence  Saule  first  charg'd,  there  Abner  entred  in. 
Here  we  about  them  did  a  compaase  cast ; 
There  fonathan  with  Nahas  did  beginne. 
And  kill'd  him  here,  where,  loe,  he  lyes  at  last:" 
But  forward  kindenesse  this  discourse  doth  suy, 
Th*  one's  lips  must  point  that  which  another's  say. 

Troops  call'd  ak>w'd  (mov*d  by  this  battell  mndi) 
**  Where  are  they  now  who  ask*d  if  Saul  sbookl 

raigne? 
Let  swords  (yet  smoking)  purge  the  land  of  aoch. 
Who  from  base  envyimrsted  out  diadaine;** 
Yet  them  milde  Saul  would  suflbr  none  to  touch. 
But  said,  no  ck>ud  so  cleare  a  day  shoold  atame: 
And  since  the  Lord  all  Israel  had  releev'd. 
None  should  be  kill'd  hr  him,  no,  nor  yet  griev^ 

Ere  flames,  yet  hot,  eirtinguish'd  were  againe. 
The  Lord's  gr«it  prophet  will'd  them  all  to  go 
To  Gilgall  sti^ight,  there  to  confirme  his  raigne;, 
In  that  new  state  grown  fearfull  to  each  foe  j 
Where  sacred  offrings  liberally  were  slainoy 
The  late  delivery  to  acknowledge  so:  [rnhid^ 

As  bloud  from  beasts,  praise  flow'd  from  gratefbU 
Each  one  himselfe  for  further  service  binds. 

By  sacrifice  the  kingdome's  right  renu'd. 
This  speech  to  Israel,  matchlesse  Samuel  made. 
**  Loe,  granted  isall  that  for  which  you  su'd,  [leade: 
There  stands  the  king,  who  should  your  squadrons 
My  soooes  are  here,  time  hath  my  strength  subdu'd  { 
Age  crown'd  with  white  triumphs  upon  my  head ; 
Eyes  dimme,  legges  weake,  (infirmities  growne  rife) 
Death  hath  beseig'd  the  lodging  of  my  life. 

»*  Though  all  my  dayes  in  charge,  I  challenge  you, 
Let  each  man  speake  (as  he  hath  reason)  free. 
Before  the  lord,  and  bis  anointed  now  ; 
No  crimes  cooceale,  I  come  accus'd  to  be,    [bow  } 
Whatbragge,  or  bribe,  hath  made  myjudgmeat 
Whoae  oxe,  oi*  asse,  bath  taken  beene  by  me  ? 
Whome  have  I  harm'd,  or  wrong'd,  ingooda  or  feme? 

1  stand  to  satisfie  who  ever  claime." 

The  people  straight  (appland'mg)  did  reply,  [best  j* 
**  With  heart,  and  hands  still  pure,  thou  diM  the 
For  witnesses,  then,  both,  who  loud  did  cry. 
With  his  iievtenant,  did  great  God  attest: 
O  happy  iudge,  who  well  did  live  and  dye, 
Still  prais*d  on  th'Earth !  in  Heaven  with  glory  rest; 
At  that  great  day,  whom  all  with  Christ  shall  sec, 
To  judge  those  iudges  who  not  fblkiv^  thee 
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"  Tlieni»'*  aid  the  pnipfaet,  **  tinoe  by  all  approv'd, 
I  must  wkh  you;  before  that  God  contend, 
Who  ffooi  CaMea,  laraeC*  syre  remo^'d, 
And  higUy  hoiiour*d  as  hi»  spectall  friend ; 
Who  8av*d  milde  baac,  holy  laoob  lov'd. 
And  in  all  oountriei  did  bim  stHl  attend : 
(A  covenant  cootriT*d,  with  all  his  race) 
Who  multiply'd  them  much,  in  little  space. 


"From  rigorou&£gy]»t's  more  then  barthenous  yoke, 
"Wlten  taught  by  wonders  to  admire  his  might. 
He  led  them  forth,  free  from  each  stumbling  block; 
In  deserts  wilde,  him  to  contemplate  right ; 
And  did  give  laws,  as  of  that  state  the  stock, 
A  rare  repnblike,  at  perfection's  height ; 
The  Lord  (great  general!  of  those  chosen  bands) 
TVsok  townes,  gain*d  haUels,  and  did  conquer  lands ! 

**  Bat  wheA  he  once  had  stablish'd  well  their  state, 
(All  those  great  works  remembred  then  no  more) 
Your  fothecB,  folse,  apostates,  and  ingrate, 
(Abhomination)  idols  did  adore. 
So  that  (incens'd  with  indignation  great) 
Tlieir  jealous  Ood  would  Ihem  protect  no  more  j 
'Who,  that  they  so  might  humbled  be  againe, 
To  bondage  base  abandoned  did  remaine. 

*'  With  hearts  brought  low,  and  souls  rais'd  up  aloft, 
When  godly  griefe  dissolv'd  it  selfe  in  groans, 
TheLordjfiret  mov'd  with  sighs, with  teares  made  soft, 
CharmM  with  the  musicke  of  their  pretious  moans> 
For  their  delivery  sent  great  captaines  oft, 
Whodid  their  state  restore,bruis'd  strangers'  thrones: 
Till  snccesse  did  to  all  the  world  make  knowne. 
That,  save  by  sinne,  they^rouldnotbeore-throwne. 

*'  Ganst  Aram,  Moab,  and  Canaan,  foes. 
Proud  Midians,  Ammons,  and  Philif^nes'  lands, 
Brare  Othniel,  Ehud,  and  Debora  rose. 
Then  Tphte,  Gideon,  Sampson,  strong  of  hands, 
WhiPst  God  the  generall,  his  lievteoants  those. 
Oft  (few  in  number)  thundred  downe  great  bands; 
And  by  weake  meanes  oft  thousands  fled  from  one, 
A  cake,  aa  oxen  goad,  an  assess  bone. 

"  From  dangers  oft  though  wonderftilly  sa?'d, 
Whil'st  Israers  sceptre  God  did  onely  sway. 
Yet  (as  stray'd  fancies  fondly  had  conceiv'd) 
When  Ammon's  ensignes  Nahas  did  display. 
Straight,  as  without  a  lord,  a  king,  you  craved. 
As  th*  abject  Gentiles,  basely  to  obey ; 
With  trust  in  princes,  and  in  mortaH  strength, 
Which  lodg'd  in  nostrils,  must  dislodge  at  length. 

"  Yet  if  your  king  and  you  do  serve  him  right. 

The  Lord,  of  both  will  highly  blesse  the  sUte ; 

And,  if  prophanely  walking  in  his  sight. 

Will  Tisit  both  in  wrath,  with  vengeance  great. 

And  that  you  may  behold  your  sinne,  his  might, 

Too  hanghty  minds  by  tenour  to  abate : 

Yott  riudi  (though  of  such  change  no  signe  there  be) 

Straight  clad  with  clonds,Hea?en*8  indignatioo  see.*' 

Heavens,  mnst'ring  horroor  in  a  dreadfoll  forme, 
His  beams  drawn  back,  pale  Pbcebus  did  retyre; 
As  the  worid's  funerals  tbreatning  to  performe. 
Some  flames  flash'd  forth,  not  lights,but  sparksof  yre. 
And  in  arobushment  layd  behinde  a  storme, ' 
Colds  interchoaking,  d^  grosse  engines  fire 
To  batter  th'  Earth,  which  planted  there  by  wrath, 
From  ckiods'  vast  concaves  thond'red  bolts  of  death.  ^ 
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This  signe  so  full  of  terronr  thus  procur'd, 

A  generall  feare  each  minde  with  griefe  did  sting. 

Till  all  cry'd  out  that  they  had  becne  obdur*d. 

And  highly  sinn'd  in  seeking  of  a  king ; 

The  Lord,  they  said  (bis  light fromHeaven obscured) 

Might  for  their  oro-throw  armies  justly  bring ; 

Tiien  Samuel  urg'd  to  mediate  their  peace, 

Avoyding  vengeance,  and  entreating  grace. 

The  holy  man  who  view*d  them  thus  to  smart. 
Did  aggravate  how  fisrre  they  first  did  faile. 
Yet  them  assurd,  when  flowing  from  the  heart. 
That  true  repenUnce  would  with  God  prevaile ; 
From  whom  he  wi&h'd,  that  they  would  not  depart. 
To  trust  in  trifles  which  could  not  availe: 
Since  he,  when  pleasM;  in  mercies  did  abound. 
And  with  a  frowne  might  all  the  world  confound. 

The  Lord  (he  said)  who  did  them  finit  affeet 
Them  (from  his  law  if  they  did  not  remove) 
By  hoasU  of  Heaven,  and  wonders  would  protect, 
By  promise  bound,  and  by  his  boondlease  love, 
Lest  strangers  spoyling  whom  he  did  elect, 
Weake,  or  inconstant,  he  might  seeme  to  prove : 
Then  he  to  Ood  for  them  did  earnest  call. 
And  with  tbeir  king,  when  blest,  dismist  them  alL 

Saul  thus,  when  seiz'd  of  Israelis  regall  seat. 
Whom  Gdd  chose;  Samuel  did  anoint,  all  serve, 
From  private  thoughts  estrangM,  in  all  growne  great, 
Though  first  elected,  studied  to  deserve  $ 
His  owne  no  more,  since  sacred  to  the  state. 
He  sought  how  it  to  free,  to  rule,  preserve: 
For  whice,  retyr'd,  what  course  was  fit,  he  dreamed. 
Save  when  in  action, -as  of  sight  asham'd. 


DEDICATION 

OF  THB  TRAGBDT  OF  CROBSOS. 

TO  BIS  SACRSD  MAJETir. 

DiSDAfiiB  not,  mighty  prince,  tliose  humble  Ifnes, 
Though  too  meane  musicke  for  so  dainty  eares. 
Since  with  thy  greatnesse,  learning's  glory  shines, 
So  that  thy  brow  a  two-fold  lawrell  beares : 
To  thee  the  Moses,  Phoebus  now  resignes. 
And  vertues  higbt  etemall  trophees  reares : 
As  Orpheus*  barpe,  Heavens  may  enstall  thy  peo^ 
A  liberall  light  to  guide  the  mindes  of  men. 

Altboogh  my  wit  be  weake,  my  vowes  are  strong. 
Which  consecrate  devoutly  to  thy  name 
My  Muse's  labours,  which,  er6  it  be  long. 
May  graft  some  feathers  in  the  wings  of  Fame, 
And  with  the  subject  to  conforme  my  song. 
May  in  more  loftly  lines  thy  worth  ^roclaime. 
With  gorgeous  colours  courting  g!one*s  light. 
Till  circling  seas  doe  bound  her  ventrous  flight. 

Ere  thou  wast  bom,  and  since.  Heaven  theeendeeres, 
Held  backe,  as  best  to  grace  these  last  worrt  times; 
The  world  longM  for  thy  birth  three  hundred  yeeres. 
Since  first  fore-told  wrapt  in  propheticke  rimes  $ 
His  love  to  thee,  the  Lord**  deliveries  deerti, 
From  sea,  from  sword,  from  fire,  from  chance^  ftom 

crimes, 
And  that  to  him  thoo  onely  might  be  bemid, 
Thy  selfe  was  still  the  meaDea  fooi  to  confoood. 
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I  doe  not  doubt  but  Albion's  warlike  coast, 
(an  kept  unconquer'd  by  the  Heaven's  decree) 
The  Kcta  expell'd,  the  Danes  r^Fd,  did  boast 
(In  spite  of  all  Rome's  power)  a  sUte  still  free, 
M  that  which  was  ordahi'd  (though  long  time  crost 
In  this  Herculean  birth)  to  bring  forth  thee. 
Whom  many  a  &mou8  sceptred  parent  brings 
From  an  undaunted  race  to  doe  great  things. 


Of  this  divided  ile  the  nurslings  brave, 
Earst,  from  intestine  wanes  could  not  desist. 
Yet  did  in  forraine  fields  their  names  engrave. 
Whilst  whom  one  bpoil'd  the  other  would  assist: 
Thosrt  now  made  one,  whilst  sufch  a  head  they  have, 
What  worid  of  words  were  able  to  resist  ?      [now, 
Thus  hath  thy  worth  (great  lames)  conjoynM  them 
Whom  battles  oft  did  breake,  but  never  bow. 

And  so,  most  justly  thy  renowned  deeds 
Doe  raise  thy  fame  above  the  starrsr  round. 
Which  in  the  world  a  glad  amazement  breeds, 
To  see  the  vertues  (as  they  merit)  crown'd,  - 
Whilst  thou  (great  monarch)  who  in  power  exceeds, 
WHh  vertooiisgoodnesse  do'st  vastgreatuesse  bound. 
Where,  if  thou  lik'dst  to  be  more  great  then  good, 
Thou  might'st  soone  buiU  a  monarchic  with  bloud. 

O !  this  fiure  worid  without  the  world,  no  doubt, 
Which  Neptune  strongly  guards  with  liquid  bands, 
As  aptest  so  to  rule  the  realmes  about, 
She  by  herselfe  (as  most  majesticke)  sUnds, 
Thence  ^the  world's  mistris)  to  give  jud'gement  out- 
With  full  authority  for  other  lands. 
Which  on  the  seas  would  gaze,  attending  still, 
By  wjnd-wing'd  messengers,  their  soveraigne's  will. 

The  southeme  regions  did  all  realmes  snrpasse. 
And  were  the  first  which  sent  great  armies  forth  : 
Yet  soveraignty  that  there  first  founded  was, 
Still  by  degrees  hath  drawne  unto  the  north. 
To  this  great  climate  which  it  could  not  passe, 
The  fatail  period  bounding  all  true  worth : 
For,  it  cannot  from  hence  a  passage  finde. 
By  roring  rampiers  still  with  us  confinde. 

As  waters  which  a  masse  of  earth  restraines, 
(If  they  by  swelling  high  begin  to  vent) 
Doe  rage  disdainefu'ly  over  all  the  plaines. 
As  with  strict  borders  scorning  to  be  pent: 
Even  so  this  masse  of  earth,  tl)at  thus  remaynes, 
Wall'd  in  with  waves,  if  (to  burst  out  when  bent) 
(The  bounding  flouds  ore-flow'd)  it  rush  forth,  then 
That  deluge  would  ore-run  the  worid  with  men.   * 

•Then  since  (great  prince)  the  torrent  of  thy  power 
May  dmwne  whole  nations  in  a  scarlet  floud, 
On  infidels  thy  indignation  powre. 
And  bathe  not  Christian  bounds  with  Christian  bloud : 
The  tyrant  Ottoman  (who  would  devoure 
All  the  reedeemed  souls)  may  be  withstood. 
While  as  thy  troups  (great  Albion's  emperor)  once 
Do  comfort  Christ's  afflicted  flock  which  moanes. 

Thy  thundring  troups  might  take  the  stately  rounds 
Of  Constantine's  great  towne  renown'd  in  vaine. 
And  barre  the  barbarous  Turks  the  baptizM  bounds, 
Reconquering  Godfrey's  conquests  once  agaioe; 
O,  well  spent  labours !  O  illustrious  wounds ! 
Whose  trophees  should  etemall  glory  gaihe. 
And  make  the  lyon  to  be  fear'd  farre  more. 
Then  ever  wa»  the  eagle  of  befort. 


But,  O  thrice  bappy  thou  that  oftby  tlmme 
The  boundlesie  power  for  such' an  use  contaDals ! 
Which  if  some  might  command  t»  raigne  aloqe. 
Of  all  their  life  they  would  be-bloud  the  scrmils» 
And  to  content  the  baoghtie  thoagfats  of  one 
Would  sacrifize  a  thousand  thousand  soala,  [migbl. 
Which  thou  do*st  spare,  though  having  sprite  and 
To  challeoge  all  the  world  as  thine  owne  righL 


Then  unto  whom  more  justly  could  I  give 
Those  famous  ruines  of  extoided  states 
(Which  did  the  world  of  libertie  deprive 
By  force  or  fraud  to  reare  tyrannick  aeais) 
Then  unto  thee,  who  may  and  will  not  live 
like  those  proud  monarchs  borne  to  stonny  fotes } 
But  whil'styfrank-sprited  prince,thou  this  wooldsUBee, 
Crowns  come  unsought,  and  scepters  ledL  to  tlifi& 

Vnto  the  ocean  of  thy  worth  I  send 
Those  runneb,  rising  irom  a  rash  attempt ; 
Not  that  I  to  augment  that  depth  pretoid. 
Which  Heavens  from  all  neceasitie  exempt, 
Tbe  Gods  small  gifts  of  zealous  mindes 
While  hecatombes  are  holden  in  oootempC; 
So  (sir)  I  ofiier  at  your  vertues*  sbrine 
Thb  little  incense^  or  this  smoke  of  mine. 


TO  THB  AUTBOa  OF 

THE  MONARCHICKE  TRAGEDIES. 
Wbll  may  the  programme  oftby  tragicke  sd^ 
Invite  the  curious  pompe-expecting  eyes 
To  gaze  on  present  showes  of  passed  age. 
Which  just  desert  Monarchicke  dare  baptize^  [arise 
Crownes,  thrownefrom  thrones  totombes,  detomb'd 
To  match  thy  Muse  with  a  monarchicke  theame. 
That  whilst  her  sacred  soaring  cuts  the  skyes, 
A  vulgar  subj^t  may  not  wrong  the  same  : 
And  which  gives  most  advantage  to  thy  €ame. 
The  worthiest  monarch  that  the  Sunne  can  see. 
Doth  grace  thy  labours  with  his  glorious  name» 
And  daignes  protector  of  thy  birth  to  be : 
Thus  all  monarchicke,  patron,  subject,  stile. 
Make  thee  the  monarch-tragicke  of  this  ile. 

I.  ROBERT  AYTOK. 


PRAISE  OF  THE  AUTHOR, 
Aim 

HIS  TRAGEDY  OF  DARIVf.    • 

A  SONNST. 

(QivB  place  all  ye  to  dying  Darius'  wounds, 
While  this  great  Greek  him  in  l^b  throne  t^f^^^Xi^ 
Who  fell  before  seven-ported  Thebes'  wab. 
Or  under  Ilion's  old  sky- threatening  ronods. 
Your  sowre^weet  voyce  not  halfe  so  sadly  somids. 
Though  1  confesse,  most  fomous  be  your  fob, 
Slaine,  sacrificed,  transported,  and  made  thrais  \ 
Thrown  headlong,  burnt,  and  banisbt  from  your 
Whom  Sophocles,  Euripides  have  song,    [bounds: 
And  ^schyius  in  stately  tragicke  tune  : 
Yet  none  of  all  bath  so  divinely  done 
As  matchlesse  Menstrie  in  his  native  tongne. 
II1US  Darius'  ghost  seemes  glad  now  to  be  so, 
Triumpht  on  twise  by  Atezanden  two. 

10.  MORRAT. 
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CHORUSES 

IN  TUB  TRAGEDY  OF  CROESUS. 

CHORUS  VIRtT. 

lAT  can  man's  wandring  tboaghts  confine, 

Atisfie  hifl  fancies  all  ? 

whil'st  he  wonders  doth  designe, 

n  great  things  then  doe  seeoie  but  somII; 

at  terroar  can  hb  sprite  appall, 

ilst  taking  more  then  it  can  hold, 

to  himaelfe  contentment  doth  aasigne  ; 

mhuiey  which  monsters  breeds, 

^nation  fSseds,  '  « 

i  with  high  thoughts  quite  beadlongs  rold, 

irst  seeking  here  a  perfect  ease  to  fiode, 

uld  bat  melt  mountains,  and  embrace  the  winde. 

lat  wonder  though  the  sonle  of  man 

sparke  of  Heaven  that  sbhies  below) 

wh  labour  by  all  meanes  it  can, 

e  to  it  aeU^  it  selfe  to  show? 

i  heavenly  essence,  Hearen  would  know, 

:  from  this  masse^  (where  bound)  till  free^ 

th  paine  both  spend  life's  little  span; 

i  better  part  would  be  above: 

1  th'  earth  Iroai  th'  earth  cannot  remove ; 

w  can  two  contraries  agree  ? 

rbus  as  the  best  part  or  the  worth  doth  move, 

in  of  much  worth,  or  of  no  worth  doth  prove." 

from  what  fountaiie  doe  proceed 
ese  humours  of  so  many  kindes } 
cb  braine  doth  divers  fancies  breed. 
Is  many  men,  as  many  mindes:'' 
d  in  the  world  a  man  scarce  findee 
other  of  his  humour  right, 
r  are  there  two  so  like  indeed, 
■re  remarke  their  severall  graces, 
d  lineaments  of  both  their  faces, 
at  can  abide  the  proofe  of  sight, 
f  th'  outward  formes  then  differ  as  they  do^ ; 

force  th'  affections  most  be  different  too." 

\  iMUsioDs  spoile  our  better  part, 
le  soule  is  vext  with  their  dissentions ; 
e  make  a  God  of  our  owne  heart, 
d  worship  all  our  vaine  tnventtons  ; 
is  braine-bred  mist  of  apprehensions 
e  minde  dolh  with  confusion  fill ; 
birat  reason  in  exile  doth  smart, 
d  few  are  free  from  this  infection, 
r  all  are  slaves  to  some  affection, 
tiicb  doth  opprease  the  judgement  still : 
rhose  partiall  tyrants,  not  directed  right, 
en  of  the  clearest  mindes  eclipse  the  li^L*' 

thousand  times,  O  happy  he  ! 

bo  doth  his  passioDS  so  subdue, 

lat  he  may  with  cleare  reason's  eye 

leir  imperfection's  fbuntaines  view, 

lat  so  he  may  himselfe  renew, 

ho  to  his  thoughts  prescribing  lawes, 

ight  set  his  soule  from  bondage  free, 

id  never  from  bright  reason  swerve, 

n  making  passions  it  to  serve, 

ould  weigh  each  thing  as  there  Vere  cause ; 

greater  were  tl\at  monarch  of  the  minde  \ 

len  if  he  might  command  from  Thule  to  lode. 


CHORUS  SECOND. 

Op  all  the  creatures  bred  below. 

We  must  call  man  most  miserable  ; 

Who  all  his  time  is  never  able 

To  purchase  any  true  repose ; 

His  very  birth  may  well  disclose 

What  miseries  his  blisse  ore-throw: 

For,  first  (when  born)  he  cannot  know 

Who  to  his  state  is  friend  or  foe. 

Nor  how  at  first  he  may  stand  stable, 

But  even  with  cryes,  and  teares,  4oth  show 

What  dangers  do  his  life  enclose  ', 

MThose  griefes  are  sure,  whose  joyes  a  fable  ; 

Thus  still  his  dayes  in  dolour  so 

He  to  huge  perib  must  expose ; 

And  with  vexation  lives,  and  dyes  with  woe. 

Not  knowing  whence  he  came,  nor  whereto  gp. 

Then  whilst  he  holds  this  lowest  place,, 

O !  how  uncertahie  is  his  state  ? 

The  subject  of  a  constant  &te, 

To  figure  forth  inoonsUncy, 

Which  ever  changing  as  ire  see^ 

Is  still  a  stmnger  unto  peace: 

For  if  man  prosper  but  a  space. 

With  each  good  successe  fondly  bold, 

And  puft  op  in  his  owne  conceit. 

He  but  abuses  fortune's  gnce ; 

And  when  that  with  adversity 

His  pleasure's  treasures  end  their  date. 

And  with  disasien  are  controll'd. 

Straight  he  begins  for  griefe  to  dye : 

And  still  the  top  of  some  extreame  doth  hold. 

Not  suffring  summer's  heat,  nor  winter's  cold. 

His  state  doth  in  most  danger  stand, 

Who  most  abounds  in  woridly  things. 

And  soares  too  high  with  fortune's  wings. 

Which  carry  up.  aspiring  mindes, 

To  be  the  object  of  all  windes ; 

The  ooune  of  such  when  rightly  scan'd, 

(Whilst  they'cannot  themselves  command) 

Transported  with  an  empty  name. 

Oft  unexpected  ruine  brings ; 

There  were  examples  in  tUs  land. 

How  worldly  blisse  the  senses  bHndes, 

From  which  at  last  oft  trouble  springs; 

He  who  presumes  upon  the  same, 

Hidde  poyson  in  his  pleasure  fiodes; 

And  sayling  rashly  with  the  windes  of  fe^ 

Doth  oft  times  sinke  downe  in  a  sea  of  shame. 

It  may  be  fear'd  our  king  at  last, 

Whil'st  he  for  nothing  is  afnud. 

Be  by  prosperity  betray'd : 

For,  growing  thus  in  greatnesse  still, 

And  having  worldly  things  at  will, 

He  thinks  though  time  should  all  things  wastes 

Yet  his  estate  shall  ever  last 

The  wonder  of  this  peopled  round ; 

And  in  his'  owft  conceit  hath  said : 

No  course  of  Heaven  his  state  can  cast. 

Nor  make  his  fortune  to  be  ill ; 

But  if  the  gods  a  way  have  lay*d 

That  he  most  come  to  be  uncrown'd, 

What  sudden  flares  his  minde  may  fill. 

And  in  an  instant  utterly  confound 

The  sute  which  stands  upon  so  slippeiy  gnNmd } 
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When  such  m  monarch's  minde  is  bant 
To  follow  most  the  movt  unwise. 
Who  can  their  folly  well  disguise 
With  sugred  speeches,  poisnous  baits. 
The  secret  canker  of  gnnt  states, 
From  which  at  first  fow  disassenl^ 
The  which  at  last  all  do  repent. 
Then  whil'st  they  raust  to  mine  go; 
When  kings  begin  thus  to  despise 
Of  honest  men  the  good  intent,  - 
Who  to  assure  their  soveraignes'  seats 
Would  faine  in  time  some  help  derise, 
And  would  cot  off  all  cause  of  woe. 
Yet  cannot  second  their  conceits : 
These  dreadfoll  comets  commonly  fore-go 
A  king's  destruction,  when  miscarried  sOb 


CHORUS  THIRD. 

Tioo  who  command  aboTe, 
High  presidents  of  Heaven, 
By  whom  all  things  doe  move. 
As  they  have  order  given. 
What  worldling  can  arise. 
Against  them  to  rapine  ? 
Whilst  castell'd  iH  the  skies. 
With  providence  divine ; 
They  force  this  peopled  nmnd. 
Their  judgements  to  confesse. 
And  in  their  wrath  confound 
Proud  mortalls  who  transgresse. 
The  bounds  to  them  assigoM 
By  Nature  in  their  mind. 

Base  brood  of  th'  Earth,  vaine  man. 
Why  brag'st  thou  of  thy  might  ? 
The  Heavens  thy  courses  scan. 
Thou  walk'st  still  in  their  sight; 
Ere  thou  wast  born,  thy  deedes 
Their  registers  dilate. 
And  tbinke  that  none  exceedes 
The  bounds  ordained  by  late ; 
What  Heavens  would  have  thee  to^ 
Though  they  thy  wayes  abhorre, 
That  thou  of  foree  must  doe. 
And  thou  canst  doe  no  more : 
This  reason  would  fulfill. 
Their  worke  should  serve  their  will. 


Are  we  not  heires  of  death. 
In  whom  there  is  no  trust  ? 
Who,  toss'd  with  restlesse  breath. 
Are  but  a  dramme  of  dust; 
Yet  fooles  when  as  we  crre. 
And  Heavens  doe  wrath  contract. 
If  they  a  space  deferre 
lust  vengeance  to  exact. 
Pride  in  our  bosome  creepes. 
And  misinformes  us  thus. 
That  love  in  pleasure  sleepes. 
Or  takes  no  care  of  us : 
**  The  eye  of  Heaven  beholds, 
What  every  heart  enfoldes." 

The  gods  digest  no  crime. 
Though  they  (delaying  k>ng} 
In  the  offender's  time, 
Seeme  to  neglect  a  wrong, 


Till  others  of  their  race 

Fill  up  the  cup  of  wrath. 

Whom  mine  and  disgrace 

Long  time  attended  hath ; 

Avjd  Qyges  A^ttlt  we  feare. 

To  Croesos  charge  be  lay'd. 

Which  love  will  not  ferbeare. 

Though  it  be  long  delayed  : 

**  For,  O !  sometimes  the  goda 

Must  plague  sinne  with  sharpe  rod^" 

And  loe,  how  Croesus  still. 

Tormented  iu  his  minde, 

like  to  reeds  on  a  hill. 

Doth  quake  at  every  winde ! 

Each  step  a  terrour  brings ; 

Dreames  do  by  night  afflict  him. 

And  by  day  many  things  ; 

All  his  thoughts  doe  convict  him  ; 

He  his  starre  would  oootmule, 

Hiis  makes  ill  not  the  worst. 

Whilst  he  wounds  his  own  soule^ 

With  apprehensions  fint : 

"  Man  may  his  fate  foresee, 

But  not  shunne  Heaven's  decree." 


CHORUS  FOURTH. 

Lot  all  oor  time  even  from  oar  birth. 

In  misery  almost  exceeds: 

For  where  we  finde  a  moment's  mirth, 

A  month  of  mourning  still  succeeds ; 

Besides  the  e^'ils  that  nature  breeds. 

Whose  paines  doe  us  each  day  appsill. 

Infirmities  which  frailty  sends. 

The  losse  of  that  which  fortmie  lends ; 

And  such  disasters  as  oft  fall, 

Yet  to  forre  worse  our  sUtes  are  thrall, 

Whil'st  wretched  man  with  man  contends, 

And  every  one  his  whole  force  bends. 

How  to  procure  another's  k>SBe8, 

But  this  tonnents  us  most  .of  all : 

The  minde  of  man,  which  many  a  ftuicy  toses. 

Doth  forge  unto  it  selfe  a  thousand  crosaes. 

O  how  the  soule  with  all  her  might 

Doth  her  celestiall  forces  straioe, 

Tliat  so  she  may  attaine«the  light 

Of  Nature's  wanders,  which  remains 

Hid  from  our  eyes !  we  strive  in  vaine 

To  seeke  out  things  that  are  unsoie : 

In  sciences  to  seeme  profound. 

We  dive  so  deepe,  we  finde  no  ground ; 

And  the  more  knowledge  we  procure. 

The  more  it  doth  oar  mindes  allure^ 

Of  mysteries  the  depth  to  sound  ; 

Thus  our  desires  we  never  bound ; 

Which  by  degrees  thus  drawn  on  stil!. 

The  memory  may  not  endure ; 

But  like  the  tubs  which  Danaus*  daughters  fill, 

Doth  drinke  no  oftner  then  constraint  to  spill. 

Yet  bow  comes  this  ?  and  O  how  can 
Clearelmowledge  thus  (the  scute's  cbiefe  tresio^ 
Be  cause  of  such  a  crosse  to  man. 
Which  should  afford  him  greatest  plcasore  ? 
This  is,  because  we  cannot  measure 
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limits  tlMt  to  it  belong, 
(bent  to  tempt  foriikldeii  thiogs) 
soare  too  high  with  nature*i  wmgi, 
weakest-vfail'flt  we  thinke  ai  ftiong ; 
Heavens,  which  bold  we  do  them  wrong 
3y  their  grounds,  end  what  thenoe  springi, 
(  CTOsse  upon  us  justly  brings : 
h  kncywlodge,  knowledge  is  oonfvs'd, 
growes  a  griefe  ere  it  be  long; 
lat  which  a  blessing  is  when  rightly  nsM,^ 
li  grow  the  greatest  erosse  when  once  abos'd. 

what  avaieb  this  unto  ns, 
3  in  this  vaile  of  woes  abide, 
h  eDdlesse  toyles  to  study  thus 
learn  the  thing  that  Heayen  ifoald  hide  } 

trusting  to  too  blinde  a  guide, 
ipy  the  planets  how  they  move, 
i  too  (transgressing  common  barres) 

constellation  of  the  starres, 
I  all  that  is  decreed  abore, 
ereof  (as  oft  the  end  doth  prove) 
scrct  sight  our  wel-ftire  marres, 
I  in  oar  brests  breeds  endlesse  warres^ 
il^t  what  our  horoscopes  foretell, 
-  expectations  doe  disprove : 
se  apprehended  plagues  prove  such  a  Hell. 
1  then  we  would  unkaow  them  till  they  fetU 

s  is  the  pest  of  great  estates, 

sy  by  a  thousand  meanes  devise 

»  to'  lore-know  their  doubtful  fates  ; 

1  like  new  gyapts,  scale  the  skies,  ^ 

ivens  secret  store-bouse  to  surprise; 

lich  sacrilegious  skill  we  see 

th  what  great  paine  they  apprehend  it, 

1  then  how  foolishly  they  spend  it 

leame  the  thing  that  oiice  must  be  ; 

ly  should  we  seeke  our  destiny  ? 

t  be  good,  we  kmg  attend  it ; 

t  be  in  none  may  amend  it: 

:h  knowledge  but  torments  the  minde ; 

t  us  attend  the  Heavens*  decree: 

r  those  whom  this  ambiguous  art  doth  blinde, 

ly  what  they  seeke  to  flye,  the  rather  finde. 

d  loe  of  late,  what  hath  our  king 

'  his  preposterous  travels  gain'd, 

searching  out  each  threatned  thing,* 

hicb  Atis'  horoscope  contain'd  ? 

r  what  the  Heavens  had  once  ordain'd, 

tat  by  no  meanes  he  could  prevent; 

d  yet  he  labours  to  finde  out 

iroogh  all  the  oracles  about, 

future  things  the  hid  event. 

is  <loth  his  raging  minde  torment ; 

ow  tn  his  age  unwisely  stout) 

)  fight  with  Cyrus,  bnt  no  doubt 

le  Heavens  are  griev'd  thus  to  heare  told 

og  ere  the  time  their  darke  intent. 

t  such  of  Tantalus  the  state  behold, 

bo  dare  the  secrets  of  great  love  unfold. 


CHORUS  HFTH. 

't  not  a  wonder  thus  to  see 
ow  by  escperienoe  each  man  reeds 
I  practised  votumes  penn'd  by  deeds^ 
o«  things  below  inconstant  be ; 
ei  wbil'st  oor  selves  conthiue  firee. 


We  ponder  oft,  but  not  apply 

That  pretioos  oyle»  which  we  might  bny. 

Best  with  the  price  qf  others'  paines. 

Which  (as  what  not  to  us  pertaines) 

To  use  we  will  not  condescend. 

As  if  we  might  the  fiites  dcfie, 

Still  whibt  untouched  our  sute  remaines ; 

But  soon  the  Heavens  a  change  may  send: 

No  perfect  blisse  before  the  end. 

When  first  we  fill  wfth  fhiitfull  seed 
The  apt  conceiving  wombe  of  th'  Earth, 
And  seeme  to  banish  feareof  dearth ; 
With  that  which  it  by  time  may  breed. 
Still  dangers  do  our  hopes  exceed  : 
The  frosts  may  fbit  with  cold  confound 
The  tender  greencs  which  decke  the  gromidy 
Whose  wrath  though  April's  smiles  asswage, 
It  must  abide  th'  Eolian  rage. 
Which  too  ore-com'd,  whilst  we  attend 
All  Ceres'  wandring  tresses  bound. 
The  reines  let  from  their  cloudy  cage 
May  spoile  what  we  expect  to  spend : 
No  perfect  blisse  before  the  end* 

Loe,  wbil'st  the  vine-tree  great  with  grapes, 
With  nectar'd  liquor  strives  to  kisse 
Embr&cing  elmes  not  lov'd  amisse. 
Those  clusters  lose  their  comely  shapes. 
Whilst  by  the  thunder  bum'd,  in  heapes 
All  Bacchuft  hopes  fiill  downe  and  t>ensh: 
Thus  many  thing  doe  fairly  flourii^ 
Which  no  perfection  can  attaine. 
And  yet  we  worldlings  are  so  vaine, 
That  oar  conceits  too  high  we  bend, 
If  fortune  but  our  spring-time  cherish. 
Though  divers  stormes  we  must  sustaine. 
To  harvest  ere  our  yeares  ascend : 
No  perfiect  blisse  before  the  end. 

By  all  who  in  this  world  have  place, 
There  is  a  course  which  must  be  runne. 
And  let  none  thinke  that  he  hath  wonne. 
Till  first  he  finish'd  hath  his  race ; 
The  fbrrests  through  the  which  we  trace. 
Breed  ravenous  beasts,  which  doe  abhorre  ns. 
And  lye  in  wait  still  to  devoure  us, 
Whil'st  brambles  doe  our  steppes  beguile. 
The  feare  of  which  though  we  exile, 
And  to  our  marke  with  gladnesse  tend. 
Then  balles  of  gold  are  laid  before  us. 
To  entertaine  our  thoughts  a  while. 
And  our  good  meaning  to  suspend : 
No  perfect  blisse  before  the  end. 

Behold  how  Croesus  long  hath  liv'd, 

Throughout  this  spattous  world  admir*d. 

And  having  all  that  he  desir*d, 

A  thousand  meanes  of  joy  oootriv'd ; 

Yet  suddenly  is  now  deprived 

Of  all  that  wealth ;  and  strangely  falles: 

For  every  thing  bis  sprite  appalles, 

His  Sonne's  decease,  his  coootrye's  losse. 

And  his  owne  state,  which  stormes  doe  tosse : 

Thus  he  who  could  not  apprehend, 

Then  wbil'st  he  slept  in  marble  walles. 

No,  nor  imagine  any  erosse, 

To  beare  all  those  his  brest  must  lend : 

No  perfect  blisse  before  the  end. 
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And  we  the  Lydians  wbo  deugii*d 
*  To  raigne  over  all  who  were  about  us. 
Behold  bow  fbrtime  too  doth  flout  us, 
And  utterly  hath  us  resigo'd ; 
For,  to  our  selves  we  that  assigned 
A  monarchie,  but  knew  not  how, 
Yet  thought  to  make  the  world  to  bow, 
Which  at  our  forces  stood  afraid, 
We,  we  by  whom  these  plots  were  laid. 
To  thinke  of  bondage  must  descend, ' 
And  beare  the  yoke  of  others  now, 
O,  it  is  true  that  Solon  said ! 
While  as  he  yet  doth  breath  extend, 
Nomaaisblesti  bdiold  the  end. 


CHORUSES 

TO  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  DARIUS. 

GdORDB  FIRST. 

O  Mou  then  miserable  minde. 

Which  of  all  things  it  selfe  worst  knowes  ! 

And  through  presumption  made  quite  blinde. 

Is  pofied  up  with  every  winde. 

Which  fortune  in  derision  blowes. 

The  man  no  sta]?le  blisse  can  finde. 

Whose  heart  is  guided  by  his  eye. 

And  trusts  too  much  betraying  showes, 

Which  make  a  cunning  lye. 

Oft  short  prosperity 

Breeds  long  adversity : 
For,  who  abuse  the  first,  the  last  ore-throwes. 
What  thing  so  good  which  not  some  harme  may 
Even  to  be  happy  is  a  dangerous  thing,      [bring  ? 

Who  on  himselfe  too  much  depends. 

And  makes  an  idoll  of  bis  wit : 

For  every  favour  fortune  sends, 

Selfe-flatterer  still  himselfe  commends, 

And  will  no  sound  advice  admit, 

But  at  himbclfe  begiones  and  ends. 

And  never  takes  a  moment's  leisure 

To  try  what  fault  he  may  commit: 

But,  drunke  with  frothes  of  pleasure. 
Thirsts  for  praise  above  measure. 
Imaginary  treasure. 

Which  slowly  comes,  and  flyes  at  every  fit; 

And  what  is  most  commended  at  this  time. 

Succeeding  ages  may  account  a  crime. 

A  mighty  man  who  is  respected. 
And  by  his  subjects  thought  a  god, 
Thinkes  as  his  name  on  high  erected, 
Hath  what  he  list  at  home  effected, 
It  may  like  wonders  worke  abroad, 
O  how  this  iblly  is  detected ! 
For,  though  he  sit  in  royal  1  seate. 
And  as  he  list  his  vassals  lode. 

Yet  others  who  are  great. 

Live  not  by  his  conceit,    . 

Nor  weigh  what  be  doth  threat. 
But  plague  bis  pride  oft  ere  he  feare  the  rod ; 
There  are  rare  qualities  required  in  kings, 
"  A  naked  name  can  never  wofrke  great  things.** 


They  who  themselves  too  much  esteemc^ 
And  vainely  vilipend  their  foe. 
Oft  finde  not  foitune  as  tbey  deeme. 
And  with  their  treasure  would  redeeme 
Their  erroor  past ;  behold  even  so 
Our  king  of  blame  doth  worthy  seeme. 
His  adversary  who  did  acome 
And  thought  who  in  his  name  did  goe^ 
The  laurel  1  should  have  worse. 
His  triumphs  to  adome. 
But  ho  with  shame  hath  shome 
The  firuits  of  folly  ever  ripe  with  woe : 
**  An  enemy  (if  it  be  well  advis*d) 
"  (Though  seeming  weake)  should  never  be  dcipirf. 

But  what  ?  the  minions  of  our  kings 
Who  speake  at  hirge,  and  are  beleev'd. 
Dare  brag  of  many  mighty  things. 
As  they  could  flye,  though  Vanting  wings, 
And  deeds  by  words  might  be  atchiev'd; 
But  time  at  length  their  lies  to  light. 
Their  soveraigne  to  confusion  brings : 
Yet  so  they  gaine,  they  are  not  griev'd. 
But  charme  their  princes'  sight. 
And  make  what 's  wrong,  seeme  right, 
Thus  ruine  they  his  might: 
That  when  he  would,  be  cannot  be  relievM, 
*«  Moe  kings  in  chambeft  fall  by  flatteries  chirm 
Then  in  the  field  by  th*  adversaries  aimes." 

Loe,  though  the  success;  hath  approved 

What  Charidemus  bad  fbre-showne, 

Yet  with  his  words  no  man  was  mov'd, 

"  For  good  men  first  must  be  remov*d. 

Before  their  worth  can  well  be  known  ;** 

The  king  would  heare  but  what  he  k>v'd. 

And  what  him  pleas*d  not  did  despise. 

So  were  the  better  sort  oretbrowne; 

And  sycophants  unwise. 

Who  could  the  truth  disguise, 

Were  suffered  high  to  rise,  , 

That  him  who  rais'd  them  up,  they  might  caitdoti 

"  Thus  princes  will  not  heare,  though  some  decefl 

them, 
Things  as  they  are,  but  as  themselves  coocen 
them.*' 


CHORUS  SEGOKa 

Op  all  the  passions  which  possesse  the  tank, 
None  so  disturbes  vaine  mortab'  minder 
As  vaine  ambition  which  so  blindes 
The  light  of  them,  that  nothing  can  cootroU* 
Nor  curb  their  thoughts  who  will  aspire i 
This  raging  vehement  desire 
Of  soveraig^ty  no  satisfaction  findes, 
Bat  in  the  breasU  of  men  doth  ever  rool« 
The  restlesse  stone  of  Sisyph  to  torment  theai, 
And  as  his  heart  who  stole^he  heavenly  ^^^ 
The  vulture  gnaws,  so  doth  that  monster  f*^*^ 
Had  they  thfr  world,  the  world  would  not  oo»«* 
them. 

This  race  of  Ixion  to  embrace  the  ^^'^^ 
Contemne  the  state  wherein  they  «*•""». . 
And,  save  themselves,  would^l  *^*^?Il7 '" 
'«  As  one  deshre  is  qucndi'd,  another  b«d»» 
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B  they  haTe  traveU'd  all  their  time, 
i>t  bload  on  blond,  and  crime  on  crime, 
re  is  an  higher  power  that  gaidea  their  hand: 
5  bappie  he  whom  a  poore  cottage  shrouds 
nst  the  tempest  of  the  threatning  Heaven ; 
itands  in  feare  of  iK>ne,  none  envies  him ; 
heart  is  upright,  and  his  wayes  are  even, 
ire  others  states  are  still  twixt  six  and  seven. 

t  damned  wretch  up  with  ambition  blowne, 
n  whil'st  he  tumes  the  wheele  about, 
>wne  high,  and  low,  within,  without, 
U-iving  for  the  top  is  tumhlinjir  downe. 
hose  who  delight  in  ctimbing  high, 
by  a  precipice  <lo  dye," 
to  ihe  starres  skte-climbiog  worldlings  flout;' 
this  disease  is  fatal  I  to  a  crowoe:         [bounds, 
gs,  who  have  most,  would  most  augment  their 
I  if  they  be  not  all,  they  cannot  be, 
licb  to  their  damage  commonly  redounds, 
*he  weight  of  too  great  states  themselves  con- 
founds." 

i  mighty  toyling  to  enlarge  their  state, 
^mselves  exceedingly  deceive, 
hazarding  the  thing  they  have 

•  a  felicity  which  they  conceive; 
)ugh  their  dominions  they  increase, 
t  their  desires  grow  never  lesse, 

•  though  they  conquer  much,  yet  more  they  crave, 
lich  fatal  1  fortune  doth  attend  the  great, 

d  all  the  outward  pompe  that  they  assume 
th  but  with  shows  disguise  the  minds  distresses 
d  who  to  conquer  all  the  Earth  presume, 
little  earth  shall  them  at  last  consume. 

td  if  it  fortune  that  they  dye  in  peace, 

wonder  wondrous  rarely  scene) 
hp  conquer  first.  Heavens  finde  a  meane 

raze  their  empiine,  and  oft-times  the^r  race, 
ho  comming  to  the  crowne  with  rest, 
id  having  all  in  peace  possest, 

>  straight  forget  what  bldndy  broyles  have  beenei 
«  first  their  &thers  could  attaine  that  pL&ce ; 

As  seas  do  flow  and  ebbe,  sUtes  rise  and  fall, 

ad  princes  when  their  actions  prosper  best, 

>r  feare  their  greatnesse  should  oppresse  the  small, 

>  of  some  hated,  envied  are  of  alL" 

^c  know  what  end  the  mighty  Cyrus  made, 

Ttom  whiM  he  striv'd  to  conquer  still, 

^oman  (Justly  griev'd)  did  kill, 

•Hi  in  a  bloudy  yeaseU  roll'd  his  head, 

tJcn  said,  (whil'st  many  wondring  stood) 

Since  thou  didst  famish  for  sucbfood, 

0^  quench  thy  thirst  of  bloud  with  bloud  at  will;" 

'■De  who  succeeded  him,  since  he  was  dead, 

tversign'daspace  with  pompe,  and  yet  with  paine, 

f  hose  glory  now  can  do  to  us  no  good ; 

nd  what  so  long  they  laboured  to  obUine, 

U  in  an  instant  ipust  be  lost  againe, 

oci  Darius  once  so  magnified  by  fime, 

7  oae  whom  he  contemn'd  ore-come, 

^k  J  "  ^«^ery  now  made  dombe, 

^n  dowo-east  eyes  must  signifie  his  shame; 

^fto  puft  op  with  ostentive  pride, 

nnike  Fortune  boond  to  serve  their  side, 
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Such  spend  tbeir  prosp'rons  dayes,  at  in  a  dreame 
And  as  it  were  in  Fortune's  bosome  sleeping. 
Then  in  a  dull  security  abide. 
And  of  their  doabtfull  state  neglect  tbe  keeping,     ' 
WhiPst  fearfhii  raine  coihes  npon  them  creeping. 

Thus  the  vicismtade  of  worldly  things 
Doth  oft  to  us  it  seMe  detect. 
When  heaveply  pow'rs  exalt,  deject, 
.Confirme,  confound,  erect,  and  mine  kings. 
So  Alexander,  mighty  now, 
To  whom  the  vanqntsh'd  worid  doth  bow. 
With  all  submission,  homage,  and  respect. 
Doth  flie  a  borrowed  flight  with  Fortune's  wings  ; 
Nor  enters  be  his  dangerous  coarse  to  ponder  j 
Yet  if  once  Fortune  bend  her  cloudy  brow. 
All  those  who  at  his  sodden  successe  wonder, 
May  gaze  as  much  to  see  himselfe  brought  under. 


CHORUS  THIRIX 

Tims,  through  love's  judgement  just, 
Huge  alterations  brings : 
Those  are  but.fooles  who  trust 
III  transitory  things. 
Whose  tailes  beare  mortall  stings» 
Which  in  the  end  will  wound; 
And  let  none  thinke  it  strange. 
Though  all  things  earthly  change: 
In  this  inferioor  round 
What  is  from  mine  free  ? 
The  elements  which  be 
At  variance  (as  we  see) 
Each  th'  other  doth  confound: 
The  earth  and  ayre  make  warre. 
The  fire  and  water  are 
Still  wrestling  at  debate, 
All  those  through  cold  and  heat. 
Through  drought  and  moisture  jarre. 
What  wonder  though  men  change  and  fade. 
Who  of  those  changing  elements  are  made! 

How  dare  vaine  worldlings  vaunt 
Of  Fortune's  goods  not  lasting. 
Evils  which  our  wits  enchant? 
Expos'd  to  losse  and  wasting ! 
Loe,  we  to  death  are  hasting, 
Whil'st  we  those  things  discuss^ : 
All  things  from  their  beginning,'     - 
Still  to  an  end  are  raiining. 
Heaven  hath  ordain*d  it  thus ; 
We  beare  how  it  doth  thunder. 
We  see  th'  earth  burst  asunder. 
And  yet  we  never  ponder 
What  this  imports  to  us : 
Those  fearefull  signes  doe  prove. 
That  th*  angry  pow'rs  above 
Are  mov'd  to  indignat^n 
Against  this  wretched  nation. 
Which  they  no  longer  love: 
What  are  we  but  a  pnffe  of  breath 
Who  live  assur'd  of  nothing  but  of  death  ^ 

Who  was  so  happy  yet 
As  never  had  some  crosse  ? 
Though  on  a  throne  he  si^ 
And  is  not  us'd  with  losse. 
Yet  Fortane  onoe  will  tosse 
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Him,  wImo  thai  leaii  he  vonld  ; 

If  one  had  all  at  ODoe 

Hydatpes*  precious  itonii. 

And  yelloir  Tagus  goldj 

The  orientall  treasure, 

And  every  earthly  vpleasnre, 

Even  in  the  greatest  measure, 

|t  should  not  make  htm  bold: 

For  while  he  lives  secure, 

Hisatate  is  most  unsure ; 

When  it  doth  least  appeare. 

Some  heav^  plague  drawes  neare. 

Destruction  to  procure. 
World's  glory  is  but  like  a  llowre, 
Which  hoth  is  bloom'd,  and  blaated  in  an  hovre* 


In  what  we  most  repose. 

We  ftnde  our  comfort  light. 

The  thing  we  soonest  lose 

That 's  pretioos  In  our  sight; 

^or  honour,  riches,  might. 

Our  lives  in  pawne  we  lay  ; 

Yet  all  like  flying  shadowes, 

Or  flowers  enamelling  meadoweS| 

Doe  vanish  and  decay. 

Long  time  we  toile  to  finde 

Those  idols  of  the  minde. 

Which  had,  we  cannot  binde 

To  bide  with  us  one  day : 

Then  why  should  we  presume 

On  treasures  that  consume, 

Difllcult  to  obtaine. 

Difficult  to  retaine, 

A  dreame,  a  breath,  a  fume  ? 
Which  vexe  them  most^  that  them  possesse. 
Who  starve  with  store,  and  famish  with  excenesi 


CHORUS  FOURTH. 

Som  new  disaster  daylie  doth  fore-show 

Our  comming  rt^ine:  wee  have  seeoe  our  best : 

For  Fortune,  bent  us  wholy  to  orethrow, 

Throwes  downe  our  king  from  her  wheele's  height 

so  low. 
That  by  no  meanes  his  state  can  be  redrest: 
For,  since  by  armes  his  powV  hath  beene  represt. 
Both  friends  and  servants  leave  him  all  alone; 
Few  have  compassion  of  his  state  distrest, 
To  him  themselves  a  number  falte  doth  show; 
So  foes  and  faithlesse  friends  conspir*d  in  one, 
Fraile  Fortune  and  the  Fates  with  them  agree: 
'*  All  runne  with  hatchets  on  a  falling  tree.'' 

This  prince  in  prospYoys  state   hath   flourish*d 

long, 
And  never  dreamM  of  ill,  did  thinke  forre  lesse. 
But  was  well  foUow'd  whilst  his  state  was  strong ; 
Him  flattering  Syrtes  with  a  charming  song 
Striv'd  to  exalt,  then  whilst  he  did  possesse 
This  earthly  drosse,  that  with  a  vaine  excesse 
He  might  reward  their  merceoarie  love ; 
But  now  when  Fortune  drives  him  to  distrciee. 
His  favourites  whom  he  remain*d  among, 
They  straight  with  her  (as  her*8)  their  faith  remove; 
And  who  for  gaine  to  fbllow  him  were  wont; 
They  after  gaine  by  his  destractaoo  bunt. 


O  more  then  happie  tea  tioaes  were  thst  kii^ 
Who  were  unhappie  but  a  little  spacc^ 
So  that  it  did  not  utter  raine  bring. 
But  made  him  prove  (a  profitable  thing) 
Who  of  his  traine  did  best  deserve  his  grsce; 
Then  could,  and  would  of,  those  the  best  enbn 
Such  vulturs  fled  as  fbllow  but  for  prey. 
That  faitbfnll  servants  mig^ht  posKne  their  piaa 
All  gallant  minds  it  must  with  anguish  itiof, 
Whilst  wanting  meanes  their  vertnc  to  di^ij; 
This  is  the  griefe  which  bursts  a  geaenws  beait; 
When  favour  comes  by  chance,  not  by  desui 

Those  mmiotts  oft  to  whom  kings  doe  extend, 
Above  their  worth,  immoderate  good-will, 
(The  buttes  of  comoMm  hate  oft  hit  ia  end) 
In  prospYous  times  they  onely  doe  depend, 
Not  upon  them,  but  on  their  fbrtnoe  stlii,      [I 
Which  if  it  change,  they  change,  them  thaagh  tb 
Their  hopes  ^th  honour,  and  their  chesb  vitii  cc^i 
Yet  if  they  fiiill,  or  their  aflbires  goe  ill, 
lliose  whom  they  rais*d  will  not  with  them  desn 
But  with  the  side  most  strooge  all  straight  ioejfm 
And  doe  forget  all  what  was  given  before, 
When  onoe  of  them  they  can  expect  no  mac 

The  truth  hereof  in  end  this  strange  e? est 
In  Bessus  and  Narbaxenea  hath  provM, 
On  whom  their  prince  so  prodigally  spaA 
Afiection,  honour,  titles,  treasure,  rent, 
And  all  that  might  an  honest  minde  bare  mt^i 
So  bountyfuU  a  prince  stili  to  have  lov'd, 
Who  so  benignely  tendred  had  their  sUte; 
Yet  traitours  vile  (all  due  reqpects  remov'd) 
They  hnn  to  strike  the  strength  be  gsveba^eM 
Soe  as  he  now  may  rue,  although  too  Itte, 
That  slie  camelions,  changing  thus  their  haf, 
To  servants  were  prefbrr'd,  who  still  were  true.  < 

But  though  those  traitours  fbr  a  space  doe  spni 
No  doubt  the  Heavens  once  vengeance  will  tod. 
The  very  horrour  of  this  heinous  deed, 
Doth  make  the  hearts  of  honest  men  to  bleed: 
Yea,  even  the  wicked  hate  this  bsriMnws  tct:  ■ 
The  Heavens  no  higher  eholer  csn  cootract,    | 
Then  for  the  forcing  of  a  sacrsd  king, 
Whose  state  (if  rage  doe  not  then*  miodef  dM 
Must  feare  and  reverence  in  inferioon  hrcfd,    | 
To  whom  from  him  all  what  is  thein  doth  spiflj 
But  though  on  th'  Earth  oen  should  oe^n 
wnong,  .     ^ 

Heavens  wiU  those  traitours  plague  ere  it  be  ^ 


CHORUS  FIFTH. 
What  makes  vaine  worldlings  so  to  swell  with  pll 
Who  come  of  th*  earth,  and  soone  toth'eiroU 

tume? 
So  hellish  furies  with  their  fire-brsnds  biufl< 
Proud  and  ambitious  men,  that  they  diride 
Them  from  themselves,  and  so  tonwy*  ■ 
That  all  their  time  they  study  still         1^ 
How  to  content  a  boundJesse  will, 
Which  never  yet  a  full  contentment  fli»*  5 
Who  so  this  flame  within  his  bosoaie  iHKHWis* 
He  many  foncies  doth  contrive. 
And  even  fixgets  himselfo  alive^ 
To  be  remembred  after  death  by  othsn; 
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Not|  pnmd,  DOT  bMe,  he  (^ooraiDir  er«6paif  art) 

From  jeakNMthougbu  «m1  eo?y  free, 

No  poysoo  fearer  in  caps  of  tree; 

No  treesoQ  harboars  in  10  pooro  a  part: 

Noheary  dreame  doth  ▼«  him  when  he  stems, 

*<  A  gnUUesie  minde  the  guanUesse  cottage  ke^»* 


Thus  while  he  is,  lus  panes  are  never  ended. 
That  whiPtt  he  is  not,  he  may  be  commended 


What  can  this  help  the  happinesse  of  kings 

So  to  sahdne  their  netghboon  as  they  do  ? 

And  Brake  strange  nations  tributaries  too  ? 

"  The  greater  state,  the  greater  trouble  brings;" 

Their  pompes  and  triumphs  stand  them  in  no  stead ; 

Their  arches,  tombs,  pyramidcs  high. 

And  statutes,  are  but  vanity : 

They  dye,  and  yet  would  live  in  what  is  dead ; 

And  while  they  live,  we  see  their  glorious  actions 

Oft  wrested  to  the  worst,  and  all  their  life 

Is  hot  a  stage  of  endlesse  toyle  and  strife, 

Of  tumults,  uproars,  mutinies,  and  fieu^ions ; 

"  They  rise  with  feare,  and  lye  with  danger  downe, 

Huge  are  the  cares  which  wait  upon  a  crowne." 

And  as  ambltioii  princes  under^mjmes. 
So  doth  it  those  who  under  them  rule  all: 
We  see  in  how  short  time  they  rise  and  fiill, 
,  1^  oft  their  light  eoclipsM  but  dimmely  shines; 
They  kmg  time  labour  by  all  mean«  to -move' 
Their  prince  to  value  much  theit  parts, 
And  when  advancr'd  by  subtle  arts, 
O  what  a  danger  is  *t  to  be  above ! 
For,  straight  expos'd  to  hatred,  and  despigbt. 
With  all  their  skill  they  cannot  march  so  even; 
Bat  some  opprobrious  scandal  1  will  be  given: 
For  an  men  envy  them  who  have  most  might; 

And  if  the  kti^  dislike  them  once,  then  straight 
The  wretched  courtiers  ftJl  with  theirowne  weight." 

*jy  of  a  sprite  more  poore,  who  wouM  be  prais'd, 

™  yet  have  nought  for  which  to  be  esteemed. 

What  they  are  not  in  deed  would  faine  be  deem'd. 

And  indirectly  labour  to  be  raisM, 

Thn  croe  each  publicke  place  of  honour  haunts, 

™  (changing  garments  every  day) 

WhiTit  they  would  hide,  do  but  bewray 

With  outward  ornaments  their  inward  wants; 

;Jndoien  of  better  judgement  justly  loath 

IJJJJ,  who  in  outward  shows  place  all  their  care, 

™  decke their  bodies,  whil'st  their  mtudes  are  bar^ 

;iJke  to  a  shadow,  or  a  painted  cloth, 

U«  multitude,  which  but  th*  apparell  notes, 

«>tk  homage,  not  to  them,  but  to  their  coles. 

JjJ^Pnnces  must  be  scrv'd,  and  with  all  sorts: 
f^eboth  to  do,  and  counsell  what  is  best, 
li¥**iu?^  for  cyphers  to  set  out  the  rest, 
w«e  rifiB-lease  pictures  which  adorne  the  ports : 
f™  P««ces  replenished  are  with  fcares, 
"J«e  ■eemhig  pleasures  are  but  snares, 
"Jf  royill  robe  doth  cover  cares; 
i^Aiyrian  dye  deare  buys  he  who  it  beares ; 
"«e  dainty  delicates,  and  fiirre-fetch'd  food, 
^wl??^  wwpition)  savour  out  of  season, 
tSt^**^  Md  tapestries  hatch  treason; 
SmLS!?  ^^^  mingled  are  with  bloud. 
^v~l[^  ^e  shadows  are  when  greatnesse  shines, 
«*  «tate  by  them  the  gazmg  world  divines.'* 

JJW'*  ?•  ^H  farre  from  ihme,  at  home, 

*2^y«ttingbyaqui.tilre, 

BotHTu.     **»  little)  doth  not  more  desire, 

S:  ™^"»»«»fe.  then  all  things  doth  oiecome ; 

•  pwthase  weighed,  or  what  his  parents  left, 
i^JJ?^  *»»«  charges  to  his  store, 
l^orftH     ?^  what  he  must  restore, 

"*«««•  the  spoyiei  that  from  the  poore  were  reft : 


He  doth  not  studie  much  what  stormes  may  blow. 
Whose  poverty  can  hardly  be  iropair'd ; 
He  feares  no  forram^  force,  nor  craves  no  guard; 
None  doth  desire  his  spoyle,  none  looks  so  low. 
Whereas  the  great  are  commonly  once  crost. 
As  Darius  hath  beene  in  his  flowre, 
Or  Sisigombis  at  this  houre. 
Who  bath  scap'd  long,  and  now  at  length  is  kwt: 
But  how  comes  this,  that  potenutes  oft  fell. 
And  must  confesse  this  trouble  of  their  soule  ? 
There  is  some  higher  powVtbat  can  controulL 
The  monarohs  of  the  Parth,  and  censure  all : 
Who  once  will  call  their  actions  to  account. 
And  them  represse  who  to  oppresse  were  prompt 


CHORUSES 

IN  THE  ALEXANDREAN  TRAGEDY, 

OHORUt  FIRST. 

What  strange  adventures  now 

Distract  distressed  mindes 

With  such  most  monstrous  formes? 

When  silence  doth  allow 

The  peace  that  nature  findes. 

And  that  tumultuous  windes 

Do  not  disturbe  with  stormes 

An  universall  rest: 

When  Morpheus  hath  represt 

Th*  impetuous  waves  of  cares, 

A  nd  with  a  soft  sieepe  bindes 

Those  tyrants  of  the  brest,  I  snares 

Which  would  spread  forth  most  dangerous 

To  sink  affliction  in  despaires: 

Huge  horroun  then  arise 

The  elements  to  marre. 

With  most  disastrous  signes: 

Arm'd  squadrons  in  the  skies. 

With  hmces  throwne  ftom  forre. 

Do  make  a  monstrous  wane, 

Whil'st  furie  nought  confines: 

The  dragons  vomit  ftn. 

And  make  the.starres  petire 

Out  of  their  orbes  for  feaie. 

To  satisfie  their  ire. 

Which  Heaven's  high  buildings  not  forbear. 

But  seem  the  crystall  towies  to  teare; 

Amidst  this  ajrre,  fierce  blasts 

Doe  boast  with  blustring  sounds 

To  crush  the  mighty  ft^e. 

Which  (whilst  the  tempest  lasts) 

Doth  rent  the  stately  rounds, 

To  signifie  what  wounds 

To  all  her  off-spring's  shame. 

Shall  burst  th'  Earth's  vaynes  with  bloud. 

And  this  all-drcling  flood 

(As  it  the  Heavens  would  drowne) 

Doth  passe  the  bounding  bounds, 

And  all  the  scaKe  brood 

Reare  roaring  Neptune's  foamie  crowne. 

Whilst  th'Earthfer  feare  swmstiismkedownct 
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Those  whom  it  bid,  with  honour 

Their  ashy  lodgings  leave, 

To  re-enjoy  the  light. 

Or  else  some  penicke  tenoilr 

Our  jndgrment  did  bereave, 

Whilst  first  we  mitcooceive, 

And  so  prcgudre  the  sight ; 

Or,  in  the  bodie's  stead. 

The  genius  of  the  dead 

Tomes  backe  from  Styx  againe. 

Which  Dis  will  not  receive. 

Till  it  a  time,  engendriog  dread. 

Plague  (whilst  it  doth  on  th*  Earth  remaine) 
.  All  else  irith  feare,  it  sdfe  with  painCi 

These  fearefull  signes  fore-show 
JM\  natfOQS  to  appall) 

What  plagues  are  to  succeed. 

Since  death  hath  Iay4  him  low, 

Who  first  had  made  us  thrall, 

We  heard  that  straight  his  fall 

Our  liberty  would  breed ; 

But  this  proves  no  reliefs: 

For,  many  (O  what  griefe !) 

The  place  of  one  supply  ; 

And  we  must  sufler  all ; 

Thus  was  our  comfbrt  briefes 

O!  rarely  doe  usurpers  dye. 

But  others  win  their  fortune  try. 


CHORUS  SECOND. 

O  HAPPV  was  that  guiltless  age 

When  as  Astra^C  liv»d  below : 
And  that  Bellona*s  barbarous  rage 

Did  not  all  order  quite  oVethrow. 
Then  whiPst  all  did  themselves  content 

With  that  thing  which  they  did  possesse, 
And  gloried  in  a  little  rent. 

As  wanUng  meancs  to  make  excesse; 
Those  could  no  kind  of  want  bemone. 

For,  craving  nought,  they  had  all  things  : 
And  since  none  sought  the  regal  throne, 

Whil'st  none  were  subjects,  all  were  kings : 
'*  O !  to  true  blisse  their  course  was  set, 
Who  got  to  live,  nor  live  to  get.** 

Then  ionocency  naked  liv'd, 

And  had  no  need,  nor  thought  of  armes, 
Whil'st  Kpigbtful  sprits  no  meanes  Contriv*d, 

To  plague  the  simple  sort  with  harmes : 
Then  snaring  laws  did  not  extend 

The  bounds  of  reason  as  they  do, 
Strife  oft  begun  where  it  should  end, 

One  doubt  but  clear'd  to  foster  two: 
By  conscience  then  all  order  stood. 

By  whidi  darke  things  were  soone  discem'd, 
Whil'st  all  behov'd  there  to  be  good, 

Whereas'no  evill  was  to  be  leamVl : 
And  how  could  any  then  prove  naught. 
Whilst  by  example  virtue  taught  ? 

Then  mortak*  mindes  all  strong  and  pure. 
Free  from  corruptieo  lasted  long, 

(By  innocency  kept  secure) 
^     When  none  did  know  how  to  do  wrong : 

Then  sting'd  with  no  suspicious  thought, 
Blen  mischief  did  from  ixme  expect: 

For  what  in^them  could  not  be  wrought. 
In  otben  th6y  would  not  sttq>ect  | 


And  though  none  did'S^terae  Uva  iiBMit, 
That  ouffht  to  virtue  men  conpel^ 

Each  one,MDy  habit,  in  his  heart 
Had  grav'd  a  law  of  doing  well: 

And  did  all  wickedness  forbeare 

Of  their  firee-will,  and  not  for  feare. 

The  first  who  spoiled  the  publick  rest. 

And  did  disturb  this  quiet  state. 
Was  Avarice,  the  greatest  pest 

Which  doth  of  darknesse  fill  the  seat; 
A  monster  very  bard  to  daunt, 

Leane,  as  dry'd  up  with  inward  care, 
(Though  full  of  wealth)  for  feare  of  want 

Still  at  the  borders  of  deqpayre; 
Scarce  taking  food  for  nature's  ease. 

Nor'  for  the  cold  sufficient  clothing. 
She  whom  her  owne  could  never  please^ 

Thinks  all  have  much,  and  she  hath 
This  daughter  of  stcme  Pluto,  still 
Her  fiither's  dungeons  strives  to  fill. 

That  monster-tamer  most  renown'd. 

The  greatAlcMles,  Thebes*  glory. 
Who  (for  twelve  several  laboars  crownM) 

Was  famous  made  by  many  a  story. 
As  one  who  all  his  time  had  toyN 

To  purge  the  world  of  such  like  pests. 
Who  robbers  rob'd,  and  spoyiers  spoyPd, 

Still  humbling  haughty  tyrants*  crests. 
He  by  this  monster  once  o^eMfarowne, 

Did  paase  in  Spalne  ore  lands  and  floods. 
And  there  took  more  than  was  his  owne. 

What  right  had  he  to  Gerion'S  goods  ? 
Thus  Avarice  the  worid  deceives. 
And  makes  the  greatest  conquerors  slaves. 

Ah  1  when  to  plague  the  world  with  grief^ 

This  poore-rich  monster  once  was  bonie. 
Then  weakness  could  finde  ne  reliefs. 

And  subtiltie  did  conscience  scome : 
Yet  some  who  laboured  to  recall 

Hiat  blisse  which  gilded  the  first  age. 
Did  punishment  prepare  for  all, 

Who  did  their  thoughts  in  vice  engage  ; 
And  yet  the  more  they  laws  did  bring. 

That  to  he  good  might  men  constraine. 
The  more  they  sought  to  do  the  thing 

From  ii^ich  the  laws  did  them  restraine. 
So  that  by  custome  alter'd  quite. 
The  worid  in  ill  doth  most  delight 


CHORUS  THIRD. 

LoK,  how  all  good  decayes. 
And  ills  doe  now  abound ; 
In  this  sky-compass'd  round. 
There  is  no  kinde  of  trust : 
For,  man-kinde  whilst  it  strayet 
In  pleasure-paved  wayes, 
With  flouds  of  vice  is  drown'd; 
And  doth  (furr%  from  refuge) 
In  e^dlesse  shadowes  lodge. 
Yet  strives  to  rise  no  more : 
No  doubt  (as  most  ui^ust) 
llie  worid  onoe  perish  must. 
And  worse  now  to  restore 
Thenitwasofbeforci, 
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tVbeii  «C  the  iMt  dflliig^ 
Men  by  DsnoalioB  Qoc« 
Were  made  agflfine  of  ftonef ; 
ibid  well  this  wiokad  not 
Bewrayes  a  stony  kinde, 
"Which  tiearet  a  t^bbonie  mindey 
Still  hmtfned  unto  sinne. 
Loe,  now  'm  etery  plaoe 
illl  ▼ertnom  motioot  cease, 
Aod  sacred  feith  weflnde. 
Pane  from  the  earth  is  fled, 
Whose  flight  bage  mischiefe  bred. 
And  filles  the  world  with  warres. 
Whilst  impious  brests  begin 
To  let  base  treason  in : 
Which  common  concord  marrsi^ 
Whilst  all  men  lire  at  janes. 
And  nets  of  fraud  doe  spread^ 
The  sunple  to  surprise. 
Too  witty,  but  not  wis^ ; 
Yet  those  who  in  deceit 
Their  confidence  repose, 
A  thing  more  deare  doe  lose 
.  Then  can  by  gujie  be  gain'd  j 
Which  when  repented  late. 
May  mine  once  their  state. 
Whilst  purer  sprites  disclose 
W"ith  what  their  breasts  are  stor'd ; 
For,  though  they  would  remord, 
They  get  not  trust  againe ; 
But,  haring  honour  sta'm'd. 
And  covenants  prophan'd/ 
Are  held  in  high  disdatne, 
'*  And  doe  in  end  remsme. 
Of  all  the  world  abhorred  |  > 

Not  trusty  when  they  should. 
Not  trusted  when  they  wouM  :*' 
But  ah!  our  nobles  now, 
lioe,  like  Lysander  still. 
So  that  they  get  their  will. 
Regard  not  by  what  way. 
And  with  a  shamelesse  brow« 
Doe  of  the  end  allow, 
Even  though  the  meanes  were  ill } 
Which  all  the  world  may  see, 
Disgraceth  their  degree. 
Who  ^changing  every  houre) 
Doe  ail  base  slighU  assay ; 
What  can  brave  mindes  dismay. 
Whose  worth  » like  a  tower, 
Agamst  all  fortune's  pow'r, 
StUl  irom  aU  fraud  whilst  free  ? 
**  These  keepe  their  course  unknown^ 
Whom  it  would  blame  if  showne:" 
Who  not  from  worth  digresse. 
To  slights  which  feare  imparts, 
Doe  show  heroicke  hearts, 
The  which  would  rather  farre 
An  open  hate  professe. 
Then  basely  it  soppreise: 
"  No  glory  comes  fhwn  fearefuU  arts:  '* 
But  those  who  doe  us  lead. 
As  for  dissemblmg  made,' 
Even  though  that  they  intend 
Amongst  themselves  to  warre, 
Seeme  in  no  sort  to  jarre. 
But  ftiendshtp  doe  pretend. 
Not  like  their  lord  now  dead. 
Who  trusting  to  his  Worth, 
Still  what  he  meant  spake  forth ; 
VOU  V. 


The  great  ttM  not  flomottglM^ 
Doe  seeke  the  people's  love: 
Their  deeds  that  to  approve, 
They  aay  thehr  nondes  allm^: 
But  Ferdiccas  is  thought. 
Too  riowly  to  have  sought 
Thetr  doubtliiU  adtedea  to  i 
Am  one  who  still  conceits 
Ha  may  command  the  fikteii 
His  pride  so  great  is  growna^ 
JhtLt  otee  can  it  endnre; 
Yet  stands  hii  state  nnsore^ 
Smoe odious  tohisowna: 
**  He  oMst  he  once  orethfowne. 
Whose  hnmonr  each  mi 
Pride  doth  her  foHowers  aU 
tead  head-lengs  to  a  fidL*' 


CHORUS  FOURTH. 

Ah,  ah !  though  man  the  image  of  great  lote, 

And»  th*  oneiy  ereatnre  that  gives  Reason  place,' 

With  reverence  doe  unto  the  powies  above^ 

His  heavenly  progeny  should  seeke  to  piove, 

By  still  resembling  Uie  idimortall  kmde ; 

Yet.  makes  the  world  our  better  part  ao  bliade, 

That  we  the  clouds  of  Tanity  imbrhce. 

And  from  our  first  excellency  decline; 

This  doth  distinguish  that  cdestiall  graces     [I^*^ 

Whioh  should  make  soules  to  bume  with  vertne*! 

Whose  foncies  vice  luxuriously  now  fsasta; 

"  Vice  is  the  Giroe  that  enchants  the  minde, 

And  doth  traosforme  her  followers  all  in  swine ; 

Whil'st  poyson*d  pleasures  so  corrupt  our  tastes. 

That  of  halfe-gods,  we  make  our  selves  wBole^ 

And  jet  of  mtblesse  Pluto's  raging  host,  [beasts:" 

The  vice  whieh  doth  transport  presomptuous  hearts. 

And  makes  men  from  the  gods  to  differ  moit. 

Is  cruelty,  that  to  the  sufferer's  cost. 

And  actor's  both,  is  often-times  appeas'ds 

The  gods  delight  to  give,  aod  to  forgive. 

By  pardoning,  and  not  by  plagueing  pleas'd| 

And  why  should  men  excogitate  strange  arts^ 

To  show  their  tyranny,  as  those  who  strive 

To  feed  on  mischiefe,  though  the  author  smarts; 

Oft  for  the  deed  of  which  himselfe  did  boast, 

Whirst  whence  the  blow  first  came,  the  griefe  doth 

tume? 
**  For,  that  by  whichrthe  minde  at  first  was  eas*dt 
May  it  in  th'  end  the  greatest  burden  give; 
Oft  those  whose  cruelty  makes  many  moume. 
Do  by  the  fires  which  they  first  kindled  bumej 
Of  other  tyrants  which  oppresse  the  minde, 
With  pleasure  some  delight  it,  in  such  sort 
That  first  the  bony,  then  the  gall  we  finde  i 
And  others  (though  fix>m  honor's  court  declin'd) 
Some  comfbirt  yeeld  (but  base)  by  hope  of  gaine; 
A  nd,  though  some  make  us  to  he  loath'd  of  ona^ 
We  by  their  meanes  another's  love  obtaiito; 
But  cruelty,  with  which  none  can  ooQiport, 
Makes  th»  authors  hated  when  the  deed  is  doo% 
Oft  even  by  those  whom  it  did  moat  support. 
As  that  wluch  alienates  men  from  their  kinde  $ , 
And  as  humanity  the  minde  enchaunta. 
So  barbarous  soalea  which  from  the  same  refraiofi. 
More  fierce  than  savage  beasU,  are  k>v'd  of  none : 
Since  with  such  beasts  one  with  lease  danger  haunts. 
Then  with  the  man  whose  minde  all  merey  waati^'' 
Pf 
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Yet  thongli  the  lAinteor  man,  ■•  flvoog,  and  rode. 
Be  nmh*d  oft  with  violeiit  denre, 
And  must,  if  flr'd  with  nigerbe  qaeaeh*d  with  hload. 
How  can  this  tender  aese,  whoae  glory  stood 
In  haTing  hearts  inclined  to  pity,  still 
It  selfe  delight  in  any  bariwrous  deed  ? 
Tor,  Nature  setmcs  in  this  to  nse  her  riiiU, 
In  making  womens*  roindes  (though  weake)  entire, 
That  weaknesse  might,  Iotc,  and  devotion  breed ; 
To  which  their  thoughts  (if  pure)  might  best  aqpiie. 
As  aptest  for  th'  impressioos  of  all  good,' 
But  from  the  best  to  worst  all  th'mgs  do  weare; 
Since  cruelties  from  feeble  mindes  proceed,  [feare 
'*  bi  breasU  where  courage  lailes^  sfrite,  shame  and 
Make  envy,  hate,  and  rigour  rule  to  beare." 
Our  queene  Olympias,  who  was  once  to  great. 
And  did  such  moi»trous  cruelties  commit. 
In  plaguing  niilip,  and  his  queene  of  late, 
Loe,  Aow  brought  low  to  Uste  the  like  estate. 
Must  take  such  entertainment  as  she  ga?e. 
And  yet  good  reason  that  it  should  be  so, 
*<  Such  measure  as  we  give,  we  must  receive." 
Wbil'st  on  a  throne  she  proudly  earst  did  sit. 
And  with  disdainefull  eyes  look*d  on  her  foe, 
As  onely  vanquish'd  by  her  pow'r,  and  wit. 
She  did  not  weigh  what  doth  proceed  from  fate: 
O,  O !  th'  immortals  whidh  command  above, 
Of  every  state  in  hand  the  rudder  have, 
And  as  they  like,  can  make  us  stay  or  go; 
*'  The  griefe  of  others  should  us  greatly  move, 
As  those  who  sometime  may  like  fortune  prove ; 
But  as  experience  with  rare  proofes  hath  showne, 
To  look  on  others,  we  have  linx-his  eyes, 
WhiWt  we  would  have  their  imperfectioos  knowne ; 
Yet  (like  bKnde  moles)  can  never  maike  our  owne. 
Siiefa  clouds  of  seKb-regard  do  dimme  our  sight; 
Why  should  we  be  pufTd  up  when  foes  do  fill  ? 
Snioe  what  to  day  doth  on  another  light. 
The  saine  to  morrow  may  our  state  surprise. 
Thoae  that  on  this  inconstant  constant  ball 
Bo  live  envirou'd  with  th'  all-circling  skies. 
Have  many  meanes  whereby  to  be  ore-throwae : 
And  why  should  dying  worldlings  swolne  with  wrath. 
So  tyrannize  ore  an  afflicted  wight. 
Since  miseries  are  common  uuto  all  ? 
Let  none  be  proud  who  draw  a  doubtfull  breath. 
Good  bap  attends  but  few,  unto  their  death.*' 


lliough  by  the  multitude  they  be  adaiir*d« 
That  still  fb  pow'r  doth  show  it  sdfo  suboai 
Yet  by  the  soule  still  further  is  reouii^ 
Which  should  scale  qp  th'  aocompHsfam^t  ofjoj; 


CHORUS  FIFTH. 

«*  What  damned  furies  thus  tosae  mortals'  mindes, 

With  such  a  violent  desire  to  raigne  ? 

That  Neither  honour,  friendship,  duty,  blond. 

Nor  yet  no  band  so  sacred  is  as  bindet 

Ambitious  thoughta  which  would  $^  kingdome  gaine : 

But  all  is  buried  in  blacke  Lethe's  flood, 

Thdt  may  the  course  of  soveraignty  restraine, 

Which  from  the  brest  doth  all  respects  ropell, 

And  like  a  torrent  cnnhot  be  gaine-stood: 

Yea  many  would,  a  scepter  to  obtaine, 

In  spite  of  all  the  world,  and  love's  owne  wrath, 

March  through  the  lowest  dungeons^  of  the  Hels, 

And  from  a  diademe  would  breath  with  pow'r, 

Though  all  death's  engines  brag'd  them  every  houre," 

• 
Yet,  thoogh  such  restlesse  mindes  attaine  in  th'  end 
The  height  to  which  their  haughty  hearts  aspir'd. 
They  never  can  embrace  that  dreamed  blisse. 
Which  their  deluded  thoughts  did  apprehend ; 


Thus  partiall  judgements  blindely  ayiae 
At  things  which  stand  without  our  reach  retired. 
Which  whilst  not  ours,  as  treasures  w^  defisw. 
But  not  the  same  whilst  we  the  sanse  oyoy  ; 
Some  things  a  fisrre  doe  like  the  glow-womc  shne. 
Which  lookt  too  neere,  haw  of  that  light  BO  sigse. 

No  charge  on  th'  Earth  more  weighty  to  dis(Aai|e, 
Then  that  which  of  a  kingdome  doUi  diqioee : 
0 1  those  who  manage  most  the  reynea  of  stal^ 
Tdl  their  pale  ghost  imbarke  in  Charon's  barge, 
They  never  need  e  attend  a  true  repoae: 
How  hard  is  it  to  please  each  man's  conceit. 
When  gaining  one,  they  must  anoAher  *o«  ? 
Thus,  baldly  kings  themselves  can  evcoly  bears, 
Whom  if  severe  (as  cruell)  subjccte  hate; 
Omtempt  darc'to  the  milde  it  selfe  oppose ; 
Who  spare  m  time,  as  niggards  arc  dcspi^. 
Men  from  too  franke  a  minde,  exactions  «"^ 
Though  m  all  shapes  (as  Proteus  us'd)  disguis'd, 
Kings  by  some  scandail  alwaies  are  snrpris'd." 
Yet  one  might  well  with  every  thing  comport. 
Which  on  opinion  onOly  doth  depend. 
If  further  danger  follow'd  not  by  deeds. 
But  every  monarch  (loe)  in  many  a  acwt 
Death  (laid  in  ambush)  alwaies  doth  •**««; 
Of  some  by  mnt^taoos  swords  the  Ufe  forth  Ueedti 
By  nnsnspeeted  poyson  otheis  end. 
Which  whilst  they  alwaies  h^bour  to  pfevent,  ^ 
A  thousand  deaths  within  their  breasU  life  breeds; 
Loe,  this  is  all  for  which  the  great  contend, 
Who^  (whilst  their  pride  them^lves  and  othai 

With  their  domfaiions  doe  their  cares  augment : 
«  And  O  vainc  man  who  toyl'st  to  doutOe  toytei, 
though  still  the  victory  the  victor  foilcs :" 
Thus  Alexander  could  not  be  appeas'd. 
Whilst  he  to  raise  his  stata  did  wayes  pn^re. 
Which  whenmade  most,  diminish'd  moat  remaa  d, 
Whei«  (with  his  ftither's  bounds  bad  be  beese 

plcw'd)  ^.  ^  . 

He  might  have  left  our  crowne  sure  to  his  heii^ 
Who  by  his  conquest  nought  but  death  hath  gayaM  J 
Yet  for  no  paines  a  nwmber  now  doth  spare. 
To  worke  for  that  by  which  his  wreake  was  wroogkt. 
Which  (though  firom  it  they  rage  to  be  restrwtf  d} 
Would  (if  possest)  their  pleasures  but  unpahe : 
Yet  they  by  harme  of  othera  seeke  the  tUng 
Which  by  their  harme  of  others  will  be  soogbt: 
"  To  him  and  his,  each  of  them  death  wonW  brinfr 
That  it  might  once  be  said  he  was  a  king. 

We  may  securely  sitting  on  the  shore,         ^^ 
Whilst  great  men  doe  (ps  toss'd  on  th' ooMn)  gro«, 

Taught  by  their  toyles,  estecme  much  of  our  red : 
For  this  doth  thousands,  with  afBiction  store. 
Which  of  the  world  as  most  unhappy  "«*»«» 
If  they  but  chance  to  view  some  few  more  blest, 
Where  if  they  would  but  marke*  how  many  aooe 
More  wretch'd  then  they  in  misery  doth  Lv^ 
It  straight  would  calme  the  most  unquiet  brertj 
The  cottage  oft  is  happier  then  the  throne ; 
To  th'mke  our  owne  state  good,  and  others'  ill, 
It  could  not  but  a  great  contentinent  grre : 
Therp  much  consists  in  the  conceit  and  wi  1 1 
To  us  all  things  are  as  we  thinke  them  stiU. 
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CHORDS  FIRST. 

*  mr«  dMxiliI  be  loath  to  griev*  the  gods, 

^bo  bold  us  in  a  heUance  still; 

^nd  asttieywill 

tf my  veigh  nrup,  or  downe; 

n»o«e  who  by  folly  foster  pride, 

hjnA  do  deride 

n»e  tcrrour  of  the  thuiiderer*s  rods, 

n  seas  of  sinoe  their  sonles  do  drowne, 

in<i  othen  them  abhorre  as  most  utmost, 

KTlio  wast  religioo  do  deserve  no  trust  :'* 

How  dare  fraile  flesh  presume  to  rise 

[  MTtftil'tt  it  deserves  Heaven's  wrath  to  prove) 

I>a  th'  Earth  to  move, 

L^est  that  it  opening  straight, 

Gi^e  death  and  buriall  both  at  once  ? 

How  dare  such  ones 

Look  up  unto  the  skies. 

For  leare  to  /eele  the  thunderer's  weigfai  ? 

«'  All  th'  elements  their  Maker's  will  attend, 

As  ptonpt  to  plague,  as  men  are  to  offend." 

All  most  be  plagu*d  who  God  displease, 

Tben  whil'sl  he  Bacchus  rites  did  soonie, 

It^as  PaDthens  tome  $ 

The  Delian's  high  diidaioe 

Made  Niobe  (tboqgh  tumid  a  stone) 

IVHh  teares  still  mooe,    - 

And  (Piallas  to  appease) 

Aracbne  weaves  feath'd  wcbbes  in  vaine : 

Heaveo  hath  prepar'd  ere  ever  they  b^n, 

A  fall  for  pride^  a  punishment  for  simie. 

loe,  luno  yet  doth  still  retaine 

That  indignation  once  conceiv*d, 

For  wrong  reodv'd 

Fnxn  Firis  as  we  flnde ; 

And  for  his  cause  (bent  to  disgrace 

The  TVqian  race) 

Doth  hold  a  hi^  disdarae, 

Long  layd  up  in  a  loftie  minde : 

**  We  should  abstaine  from  irritating  those 

Whose  tbooghts(if  wroog'd)nottUl  levei^'dropose.' 

Thus,  thus  for  Pnris>  fond  desire^ 

Who  of  his  pleasnies  had  no  part. 

For  them  mast  smart : 

Such  be  the  firutts  of  Inst ; 

Can  heavenly  breasU  so  long  time  lodge 

A  secret  grudge  } 

like  mortals  thrall  to  yre. 

Till  justice  somtetime  seemes  unjust } 

«<  Of  all  the  furies  which  afflict  the  soole. 

Lost  and  revenge  are  hardest  to  controull  :*> 

The  gods  give  them  but  rarely  rest. 

Who  do  against  their  will  conteady 

And  plagues  do  q>end. 

That  fortnnate  in  nought. 

Their  iprito  (quite  parted  from  repose) 

May  Btill  expose 

The  atormy  troubledbrest 

A  prey  to  each  tyraanicka  thoo§h^ 


**  All  seUe-accusing  seules  no  rest  can  flnde, 
What  greater  torment  then  a  troubled  minde  ?" 

Let  us  adora  th*  iaunortall  poveni. 

On  whose  decree,  of  all  that  ends, 

The^state  depends, 

That  (forte  from  barbarous  broiles) 

We  of  our  life  this  little  space 

May  spend  in  peace^ 

Free  from  affliction's  showres  j 

Or  at  the  least  from  guilty  toyles; 

"  Let  us  of  rest  the  ticasnro  strive  to  gaine. 

Without  the  which  nought  can  be  ha4  but 
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"  Tan  life  of  ours  is  like  a  rose. 

Which  whilst  lan  beauties  it  array. 

Doth  then  enjoy  the  least  repose  ; 

When  virgm-like  made  blush  (we  see) 

Of  evefy  hand  it  is  the  pray. 

And  by  each  winde  is  blowne  away ; 

Yea,' though  from  violence  scap*d  free, 

(Thus  time  triumphs,  and  leades  all  thrsls) 

Yel  doth  it  languish  and  decay : 

O!  whilst  the  courage  hottest  boilei. 

And  that  our  life  seances  best  to  be. 

It  is  with  dangen  compast  still ; 

Whilst  it  each  little  change  appalles. 

The  body,  force  without  oft  foUes, 

It  th'  owne  distemp*raturo  ott  spoiles. 

And  even,  though  oooe  it  chance  to  kill. 

As  nature  foiles»  the  body  folks. 

Of  which  savo  death,  nought  bounds  the  toyles : 

What  is  this  moving  tow'r  in  which  we  trust  ? 

A  little  winde  claS>d  m  a  cloud  of  dusL» 


And  yet  some  sprites  though  being  pent 
In  this  fratle  prison^  narrow  bounds, 
(Whilst  what  might  serve,  doth  not  content) 
Doe  alwaies  bend  their  thoughts  too  high. 
And  ayme  at  all  the  peopled  groonds ; 
Tben  uidlst  their  brests  ambition  wonnds. 
They  feed  as  fearing  straight  to  dye. 
Yet  build  as  if  they  still  might  Ihre, 
Whilst  fomisb'd  for  fame's  empty  sounds : 
Of  such  no  end  the  travell  ends, 
But  a  begiuning  gives,  whereby 
They  may  be  ves*d  worie  thenbeforo ; 
FoE^  whilst  they  still  new  hopes  contrive,  ' 
**  The  hoped  good  more  anguish  sends. 
Then  the  possem*d  contentment  lends ;" 
Am  beasts  not  taste,  but  doe  devoure, 
They  swallow  much,  and  for  more  strive, 
WhUst  still  their  hope  some  change  attends : 
"  And  how  can  sneh  but  still  themselves  annoy. 
Who  can  acquire,  but  know  not  how  f  enjoy  ?'* 

Since  as  a  ship  amidst  the  deepes. 
Or  as  an  eagle  through  the  ayre. 
Of  which  no  way  th'  impression  keepes. 
Most  swift  when  seeming  least  to  move : 
This  breath  of  which  we  take  such  care, 
00th  tosse  the  body  every  where. 
That  it  may  hence  with  haste  remove : 
"  Life  slips  and  sleepes  alwayes  ^way. 
Then  benoe^  and  as  it  came,  goes  bare,*' 
Whose  steppes  behinde  no  trace  doe  leave : 
Why  should  Heaven-banish'd  soules  thus  love 
The  causey  and  bounds  of  their  exile. 
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As  restlesse  strangen  vbere  they  stray  ? 
And  with  such  paine  why  should  they  rearft 
That  which  they  hare  no  right  to  have. 
Which  with  them  in  a  little  while, 
As  summer's  heantiesi  must  decay^ 
And  can  give  nought  except  the  grave  ?  [can, 

'*  Though  all  things  doe  to  harme  him  what  they 
No  greater  enemie  then  himselfe  to  man.'* 

Whilst  oft  eoTinm'd  with  his  ibes. 

Which  threatned  death  on  every  side^ 

Great  Cafcsar  parted  from  repose 

(As  Atlas  holding  up  the  starres)  - 

Did  of  a  world  the  weight  abide ; 

But  ftioce  a  prey  to  foolish  pride. 

More  then  by  att  the  former  warres. 

He  now  by  it  doth  harm*d  remah)^ 

And  of  his  fortune  doth  dii&de: 

Made  rich  by  many  nations*  wreake. 

He  (breaking  through  the  liquid  barres) 

In  Neptune's  armes  his  minion  forcM ; 

Yet  still  putsu'd  new  hopes  in  vaine: 

'<  Would  the  ambitious  looking  backe 

Of  their  inforiours  knowledge  take. 

They  from  huge  cares  might  be  divorc'd, 

Whilst  viewing  few,  more  pow*r  attaine, 

And  many  more  th^n  they  to  lacke : 

The  onely  plague  from  men  that  rest  doth  reave, 

Is  that  they  weigh  their  wants,  not  what  tbiey  have.*' 

Since  thus  the  great  themselves  involve 

In  such  a  labyrinth  of  cares. 

Whence  none  to  scape  can  well  resolve. 

But  by  degrees  are  forward  ted. 

Through  waves  of  hopes,  rockes  of  despaiVet : 

Let  us  avoyd  Ambition's  snates, 

And  farre  from  stormes  by  tovy  bred, 

Still  seeke  (though  low)  a  quiet  rest. 

With  mindes  where  no  proud  thought  repaires. 

That  in  vaine  shadowes  doth  delight ; 

Thus  may  our  fancies  still  be  fed         ^ 

With  that  which  Nature  freely  giveff ; 

Let  us  iniquity  detest. 

And  hold  but  what  we  owe  of  right; 

Th*  eye's  treasure  is  th'  all-circling  light. 

Not  that  vaine  pompe  for  which  pride  strives^ 

Whose  glory  (but  a  poysnous  pest) 

To  plague  the  soule,  delights  the  sight : 

*'  Ease  comes  with  ease,  where  all  by  paine  buy 

paine, 
Itest  we  in  peace,  by  warre  let  others  raigne.'' 


Yet  should  we  not  mispending  hctonl^ 

A  fireedome  seeke,  as  oft  it  falls. 

With  an  intent 

But  to  content 

These  vaine  deligbts,  and  appetites  of  oiat; 

For,  then  but  made  forre  grieatar  thralb. 

We  might  repent 

As  not  still  pent 

In  stricter  bounds  by  otfaeit'  posrVs, 

Whil'st  fcare  licentious  thoughts  appalls  s 

*<  Of  all  the  tyrants  that  the  world  afiirds, 

One's  owne  afiections  are  the  fiercest  kids." 

As  libertines  those  onely  live. 
Who  (from  the  bands  of  vice  set  free) 
Vile  thoughts  cancell. 
And  would  excell 
In  all  that  doth  true  glory  give. 
From  which  when  as  no  tyrants  be 
Them  to  repell, 
And  to  compell 

Their  deeds  against  their  thoughts  to  strive, 
JTjey  blest  are  in  a  high  degrep : 
"  For,  such  of  fome  the  scrouls  can  hazdiy  fill. 
Whose  wit  is  bounded  by  another's  wilL** 

Our  ancestors  of  old  such  prov'd, 

(Who  Rome  from  Tarquhfe^  yoke  redeem'd) 

They  first  obUin'd, 

And  then  maintain'd 

Their  liberty  so  dearly  tov\i  $ 

They  from  all  things  which  odious  seeMM 

(Though  not  oonstrain'd) 

Themselves  restrained. 

And  willingly  all  gbod  approved. 

Bent  to  he  much,  yet  well  esleem'd  ; 

"  And  how  could  such  but  ayme  atsoiiM  great  eo^. 

Whom  liberty  did  leade,  glory  attend  ?» 

They  leading  valorous  legions  forth, 

(Though  wanting  kings)  triumph'd  ore  kings. 

And  still  aspir'd,  | 

By  Mars  inspired. 

To  conquer  all  from  south  to  noith  ; 

Then  lending  fame  their  eagle's  wingis^ 

They  all  acquired 

Tliat  was  requir'd. 

To  make  them  rare  fbr  rarest  things. 

The  world  made  witnesse  of  their  worth : 

Thus  those  great  mmdes  who  domineer^  ore  all 

Did  make  themselves  fint  Ikwe,  then  otims  thiaU, 
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Trnii  liberty,  6f  earthly  things 

What  more  delights  a  generous  brest  7 

Which  doth  receive. 

And  can  conceive 

The  matchlesse  treasure  that  It  brings  ; 

It  making  men  securely  rest^ 

As  all  perceive, 

Doth  none  deceive, 

Wbil'st  firom  th^  same  tme  courage  springs, 

But  fear'd  for  nought,  doth  what  seemes  best : 

**  Then  men  are  men,  when  they  are  all  their 

owne. 
Not,  bat  by  others'lMdges  when  made  knowne:'* 


But  we  who  hold  Aought  but  their  I 

From  that  to  which  they  in  times  gone 

Did  high  ascend. 

Must  low  descend. 

And  bound  their  glory  with  our  dmm^ 

Whil'st  on  an  abject  tyrant's  throne^ 

We  (base)  attend. 

And  do  intend 

Us  for  our  foitmit  stilt  to  frame. 

Not  it  for  us,  and  all  for  one: 

"  As  liberty  a  courage  doth  impart. 

So  bondage  doth  di^iend,  else  brei^  tlie  hesrt.' 

Yet,  O!  who  knows  bnt  Rome  to  gtace 

Another  Brutus  may  arise  ? 

Who  may  efiiset 

What  we  affect. 

And  Tarquine's  steps  make  Cesar  trace  ;• 

Thot/gh  seeming  dangen  to  despise 
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He  do^  suspect 

WTimt  we  ea^iect  ^ 

AVhicli  from  his  breast  hath  banishM  peace, 

TlMMig^li  imirely  he  his  feares  disguise : 

*'  Of  tyrants  even  the  wrong,  revepge  affords, 

A]  1  femre  botthdrs,  and  they  feare  all  men's  swords/ 
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IVbat*  fury  thus  doth  fill  the  brest 

With  ft  prodigious  rash  desire, 

^Vhicfa  banishing  their  soules  from  rest, 

I>otii  make  them  live  who  high  aspire, 

(Whilst  it  within  their  bosome  boyles) 

As  salamanders  in  the  fire ; 

Or  like  to  serpents  changing  spoyles. 

Their  withered  beauties  to  renew  ? 

like  vipers  with  unnatural!  toyles. 

Of  such  the  thoughts  themselves  pursue, 

Who  for  all  lines  their  lives 'doe  square, 

Wliilst  like  cameltons  changing  hue, 

They  ooely  feed  on  empty  ay  re: 

'*  To  paase  ambition  greatest  matters  brings, 

Aod  (save  contentmeut)  can  attaine  all  things.'* 

This- active  passion  doth  disdaine 

To  match  with  any  vulgar  mtnde. 

As  in  base  breasts  where  terrours  raigne, 

Too  great  a  guest  to  be  confin'd ; 

It  doth  but  lofty  theughts  frequent 

Where  it  a  spatious  field  may  finde. 

It  selfe  with  honour  to  content, 

Where  reverenc'd  fsme  doth  lowdest  sound ; 

Those  for  great  things  by  courage  bent, 

(Parre  lifted  from  this  lumpish  round) 

Would  in  the  sphere  of  glory  move, 

Whilst  lofty  thoughts  which  nought  can  binde, 

All  rivals  live  in  vertue*s  love ; 

**  On  abject  preyes  as  ih*  eagles  never  light, 

Ambition  poysons  but  the  greatest  sprite.'* 

And  of  this  restlesse  vulture's  brood, 

(If  not  become  too  great  a  flame) 

A  little  sparke  doth  sometime  good, 

Which  makes  great  mindes  (affectiug  fame) 

To  Aiffer  still  ^1  kinde  of  peine:- 

Their  fortune  at  tbe  bloudy  game, 

Who  hazard  would  for  hope  of  gaine, 

Vnksse  first  buro'd  by  thirst  of  praise  ? 

Tbe  learned  to  a  higher  strainer 

Their  wits  by  emulation  raise. 

As  those  who  hold  applauses  deare ; 

And  what  great  minde  at  which  men  gaze. 

It  selfe  can  of  ambition  cleare. 

Which  is  when  valn'd  at  the  highest  price, 

A  generous  errour,  an  heroicke  vice  ? 

But  when  this  firensie,  flaming  bright. 
Doth  so  the  soules  of  some  surprise. 
That  they  can  taste  of  no  .delight. 
But  wbkt  from  soveraignty  doth  rise. 
Then,  huge  affliction  it  affords ; 
Sock  must  (themselves  so  to  disgaiie) 
Prove  piod^all  of  courteous  woids. 
Give  much  to  some,  and  promise  all. 
Then  humble  seeme  to  be  made  lords. 
Yea,  being  thua  to  many  thrall. 
Must  words  impart,  if  not  support ; 
To  those  who  crush'd  by  fortune  fall ; 
And  griere  themselvei  tp  please  each  fort: 


"  Are  not  those  wr^h'd.who,  ore  a  dangerous  snar^ 
]>)  hang  by  hopes,  whilst  ballanc'd  in  tbe  ayre ;" 

Then  when  they  have  the  port  atUinM, 

Which  was  through  seas  of  dangers  sought. 

They  (loe)  at  last  bnt  kMse  have  gain*d. 

And  by  great  trouble,  trouble  bought : 

Their  mindes  are  married  still  with  fiiares. 

To  bring  forth  many  a  jealous  thought ; 

With  seafching  eyes,  and  watching  eares. 

To  learoe  that  which  It  grieves  to  know : 

The  brest  that  such  a  burden  beares. 

What  huge  afflictions  doe  orethrow  ? 

Thus,  each  prince  is  (as  all  perceive) 

No  more  exalted  then  brought  low, 

««  Of  many,  terd,  of  many,  slave ; 

That  idoll  greataesse  which  th'  Earth  doth  adose. 

Is  gotten  with  great  pa'me,  and  kept  with  move  :^ 

He  who'  to  this  imaging  good. 

Did  through  his  countrie's  bowels  tend. 

Neglecting  friendship,  duty,  bloud. 

And  all  on  which  trust  can  depend, 

Or  by  which  love  could  be  conceii-'d. 

Doth  finde  of  what  he  did  attend, 

His  expectations  fsrre  deceived ; 

For,  since  suspecting  secret  snares, 

His  soule  hath  still  of  rest  becne  reav'd, 

Whibt  squadrons  of  tumultuous  cares. 

Forth  from  his  brest  extort  deep  groncs  t 

Thus  Cesar  now  of  life  despaires. 

Whose  lot  his  hope  exceeded  once ; 

And  who  can  long  well  keep  an  ill  wonne  sUte  r 

**  Those  perish  must  by  some  whom  all  men  hate." 


CHORUS  FIFTH. 

What  fools  ar^  those  who  do  repose  their  trust 
On  what  this  masse  of  misery  aifords  > 

And  (braggmg  but  of  th'  excrements  of  dust) 
Of  liie-lesse  treasures  labour  to  be  lords: 

Which  like  the  Sirens'  songs,  or  Circe's  charnia, 

With  shadows  of  delights  hide  ccrtaine  harmes. 

Ah  !  whiPst  they  sport  op  pleasure's  ycie  grounds, 
Oft  poyson'd  by  prosperitie  with  pride, 

A  sudden  storme  their  floting  joyes  confounds,    > 
Whose  cou«e  is  ordred  by  the  eye-lesse  guide. 

Who  so  inconstantly  her  selfe  doth  btare 

Th'  unhappie  men  may  hope,  the  happy  fegre. 

The  fortunate  who  bathe  in  Bonds  of  joyes. 
To  perish  ofbamidst  their  pleasures  chance. 

And  mirthlesse  wretches  wallowing  in  annoyes. 
Oft  by  adversitie  themselves  advance ; 

WhU'stFortune  bent  to  mock  vaine  woridlings  cares. 

Doth  change  despaires  in  hopes,  hopes  in  despaires- 

That  gallant  Grecian  whose  great  wit  so  soone, 
Whom  others  could  not  number,  did  ore-come. 

Had  he  not  beene  undone,  had  beene  undone, 
And  if  not  banished',  had  not  had  a  home ; 

To  him  feare  courage  gave(what  wondrous  change !) 

And  many  doubts  a  resolution  strange. 

He  who  told  one  who  then  was  Fortune's  childe. 
As  if  with  h<lrroor  to  oongaalc  his  btoad: 

That  CaiusMariusfarre  from  Rome  «nld, 
Wretch'd  on  the  mines  of  great  Carthage  stood ; 

ThonghIongbothplsq5U»dby5iefo,Mdbydiig«on, 

The  consul-ship  regain'd,  and  dy'd  m  pence. 
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And  that  great  Pompey  (an  Um  world's  deliglit)    ' 
Whom  of  his  theater  then  th'  applaqses  pleas*d» 

Whil'st  praise-transported  eyes  endeei'd  his  sight. 
Who  by  youth's  toyles  should  hare  his  age  then 
eas*d. 

He  by  one  blow  of  Fortune  lost  farre  more 

Then  many  battels  gayned  had  before. 

Such  sudden  changes  so  disturbe  the  sonle. 
That  still  the  judgement  ballancM  is  by  doubt; 

But,  on  a  round,  what  wonder  though  things  route  ? 
And  since  within  a  circle,  tume  about  ? 

Whil'st  Heaven  on  Earth  strange  alterations  brings, 

To  ■come  our  confidence  in  worldly  things. 

And  chaacM  there  ever  accidents  more  strange. 
Then  in  these  stormy  bounds  where  we  remaine  ? 

One  did  a  sheep-hooke  to  a  scepter  change. 
The  nurceling  of  a  wolfe  ore  men  did  raigne  ; 

A  little  vilUge  grew  a  mighty  towne, 

Which  whil'st  it  had  no  king,  held  many  a  crowne. 

Then  by  bow  many  sundry  sorts  of  men. 

Hath  this  great  state  beene  ruPd  ?  though  now  by 
none, 

Which  first  obey'd  but  one,  then  two,  then  ten. 
Then  by  degrees  retum*d  to  two,  and  one ; 

Of  which  three  states,  their  mine  did  abide. 

Two  by  two's  lusts,  and  one  by  two  men's  pride. 

What  revolutions  huge  have  hapned  thus. 

By  secret  fates  all  violently  ted. 
Though  seeming  but  by  accident  to  us, 

Yet  in  the  di^ths  of  heavenly  breasto  first  bred. 
As  arguments  demonstrative  to  prove 
That  weaknesse  dwels  below,  and  pow'r  above. 

loe,  prosprous  Cesar  charged  for  a  space, 
Both  with  strange  nations,  and  his  countrey's 
ipoyls. 

Even  when  he  seem'd  by  warre  to  purchase  peace, 
And  roses  of  sweet  rest,  from  thomes  of;  toils ; 

Then  whil'st  his  minde  and  fortune  swelled  most  high, 

Hath  beene  constram'd  the  last  distresse  to  trie. 

What  warnings  large  were  in  a  time  so  short. 
Of  that  darke  course  which  by  his  death  now 
shines  ? 

It,  speechlesse  wonders  plainly  did  report. 
It,  men  reve^l'd  by  words,  and  god^  by  signes, 

Yet  by  the  chaynes  of  destinies  whiFst  bound. 

He  saw  the  swmrd,  but  could  not  scape  the  jround. 

What  onrtalne  ore  our  knowledge  errour  brings. 
Now  drawn,  now  open'd,  by  the  heavenly  host. 

Which  makesussometimesharpetosee small  things. 
And  yet  quite  blinde  when  as  we  should  see  most, 

lliat  curious  braines  may  rest  amaz*d  at  it. 

Whose  ignorance  makes  them  presume  of  wit 

Then  let  us  live,  since  all  things  change  below. 
When  rais'd  most  high,  as  those  who  once  may 
foil. 
And  hold  when  by  disaslen  brought  mon  low, 

The  minde  still  free,  what  ever  else  be  thrall : 
*^Thoie  (lords  of  fortune)  swwten  every  state. 
Who  can  command  themaelvet,  though  not  their 
fote.** 


SOME  VEBSfiS 


warrmiTonit  MAjBsmirmAirraoimATTHSTnis 

OP  HIS  MAItffrtBS  PlIST  UrTBTl  n«TO  BMOLAItn. 

Stat,  tragick  Muse,  with  those  vntimely  verses. 
With  raging  accents  and  with  dreadfull  sounds* 

To  draw  d^  monarkes  out  of  ruio*d  berses, 
P  aflfright  th*  applauding  worid  with  blondie 
wounds: 

Raze  all  the  monuments  of  horronn  past, 

T*  aduance  the  publike  mirth  our  treasures  y 


And  pardon  (olde  heroes)  fbr  O I  finde, 
I  had  no  reason  to  admhre  3rour  fotes  : 

And  with  rare  -gnifles  of  body  and  of  minde, 
Th'vnbounded  greatnesse  of  euill-conquerd  stales. 

More  glorious  actes  then  were  achieu*d  by  you. 

Do  make  jrour  wonders  thought  no  wonders  now. 

For  yee  the  potentates  of  former  times. 
Making  your  will  a  right,  jrour  force  a  law : 

Staining  your  conquest  with  a  thousand  crimes. 
Still  ratgn'd  like  tjrrants,  bat  obey'd  for  awe : 

And  whilst  your  jroake  none  willingly  would  bear^ 

Dyed  oft  the  sacrifice  6f  wrath  and  feare. 

But  this  age  great  with  glone  hath  brought  forth 
A  matchlesse  monarke  whom  peace  highlie  raiaes* 

Who  as  th'  vntainted  ocean  of  all  worth 
As  due  to  him  hath  swallow'd  all  your  praiseSi 

Whose  cleere  excellencies  long  knowne  for  such. 

All  men  must  praise,  and  none  can  praise  too  much. 

For  that  which  others  hardly  could  acquire. 
With  losse  of  thousands  liues  and  endlesse  paine. 

Is  heapt  on  him  euen  by  their  owoe  desire. 
That  thristf  enit^  the  fruitesof  bis  blest raignt: 

And  nener  conquerour  gain'd  so  great  a  thing. 

As  those  wise  subiecta  gaining  such  a  kiagw 

But  what  a  mightie  state  is  this  I  see  ? 

A  little  world  that  all  true  worth  Hdierites, 
Strong  without  art,  entrench*d  within  the  sea. 

Abounding  in  brane  men  full  of  great  spirits  t 
It  saemes  this  ile  would  boast,  and  so  she  may, 
To  be  the  soueraigne  of  the  worid  some  day. 

O  generous  lames,  the  gloria  of  their  parts, 
In  large  dominions  eq^l  with  the  best : 

But  the  most  mightie  monarke  of  men's  harts. 
That  euer  yet  a  diadem  possest: 

Ii)ngmaistthonliue,well  tou'd and  free fhwidangen. 

The  comfbrt  of  thineown^,  the  tenonr  of  strangtrk 


SOME  VERSES 
waimv  sHoaTCT  nnnApnt  iv  aiAsov  op  ah  nnm- 

nATIOH  OP  Doom,  A  WATSa  HBSaS  VNTO  TUB  AVTBOa's 

H0081,  wnasvpoH  its  maustii  was  soMmms  wokt 

tOBAWKB. 

What  wonder  though  my  melaneholious  Muse, 
Whose  generous  course  some  lucklese  starre  con* 

Her  bold  attempts  to  prosecute  refuse,     [troules; 
And  wonJd  foine  burie  my  abortiue  scroules. 
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Whilst 


II my Unei be rait'd,  [fires: 
a  cro«e  would  quench  mykmdliiif 
IS  by  the  poets  prais'd, 
moontaiiies  shmdow  my  retires. 


No  HeUcon  her  treasure  here  ynlockes. 
Of  all  the  sacred  band  the  cbiefe  refuge : 

Bat  daogeroas  Dooen  mmbliDg  through  tiie  rockes. 
Would  scone  the  raine*howe  with  a  new  deluge. 

As  Tiber,  mindefull  of  his  olde  renowne,  [place : 
Angmeats  his  floodes  to  waile  the  feire  chang'd 

And  greea'd  to  glide  through  that  degener'd  towne, 
Toyles  with  bis  depthes  to  couer  their  disgrace. 

So  doAli  my  Dooen  rage,  greeo'd  in  like  sort. 
While  as  his  wonted  honour  comes  to  minde : 

To  that  great  prince  whilst  he  afforded  sport. 
To  whom  hb  trident  peptone  hath  resign'd. 

And  as  the  want  of  waters  and  of  swaines. 
Had  hot  begotten  to  his  badkes  neglect: 

He  strioes  f  encroeh  vpon  the  bordering  plaines, 
Afaino  by  greataesse  to  procure  respect. 

Thus  an  the  creaturis  of  this  orphand  bonndes. 
In  their  own  kindes  moon'd  with  the  common 


With  many  a  monstrousforme  all  ibrmeconfonndeiy 
To  make  ts  moome  more  feelingly  our  kme. 

We  most  onr  breastes  to  btser  thoughts  inure. 
Since  we  want  all  that  did  aduannce  our  name : 

Vor  in  a  eoreer  of  the  world  obscure. 

We  mi  TngTM'd  without  the  bonndes  of  fiime. 


And  since  oor  snone  shines  in  another  pait. 
Line  like  th'  antipodes  depriu'd  of  light: 

Whilst  those  to  whom  hb  beames  he  doth  impart, 
Begin  their  day  whilst  we  begin  oor  night. 

This  hath  discoorag'd  my  high-bended  mtnde. 
And  still  in  doale  my  drouping  Muse  arrayes : 

Which  if  my  Phcebus  once  vpon  me  shin'd. 
Might  raise  her  flight  to  build  amidst  his  rayes. 


VERSES 

ratFOODTO  BisHor  ASBiMiTar's  "  CHanruM  and  hia- 

▼tVLT  Ta■ATlsi^  ooNTAnnno  nnrsicn  roa  tbs  soul.** 

162«. 

Or  known  effseti,  grounds  too  precisely  sought. 

Young  naturalists  oft  atheists  old  doe  profe. 

And  some  who  naught,  save  who  first  moves,  can 

move. 
Scorn  mediate  means,  as  wonders  still  were  wrought: 
But  tempting  both,  thou  dost  this  diflerence  even. 
Divine  physician,  physical  divine : 
Who  souls  and  bodies  help'st,  dost  here  design 
From  Earth  by  reason,  and  by  faiUi  from  Heaven, 
With  mysteries,  which  fSew  can  reach  aright : 
How  Heaven  and  Earth  are  matcht,  and  work  ia 


Who  wise  and  holy  ends,  and  causes  scan.  ^ 

Loe  true  philosophy,  perfection's  height. 
For  this  is  all,  whidi  we  would  wish  to  gaine: 
In  bodies  sound,  that  mmds  may  sound  remaioc. 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  JONSON, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1 HS  drcimistaoces  of  Jooson's  life  have  been  hitherto  yexj  ioiiccurately  rehted.  Some 
perticuhin  may  be  collected  from  his  works,  and  from  Fuller  and  Wood  who  lived  at 
00  great  distance  from  his  time.  Drummond,  the  celebrated  Scotch  poet  has  a£forded 
a  few  interesting  memours  which,  coming  from  Jonson  in  the  hoars  of  confidence,  may 
be  considered  as  anthentic ;  but  these  materiab  have  Aimished  no  general  narrative  that 
is  not  inconsistent,  and  imperfect  fer  want  of  dates.  What  follows,  therefore,  must  be 
Rad,  as  it  was  written,  with  con«derable  diffidence. 

Ben  Jonson,  or  Johnson,  for  so  he,  as  well  as  some  of  his  friends,  wrote  his  name, 
was  bora  in  Hartshonie  Lane  near  Charingcross,  Westminster,  June  11,  1574^  about  a 
month  afker  the  death  of  his  fiither.  Dr.  Bathurst,  whose  life  was  written  by  Mr.  War- 
too,  informed  Aubrey  that  Jonson  was  bom  in  Warwickshire,  but  all  other  accounts  fix 
kts  birth  in  Westminster.  Fuller  says  that  ''  with  all  his  industry  he  could  not  find 
lam  in  his  cradle,  but  that  he  could  fetch  him  firom  his  long  coats :  when  a  little  child, 
be  Ufed  in  Hattshbrne  Lane  near  Charing  Cross."  Mr.  Malone  eiiamined  the  register 
<>f  St.  Margmref  s  Westminster  and  St.  Martin's  in  the  Fields,  but  without  being  aUe  to 
<limver  the  time  of  his  baptism ' . 

His  femlly  was  originally  of  ^nnandale  m  Scotland,  whence  his  grandfiither  removed 
to  Carlisle  m  the  time  of  Henry  VIII;  under  whom  he  held  some  office.  But  htt  son 
b^  deprived  both  of  his  estate  and  liberty  in  .the  reign  of  queen  Mary,  went  after- 
wirds  m  holy  orders,  and  leaving  Carlisle,  settled  in  Westminster. 

Our  poet  was  first  sent  to  a  private  school  m  the  church  of  St  Martin's  in  the  Fields, 
"^  was  afterwards  removed  to  Westmmster  school.  Here  he  had  for  his  preceptor  the 
^^^^Btrious  Camden,  for  whom  he  ever  preserved  the  highest  respect,  and  besides  dedi- 
<^tiog  one  of  his  best  plays  to  hun,  commemorates  him  in  one  of  hb  epigrams  as  the 
P^non  to  whom  he  owed  all  he  knew.  He  was  making  very  extraordinary  progress  at 
tUs  school,  when  his  mother,  who,  soon  after  her  husband's  death,  had  married  a  brick- 
^)took  him  home  to  learo  his  step-fether's  business.    How  long  he  continued  in 

>  Sbakspeare,  ^rd  and  Jootooi  to  Malone'i  Shakqieare.    CX 
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tins  degradiog  occupation  k  imce^rtain ;  according  to  Fuller  he  soon  left  it  and  weot  to 
Cambridge,  but  necessity  obliged  him  to  return  to  hb  father  who,  among  other  works, 
employed  him  on  the  new  building  at  Lincohi*s  Inn,  and  there  h^  was  to  be  seen  with 
a  trowel  in  one  hand  and  a  book  m  the  other.  This,  Mr.  Malone  thinks,  must  have 
been  either  in  1588,  or  1503,  in  each  of  which  years,  Dugdale  informs  us,  some  new 
buildmgs  were  erected  by  the  society.  Wood  varies  the  story  by  stating  diat  he  was 
taken  from  the  trowel  to  attend  sir  Walter  Raleigh's  son  abroad  atad  afterwards  went  to 
Cambridge,  but  young  Raleigh  was  not  bom  till  1594^  nor  ever  went  abroad  except 
with  his  father  in  l6lf  to  Guiana,  where  he  lost  hb  life.  So  many  of  Jonson's  coo- 
temporaries,  however,  have  mentioned  hb  connection  with  the  Raleigh  family  that  it  b 
probable  he  was  in  some  shape  befriended  by  them  %  although  not  while  he  worked  at 
hb  father's  business,  for  from  that  he  ran  away,  enlisted  as  a  common  soldier  and  served 
in  the  English  army  then  engaged  agamst  the  Spaniards  m  the  Netherlands.  '*  Here," 
says  the  author  of  hb  life  in  the  Biographia  Britannica,  '^  he  acquired  a  degree  of  mili- 
tuy  gloiy,  which  rarely  MU  to  the  iol  ^a  Mnmaa  man  in  that  profession.  In  an  en- 
counter with  a  sing^  man  of  the  enemy,  he  slew  hb  opponent,  and  stripping  him,  carried 
off  the  spoils  in  the  view  of  both  armies."  As  our  iiuthor's  feme  does  not  rest  oo  his 
military  exploits,  it  can  be  no  detraction  to  hint  that  one  man  killing  and  str^ing  ano- 
ther is  a  degree  of  military  prowess  of  no  very  extraordiaaiy  kind.  Hb  biographer, 
however,  b  umwillmg  to  quit  the  sul^t  until  he  has  infemwd  us  that  ^'  the  glory  of 
thb  action  receives  a  particular  heightening  from  the  reflection,  that  he  thereby  stands 
ni^^ilarly  dbtinguished  above  the  rest  of  Ins  br^hren  of  the  poeticil  race,  very  few  ol 
whom  have  ever  acquued  any  repat^tion  in  arms.'' 

On  hb  return,  he  b  said  to  have  resumed  hb  studies,  and  to  have  gone  to  St.  Jotin'i 
Collie,  Cambridge.  Thb  feet  rests  chiefly  upon  a  tradition  in  that  collqiet  supported 
by  the  gift  of  several  books  now  in  the  Hbraiy  with  hb  name  m  them.  As  to  the  ques- 
tion why  Ins  name  does  net  appear  m  any  of  the  lists,  it  b  answered  that  he  was  only 
a  sizar,  who  made  a  short  stay,  and  hb  name  could  not  appear  among  the  admisaioiw 
whoe  no  noticef  was  usually  taken  of  any  young  men  that  had  not  scholar-ships;  and 
as  to  matriculation,  there  was  at  that  time  no  regbt^.  If  he  went  to  St  John's  it 
seems  probable  enough  that  the  shortness  of  hb  stay  was  occasioned  by  hb  necessities, 
and  tids  would  be  the  case  whether  he  went  to  Cambridge  ui  1588,  as  Mr.  Malone 
coiyectures,^or  after  hb  return  frote  the  army,  pejrfaaps  in  1594.  In  ekher  case  he  was 
poor,  and  received  no  encouragement  from  hb  femily  in  hb  education.  His  persev^nig 
love  of  literature,  however,  amidst  so  many  difliculties,  ought  to  be  BKntioned  to  hb 
honour. 

Havmg  feiled  in  these  more  creditable  attempts  to  gam  a  subsistence,  be  began  hb 
theatrical  career,  at  first  among  the  strolling  companies,  and  was  afterwards  adantted 
into  an  obscure  theatre,  called  the  Green  Curtain,  m  the  neighboarhood  of  Shoreditch, 
from  which  the- present  Curtain  Road  seems  to  derive  its  name.  He  had  not  becn^ 
there  long,  befbre  he  attempted  to  write  for  the  stage,  but  was  not  at  first  veiy  soc: 
cessfid  either  as  an  author  or  actor.  Meres  enumerates  hini  among  the  writers  of 
tragedy,  bat  no  tragedy  of  hb  writmg  exbts,  prior  to  1598  when  hb  comedy  ofEveiy 
Man  in  hb  Humour  procured  him  a  name.  Dexter,  in  hb  Satyromastix,  censures  his 
acting  as  aukward  and  mean,  and  Ins  temper  as  rough  and  untractabie. 

*  See  OIdyi'8  account  hereafter  quoted,  p.  451.    C 
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Dvii^  bis  early  engagements  oa  the  stage,  he  had  the  mybrtnne  to  kill  one  of  die 
players  in  «  dq^l,  lor  which  he  was  thrown  into  prison,  **  brought  near  die  gaUows/* 
bat  afterwards  pardoned.  WhOe  i^  confinement,  a  popoh  priesit  prevailed  on  him  to 
embrace  the  Roman  Catholic  faith,  m  which  he  continued  about  twdve  years.  As  soon 
as  he  was  released,  which  iq)pear8  to  have  been  about  the  year  1595,  he  married,  to 
use  his  own  expressioo,  **  a  wife  who  was  a  shrew,  yet  honest  to  him,**  and  endeavoored 
to  iMOTide  for  hb  hmSly  by  his  pen.  Having  jwoduced  a  |riay  which  was  aeeidentally 
teen  by  Shakspeare,  h^  resolved  to  bring  it  on  the  stage  of  which  he  was  a  matnger^ 
ind  acted  a  part  in  it  himself.  What  play  this  was  we  are  not  told,  but  its  success  en- 
couraged him  to  produce  his  excellent  comedy  of  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  whkh 
was  performed  on-the  same  stage  in  1599.  Oldys,  in  his  manuscript  notes  on  liUqg- 
bame,  says  that  Jonson  vras  himself  the  master  of  a  playhouse  in  Barbican,  whkh  was  at 
a  &tant  period  convefted  into  a  dissenting  meeting-house.  He  addl  that  Ben  lived  in 
Bartholomew  Close,  in  the  house  which  was  inhabited,  in  Oldys's  time,  by  Mr.  James, 
a  letter  founder.  Mention  is  macU  in  his  writings  of  his  theatre,  of  the  Sun  and  Moon 
tavern  in  Aldersgate  Street,  and  of  the  Mermaid.  But  the  want  of  dates  renders  much 
of  this  information  useless. 

In  the  foUowii^  year  he  produced  the  counterpart  of  his  former  comedy,  entitled 
Every  Man  out  of  liis  Humour,  and  continued,  to  fomish  a  new  play  every  year  until  he 
was  called  to  assist  in  the  masks  and  entertainments  given  in  honour  of  the  accession  of 
king  James  to  the  throne  of  England,  and  afterwards  on  occasions  of  particular  festivity 
at  the  courts  of  James  and  Charles  I.  But  from  those  barbarous  productkms,  he  ooca- 
aoaally  retired  to  the  cultivation  of  his  comic  genius,  and  on  one  occasicm  gave  an  ex* 
tiaoidinary  proof  of  natuiid  and  prompt  excellence  m  his  Volpone,  which  was  fknshed 
within  the,  space  of  five  weeks. 

Hb  next  production  indicated  somewhat  of  that  rough  and  mdependent  qnrit  whidi 
iieither  the  smOes  nor  terrours  of  a  court  could  repress.  It  was,  indeed,  a  foolish  thvSXh 
tioD  for  a  man  in  his  circumstances  to  ridicule  the  Scotch  natk>n  in  the  court  of  a  Scotcji 
king,  yet  thb  he  attempted  in  a  comedy,  entitled  Eastward-Hoe,  which  he  wrote  in  ^ 
co^unction  with  Chapman  and  Marston,  although,  as  Mr.  Warton  has  remarked,  he 
was  in  general  **  too  proud  to  assist  or  be  assisted."  The  afiront,  however,  was  too 
gTMs  to  be  overiooked,  and  the  three  authors  were  sent  to  prison,  and  not  released 
without  much  interest  Camden  and  Selden  are  supposed  to  have  supjdiaated  the 
throne  m  fkvour  of  Jouson  on  this  occasion.  At  an  entertainment  which  he  gave  to 
these  and  other  friends  on  his  release,  his  mother  "  more  like  an  antique  Roman  than 
t  Briton,  drank  to  him,  and  showed  him  a  papier  of  poison,  which  she  intended  to  have 
Ci^en  him  in  his  liquor,  after  having  taken  a  portion  of  it  herself,  if  sentence  upon  him 
(of  pillory,  &c.)  hikd  been  carried  into  execution."  The  history  of  the  times  shows  the 
probable  inducement  Jonson  had  to  ridicule  the  Scotch.  Tim  court  was  filled  with 
them^  and  it  became  the  humour  of  the  English  to  be  jealous  of  their  en<3roachmentSb 
Jonson,  however,  havmg  obtamed  a  pardon,  endeavoured  to  conciliate  his  oflfended 
^^ereign  by  taxing  his  genius  to  produce  a  double  portion  of  that  adulation  in  which 
James  d^hted. 

His  connection  with  Shakspeare,  noticed  above,  has  ktely  become  the  sulgect  of  a 
^^^'''^T^^ersy.  Pope,  in  the  preface  to  his  edition  of  Shakspeare,  says,  "  I  cannot  help 
^^''^^  tluit  these  two  poets  were  good  friends  and  Ihred  on  amicable  terms,  and  in 
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cffiees  of  lAciely  wMi  etch  otlicr.  It  la  an  acknowledged  fact  tiiat  Ben  Jontoii 
tfodoced  iqion  the  stage,  and  his  first  woilca  encouraged  by  Shakspeare.  And  after  U» 
death,  that  author  writes  '  To  the  Memory  of  hb  beloved  Mr.  Wilham  ShakapcArc^' 
whkh  diows  as  if  the  friendship  had  contmued  through  life."  Mr.  Makme^  the  aecn- 
racy  of  whose  researches  are  entitled  to  the  highest  respect,  has  produced  many  |Mroo6 , 
of  their  mutual  disUce,  amountmg,  as  he  thinks,  on  the  part  of  Jonson,  to  aiali0Bity. ' 
Mr.  Steerens  and  Mr.  George  Chalmers  are  inclined  likewise  to  blame  Jobsod*  bnt 
Dr.  Fnmer  omsklered  the  reports  of  Jonson's  pride  and  malignity  as  ahsolntdy 
less.  Mr.  O.  Gilchrist,  in  a  pamphlet  just  published,  has  vindicated  Jonson  with 
acuteness,  although  without  wholly  efladng  the  impression  which  Mr.  Malone's  fuooft 
and  extracts  are  calcukted  to  make.  That  Jonson  was  at  times  the  antagonist  of  Shak* 
qpearr,  and  that  they  engaged  in  what  Fuller  caOs  *'  wit-combats,"  may  be  allowed,  for 
such  occurrences  are  not  uncommon  amoi^  contemporary  poets;  but  it  is  incoosislcnt 
with  all  we  know  of  human  paissions  and  tempers  that  a  man  capable  of  writing  thci  lil^ 
encomiastic  lines  alluded  to  by  Pope,  could  have  at  ai^  time  harboured  mtdigndy  m 
his  heart  against  Shakspeare.  Malignity  rarely  dies  with  its  object,  and  more  rarely 
turns  to  esteem  and  veneration. 

Jonson's  next  phiy,  Epicsme,  or  the  Silent  Woman,  did  not  appear  imtil  1609,  aad 
amply  atoned  for  his  seeming  neglect  of  the  dramatic  Muse.  It  is  perhaps  the  first 
regular  comedy  in  the  language,  and  did  not  lose  much  of  this  superiority  by  the  ap> 
pearance  of  Ua  Alchemist  in  161O.  His  tragedy,  however,  of  Catiline,  in  l6ll,  as  well 
as  his  Sejanus,  of  both  which  he  entertained  a  high  opinion,  seem  only  to  ooofim  the 
maxim  that  few  authors  know  where  thdr  exodlence  Ifes.  The  Catilme,  says  Dr.  Hiud, 
is  a  specimen  of  aU  the  errours  of  tragedy. 

In  1613,  he  went  to  Paris,  where  he  was  admkt^  to  an  m^rview  wiA  enrdiDal 
Perron,  and  with  his  usual  frankness  told  the  cardinal  that  his  translation  ot  Tirgfl 
was  '^  nought.''  About  this  time  he  commenced  a  quarrel  with  Inigo  Jiwesy  and 
made  him  the  subject  of  his  ridicule  in  a  comedy  called  Bartholomew  Fanr,  acted  io 
1614.  Jones  was  architect  or  machinist  to  the  masques  and  entertainments  &r  wkkh 
Jonson  furnished  the  poetry,  but  the  particular  cause  of  their  quarrel  does  not  ap- 
pear. ^'  Whoever,"  says  lord  Orford,  **  was  the  aggressor,  the  turbulent  temper  of 
Jonson  took  care  to  be  most  in  the  wrong.  Nothing  exceeds  the  grossness  of  the  lan- 
guage that  he  poured  out,  excq>t  the  badness  of  the  verses  that  were  the  vehicle. 
There  he  fully  exerted  all  that  brutal  abuse  wUch  his  contemporaries  were  willing 
to  think  wit,  because  they  were  afraid  of  it:  and  which  only  serves  to  show  the  arro- 
gance of  the  man  who  presumed  to  satiiiae  Jones  and  rival  Shakspeare.  With  tlie 
latter,  indeed,  he  had  not  the  smallest  pretensions  to  be  compared,,  except  in  having 
sometimes  written  absolute  nonsen^.  Jonson  translated  the  ancients,  Shakspeare  trans- 
fused  their  very  soul  into  his  writings.'^  If  Jonson  was  the  rival  of  Shakspeare,  he 
deserves  all  thb,  but  with  no  other  cfoims  than  his  Catiline  and  Sejanus,  how  could  he 
for  a  moment  fancy  himself  tlie  rival  of  Shakspeare  ? 

Bartholomew  Fair  was  succeeded  by  The  Devil's  an  Ass,  in  1616,  and  by  an  edition 
of  his  works  m  folio,  in  which  his  Epigrams  were  first  prbted,  although  they  appear 
to  have  been  written  at  various  times,  and  some  long  before  this  period.  He  was  now 
in  the  senith  of  hb  fame  and  prosperity.  Among  other  marks  of  respect,  he  was  pie^ 
sentedwith  the  honorary  degree  of  master  of  arts  by  the  university  of  Oxford ;  he  had 
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bccB  invited  to  this  place  hff  Dr.  Corbet,  teoior  stadenti  and  afterwanb  dtm  of 
Christ  Church  and  budiop  of  Norwich.  Aocordmg  to  the  account  he  gave  oi  himself 
to  DnnMnond^  he  was  master  of  arts  of  bo|h  omverHties. 

Wood  infonns  ns  that  he  succeeded  Daniel  as  poet-laureat,  in  Oct  1619,  as  Daniel 
did  Spenser.  Mr.  Bfalime^  however,  has  veiy  clearly  proved  that  neither  Spenser  nor 
Daniel  eiyoyed  the  office  now  known  by  that  name.  King  James,  by  letters  patent 
dated  Fefoiruaiy  3, 1615-16,  granted  Jonson  an  annuity  or  yearly  pension  of  one  hnn- 
dred  marlLS  during  his  life,  "  in  consideration  of  the  good  and  acceptable  service  here- 
tof<»e  done,  and  hereafter  to  be  done  by  the  said  B.  I.''  On  the  ^3d  itf  April  1$30, 
king  Charles  by  letters  patent,  reciting  the  former  grant,  and  that  it  had  been  surren* 
dered,  vres  {leased,  '*  in  consideration  (says  the  patent)  of  the  good  and  acceptable 
service  done  unto  us,  and  our  father  by  the  said  B.  I.  and  especially  to  encourage  him 
to  proceed  in  those  services. of  his  wit  and  pen,  which  we  have  ei\join€d  unto  him,  and 
which  we  expect  from  him,"  to  augment  ids  annuity  of  one  hundred  marks,  to  one 
hundred  pomids  per  aKmum^  during  his  life,  payable  from  Christmas,  1629.  Charles 
at  the  sane  time  granted  him  a  tierce  6f  CaiHury  Spanish  wine  yearfy  during  his  life, 
out  of  his  miyestys  cellars  at  Whitehall :  of  which  there  is  no  mention  in  the  former 
giant'. 

Soon  alter  the  peosicm  was  settled  on  him,  he  went  to  Scotland  to  visit  his  intimate 
friend  and  correspondent,  Drummond  of  Hawthomden,  to  whom  he  imparted  many 
particulars  of  his  life  and  his  opinions  on  the  poets  of  his  age.  Of  these  communi- 
cations  some  notice  will  be  taken  hereafter.  After  his  return  from  this  risit,  which 
appears  to  have  afforded  him  much  pleasure^  he  wroto  a  poem  on  the  subject,  but 
thk  with  several  more  of  his  productions,  was  destroyed  by  an  accidental  fire,  and  lie 
commemorated  his  loss  in  a  poem  entitled  An  Execration  upon  Vulcan. 

Although  it  is  npt  the  purpose  of  this  sketch  to  notice  all  his  dramatic  pieces,  it  is 
oeccsiary  to  mentiQnihat  in  1629,  he  produced  a  comedy  called  the  New  Inn,  or  the 
Light  Hearty  which  was  so  roughly  handled  by  the  audience  that  he  was  provoked  to 
write  an  Ode  to  Himself,  in  which  he  threatened  to  abandon  the  stage.  Threats  of 
this  kind  are  generally  impotent,  and  Jonson  gained  nothing  but  the  character  of  a  man 
who  was  so  fer  spoiled  by  public  fiivour  as  to  overrate  hb  talents.  Feltham  and  Suck- 
ling reflected  on  him  ivith  some  asperity  on  this  occasion,  while  Randolph  endeavoured 
to  reconcile  him  to  his  profession.  His  temper,  usually  rough,  might  perhaps  at  this 
tioie  have  been  eia^ierated  by  disease,  for  we  find  that  hb  health  was  declining  from 
1625  to  1629  ^  whm  hb  |ilay  was  condemuedy  He  was  also  suffering  about  tbb  time 
Stjie  usual  vexations  which  attend  a  want  of  economy ;  in  one  case  of  pecuniary  embar- 
t^Mment,  king  Charles  relieved  him  by  the  handsome  present  of  an  hundred  pounds. 
Thb  contradicts  a  stoiy  related  by  Cibber  and  Smollett,  that  when  the  king  heard  of  Ins 
iUneis,  he  sent  him  ten  pounds,  and  that  Jonson  said  to  the  messenger,  <'  Hb  majes^ 
las  sent  me  ten  pounds,  because  I  am  old  and  poor  and  live  in  an  alley ;  go  and  tell 
bim  that  hb  soul  lives  in  an  alley .'^    Jonson's  blunt  manners  and  ready  wit  make  the 

'  From  Mr.  M alooe*s  yalnaUe  note  on  **  Shmkfpeare,  Ford  and  Jonson"  before  quoted.    C 

*  The  fire  above  mentioned  Oldys  fixes  in  thb  year,  and  says  that  it  destroyed  a  history  of  Henry  V. 
of  which  Jonson  had  gone  through  eight  of  his  nine  years,  and  in  which  it  is  said  he  was  assisted  by  sir 
^«)vS«Garew,  sir  Robert  Cotton,  and  the  celobratedaeiaeii.  Oldys's  MS.  Mot«s  to  Langbwne,  tn  tho 
^ntishMnsanm.    C 
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feply  sufficiently  credible  had  the  former  part  of  the  stoty  been  true,  bat  Ae  lines  of 
gratitude  which  he  addressed  to  hb  majesty  are  a  satisfactory  refhtation.  Jonsoiiy  bow- 
ever,  contmued  to  be  thoughtlessly  lavish  and  poor,  lAthotigh  in  addition  to  tbe  roy^ 
bounty  he  b  said  to  have  eigoyed  a  pension  from  the  dty,  and  received  occasioaa]  aaas- 
tanoe  from  hb  ftiend9«  The  pension  iVom  the  city  appears  to  have  been  withdrawn  la 
1631)  if  it  be  to  it  he  alludes  ui  the  postscript  of  a  letter  hi  the  Btitbh  Mnseum,  dated 
that  year«  ''  Yesterday  the  barbarous  court  of  aldermen  have  withdrawn  ihar  cfaand- 
kriy  pension  for  verjuice  and  mustard,  £S6.  Gs.  Sd." 

Thb  letter,  which  b  addressed  to  the  Earl  of  Newcastle,  shows  so  muchof  faia  tonper 
and  sfmit  at  thb  time,  that  a  laiger  extract  may  be  excused. 

'*  I  myself  bemg  no  substance,  am  iaioe  to  trouble  you  with  shaddowes,  or  what  b  less, 
an  apologue,  er  fable  in  a  dream.  I  being  stricken  with  a  (lalsy  in  1028,  had,  by  ar 
Thomas  Badger,  some  few  months  synce,  a  foxe  sent  nree,  for  a  present,  whidi  creatare, 
by  handUng,  I  endeavoured  to  make  tame,  as  well  for  the  abating  of  my  disease  as  die 
delight  I  took  in  speculation  of  hb  nature.  It  happened  thb  present  year  1631,  and 
thb  vme  weeke  being  the  weeke  ushering  Chrbtmas,  and  this  Tuesday  nBomii^  in  £ 
dreame  (and  morning  dreames  are  truest)  to  have  one  of  my  servants  come  to  m'y  bedsde. 
and  tell  me,  Master,  master,  the  fox  speaks !  whereas  mee  thought  I  started  and  troubled, 
went  down  mto  the  yard  to  witnesse  the  wonder.  There  I  found  my  reynard  m  fais 
tenement,  the  tubb,  I  had  hired  for  him,  cynically  expressmg  hb  own  lott,  to  be  cod- 
demn'd  to  the  house  of  a  poett,  where  nothing  was  to  be  seen  but  the  bare  walb,  and  not 
any  thing  heard  but  the  tfoise  of  a  sawe  dividing  billates  all  the  weeke  long,  more  to  keq>e 
the  family  hi  exercise  than  to  comfort  any  person  there  with  fire,  save  the  paralytic  master, 
and  went  oh  in  thb  way,  as  the  fox  seemed  the  better  fabler  of  the  two.  I,  hb  master, 
'  began  to  give  him  good  words,  and  stroake  him:  but  Reynard,  barking,  told  mee  thb 
would  not  doe,  I  must  give  him  meat.  I  angry  call'd  him  stinking  vermme.  Hee  repJjU 
looke  mto  your  cellar,  which  b  your  larder  too,  youle  find  a  worse  vermin  there.  When 
presentiy  calling  for  a  light,  mee  thought  I  went  downe,  and  found  all  the  floor  turn'd  up, 
as  if  a  colony  of  moles  had  been  there,  or  an  army  of  salt-petre  vermin.  Whereupon  I 
sent  presentiy  mto  Tuttle-street  for  the  king's  most  excellent  mOle  catcher,  to  release  mee 
and  hunt  them :  but  hee  when  hee  came  and  viewed  the  place,  and  had  well  tnai^ed  tlie 
earth  turned  up,  took  a  handful!,  smelt  to  it,  and  said,  master,  it  b  not  in  my  power  to 
destroy  thb  vermin,  the  K.  or  some  good  man  of  a  noble  nature  nlust  help  you :  thii 
kind  of  mole  b  called  a  want,  which  will  destroy  you  and  your  family,  if  you  prevent  not 
the  worsting  of  it  in  tyme.    And  therefore  God  keepe  you  and  send  you  health. 

^  The  interpretation  both  of  the  fable  and  dream  b,  that  I,  waking,  doe  find  iMmt  tbe 
worst  and  most  working  vermin  in  a  house :  and  therefore  my  noble  lord,  and  next  tbe 
kmg  my  best  patron,  I  am  necessitated  to  tell  it  you,  I  aiiff  not  so  imprudent  to  borrow 
any  sum  of  your  lordship,  for  I  have  no  fiiculty  to  pay ;  but  my  needs  are  sudi,  and  so 
urging,  as  1  do  beg  what  your  bounty  can  give  mee,  m  the  name  of  good  letters  and  tbe 
bond  of  an  evergratefuU  and  acknowledgmg  servant  to  your  honour.**-— 

Sutton,  the  founder  of  the  Charterhouse  b  said  to  have  been  one  of  hb  benefiictors, 
which  renders  it  improbable  that  Jonson  could  have  intended  to  ridicule  so  excelleots 
character  on  the  stage:  yet  according  to  Mr.  Oldys,  Volpone  was  mtended  for  Mr. 
Sutton.  But  although  it  b  stipposed  that  Jonson  sometunes  laid  the  rich  under  coatri- 
butHms  by  a  dread  of  hb  satirei  it  b  not  very  likely  that  he  would  attack  .such  a  ona 
as  Sutton.  ^ 
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ThelUeofaTob,  and  The  Magnetk  Lady,  weie  his  last  dnmmtic  pieofes,  and  beas 
wy  few  marks  of  his  brigiiial  powers.  He  peoned  another  masque  in  1^34,  and  we 
hafe  a  New  Year  s  Ode  dated  in  1635,  but  the  remainder  of  his  1%  appears  to  haw  been 
wasted  in  sidmess  of  the  paralytic  kind,  which  at  length  carried  him  off,  Aug.  16,  l6i7, 
inthesnly'^fairdyearofhisage.  Three  days  afterwards  he  was  intened  in  Westminster 
Abbey,  9^  the  north-west  end  near  the  belfiy,  with  a  commoiqMiTenient  stone  laid  over 
bisgrave»  with  the  short  and  irreverend  inscriptioD  of  *'  O  rare  Ben  Jonson,''  cut  at  the 
«q»se  of  sir  John  Young,  of  Great  Milton  in  Oxfordshire. 

His  death  was  hmented  as  a  puUic  loss  to  the  poetical  world.  About  six  months 
after  this  event,  his  contemporaries  joined  in  a  collection  of  elegies  and  encomiastic  poems, 
whUi  was  published  under  the  title  of  lonsonhis  Virbius ;  or  the  Memory  of  Ben  Jonson 
femed  by  the  Friends  of  the  Muses.  Dr.,  Dtqipa,  bisbopof  Chichester,  was  the  editor  of 
this  vokuM,  which  coi^ained  yerses  by  lords  Falkland  and  Buckhurst,  sir  John  Beaumont, 
ar  Fiancis  Wortley,  sir  Thomas  Hawkins,  Messrs.  Henry  King,  Heniy  Coventry,  Thomas 
May,  Dodl^  D^ggs,  Geoige  Fwtescue,  William  HaWngton,  Edmund  WaUer,  J.  Vernon, 
J.  CL  <pc«bably  Cleveland)  Jaqper  Mayne,  William  Cartwr^t,  John  Butter,  Owen 
Fddiam,  Geoige  Donne,  Shakeriey  Biaimion,  JohA  Ford,  R.  Brideoak,  Rich.  West,  R. 
Meade,  H.  Ramaqr,  T.  Ternnt,  Rob.  Wasing,  WflKBew,  md  Sam.  Evans.  A  subscription 
also  was  entered  into  for  a  monument  in  the  Abbey,  but  prevented  by  the  rebellion.^  Tb^ 
•wand  eari  of  Oxford  contrifau^  the  bust  in  bas-relievo  which  is  now  in  Poefs.Corner* 
JoQson  had  sevendohikben,  but  survived  them  all.  Oneofthem  wasapoet,ai|d,as  A|r. 
Makme  has  reported,  the  author  of  a  drama  written  m  conjunction  with  Brome.  It  should 
Km  thai  he  was  not  on  good  terms  with  his  father.  Fuller  says  that '<  Ben  was  not 
l»ppy  in  hb  cbildien." 

Asmanypointoofhis  character  are  obscure  or  diluted,  it  may  not  be  unnecessary  in 
tiui  place  to  exhibit  the  evidence  ofhis  contemporaries,  or  of  those  who  lived  at  no  great 
<btnce  of  time* 

The  foUowhig  particulars  Aubrey  collected  from  Dr.Bathunt,  sir  Bennet  Hoskyns, 
^  the  ph^er,  and  others*. 

"  I  remember  when  I  was  a  scholar  at  Trin.  CoU.  Oxon.  l646,  I  heaid  Mr.  Ralph 
B^uist  (now  dean  of  Wdles)  say  that  Ben  Johnson  was  a  Warwyckshire  man.    Tis 

^Sned  that  his  father  was  a  minister;  and  bylusefHstleD.D.  of  Every  Man to  Mr. 

W.  Camden,  that  he  was  a  Westminster  scholar,  and  that  Mr.  W.Camden  was  his  school- 
vaster.  Hbmother,aiW  his  fother's  death,  married  a  bricklayer,  and 'tis  generally  <^  said 
w  be  wrought  for  some  time  with  his  &ther4n-lawe,  and  particularly  on  the  garden  wall^ 
of  liacobs  inne  next  to  Chancoy^ne;  and  that  a  knif^t,  a  bendier,  walkmg  thro',  and 
l^fanoghim  repeat  some  Greeke  verses  out  of  Homer,  disconrring  with  him,  and  finding 
">■>  to  have  a  witt  extraordinaiy,  gave  him  some  exhibition  to  maintain  him  at  Trinity 
^^ol^ge  in  Candiridge,  mhestt  he  was  — — :  then  he  went  into  the  Lowe  Countiyes,  and 
9^  some  time,  not  very  long,  in  the  armie ;  not  to  the  disgrace  of  [it],  as  you  may  find 
^  ^£|^iames.  Then  he  came  into  Engbmd,  and  acted  and  wrote  at  the  Greene 
^l^^'^^we,  but  both  iO ;  a  kind  of  nursery  or  obscure  playhouse  somewhere  in  the  suburbs 
(ItiHBk  towards  Shoreditch  or  Clerkenwell).    Then  he  undertodL  again  to  write  a  play, 

^the  truMcriptioD  of  thit  miticle,  the  reader  is  indebted  to  Mr.  MakNie't  Historioa  Aocoant  of 
K^^^^^SUge.    It  is  perhaps  mmecesstry  to  add  that  Aubrey's  MSS.  are  m  the  Ashmoleaa 


/"  «^  oontiactioas  hi  tbt  maiMiiciipt  are  not  retamed  i 
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and  did  hitt  it  admmUy  weH,  m.  £wry  Mm -—^  which  was  hi»  fiist  good  one. 
Serjeant  Jo.  HotkiM  of  Henfordibira  wa^  im  father.  I  remamfoer  Im  wane  (sir  Bemet 
HoskhiB,  baronet,  who  was  tonethmg  poetical  in  his  youth)  told  me,  that  when  he  desired 
to  be  adopted  his  sonoe,  No,  sayd  he,  'tis  honour  enough  for  me  to  be  your  bre^^r :  I 
am  your  father's  some :  'twas  he  that  polished  me :  I  do  acknowledge  it  He  was  (or 
rather  had  been)  of  a  clear  and  £ure  skin.  ^  His  habit  was  very  plain.  I  hai^lMard  Mr. 
Lacy  the  player  say,  tk^  he  was  wont  to  weare  a  coate  like  a  coachman's  coafte,  with  shfts 
iinickr  the  ann*pitts.  He  would  many  times  exceede  in  drkike :  Omarie  was  his  bek>Ted 
fiquor :  then  he  would  tumble  home  to  bed :  and  when  he  bad  thoroughly  penpired, 
then  to  studie.  I  have  seen  his  studyeing  chatre,  which  was  of  strawe,  siidi  as  oM 
women  used :  and  as  Aulus  OdMus  is  drawn  in.  When  I  was  in  Oxon :  bishop  Skmner 
(Bp.  of  Oxford)  who  lay  at  our  college,  was  wont  to  say,  that  he  understood  an  author 
as  ^ell  a^  any  man  in  "Kigland.  He  mentions  in  his  Epigiames,  a  son  that  he  had,  and 
his  epitaph.  Long  since  in  King  James  time,  I  hiiv6  hetacd  my  uncle  Davers  (Danvcrs)  say, 
who  knew  him,  that  he  lived  without  Temple  Barre  at  a  combe-makei^s  shop  about  tiK 
Elephant's  Castle.  In  his  later  tune  he  lived  in  Westminster,  in  the  house  under  which 
yon  passe,  as  you  go  out  of  the  churcth-yard  into  the  old  palace :  wbi^  he  dyed.  He 
lyes  buried  in  the  north  aisle,  the  path  square  of  stones,*  the  rest  is  loacnge,  opposite  to 
the  scutcheon  of  Robert  de  Ros,  with  tbb  inscription  only  on  him,  in  a  pavement  square 
ofbluemarb]e,^urteen  inches  square,  O  RARE  BEN:  JONSON:  which  waa  done  at 
the  charge  of  Jack  Young,  afterwards  knighted,  who,  walking  there  when  the  grave  was 
covering,  gave  the  fellow  eighteen  pence  to  cutt  it." 

Mr.  Zouch,  in  his  Life  of  Walton,  has  furnished  the  foflowing  uiformatioB'  from  a  MS. 
of  Walton's  in  the  Ashmolean  Museum. 

''  I  only  knew  Ben  Johnson :  but  my  lord  of  Winton  (Dr.  Morley,  lnsh<^  of  Windbester) 
knew  him  very  well :  and  says,  he  was  in  the  6^  that  is,  the  upermost  fforme  in  Wert- 
mhister  scole,  at  which  time  hb  father  dyed,  and  his  mother  married  a  brickc^yer,  who 
made  him  (mudi  against  his  will)  help  him  in  his  trade :  but  in  a  short  time,  his  soole- 
maister,  Mr.  Camden,  got  him  a  better  employment,  whkh  was  to  atend  or  acompany  a 
son  of  rir  Walter  Rauley's  in  his  travills.  Within  a  short  time  alter'  their  retuni,  they 
parted  (I  think  not  in  cole  blond)  and  with  a  loue  sutable  to  what  thqr  had  in  their 
traviiles  (not  to  be  commended).  And  then  Ben  began  to  set  up  for  himsdfe  in  the  trade 
by  which  he  got  hb  subsbtance  and  fame,  of  whuh  I  need  not  give  any  aoeount.  He  got 
in  time  to  have  one  hundred  pound  a  yeare  from  the  king,  also  a  pension,  from  the  cittie, 
and  the  like  from  many  of  the  nobilitie  and  some  of  the  gentry,  wluch  was  well  pny'd,  for 
love  or  fere  of  his  railmg  in  verse,  or  prose,  or  boeth.  My  lord  told  me,  he  told  him  he 
was  (in  hb  long  retyrement  and  sickness,  wheil  he  saw  him,  which  was  often)  much  af- 
ffickted,  that  bee  had  proficJned  the  scripture  in  hb  playes,  and  lamented  it  with  horror : 

^yet  that,  at  that  time  of  hb  long  retyrement,  hb  pension  (so  biuch  as  caase  in)  was  given 
to  a  woman  that  gouem'd  him;  (with  whome  he  liv'd  and  dyed  nere  the  Abie  in  W^est- 
minster)  and  that  nether  he  nor  she  tooke  much  care  for  next  weike :  and  wood  be  sure 

'  pot  to  want  wine ;  of  which  he  usually  took  too  niuch  before  he  went  to  bed»  if  not 
oftener  and  soner.  My  lord  tells  me,  he  knowes  not,  but  tlunks  he  was  bora  in  West- 
minster. The  question  may  be  put  to  Mr.  Wood  veiy  easily  upon  what  grounds  he  b 
positive  as  to  hb  being  bom  then* :  he  b  a  friendly  man,  and  will  resohre  it.  So  much 
for  brave  Ben.— Nov.  22.  (1 6)  80." 
jPuller>  in  addition  to  vrhat  has  been  idready  quoted^  says  that  ^*  he  was  statutaUy  ad- 
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mitted  into  Saint  John's  College  isf  Cambridge^  wfaen  he  continued  bnt  feir  weAs  for 
want  of  further  maintenance,  being  fain  lo  letnm  to  the  trade  of  his  falher^in4aw.  And 
let  not  them  blnsh  that  bare,  but  those  that  have  not,  a  hnrfid  calling.  Hefaelp'd  in  the 
building  of  the  new  struoture  of  Lincoln's-Inn,  when  faafiqg  a  trowell  in  his  hand,  ho  had 
a  book  in  his  pocket.  Some  gentlemen  pitying  that  his  partsshoidd  be  buried  und^  the 
rubbish  of  so  mean  a  calling,  did  by  theirboonty  mannnuR  him  fintely  to  follow  lib  0119 
ingenuous  inclinations.  Indeed  his  pMts  were  not  so  ready  to  run  of  thcawslnM  as  idble 
to  answer  the  spur,  so  that  it  may  be  truly  aaki  of  him,  that  he  had  an  .dabomte  wit 
wrought  out  by  his  own  industry.  He  would  sit  silent  in  learned  company,  and  suck  in 
(besides  wme)  their  several  humours  into  his  observation.  What  Was  ore  in  others,  he  was 
able  to  refine  to  himself. — He  was  paramount  in  the«dramatique  part  of  poetry,  and 
taught  fbe  stage  an  exact  conformity  to  the  laws  of  comedians.  His  coaaedies  were  aboive 
tlie  volgCy  (which  are  only  tickled  with  downright  obscenity)  and  took  not  so  well  at  the 
first  stroke  as  at  the  rebound,  when  beheld  the  second  time;  yea  they  will  endure  readings 
and  that  with  due  commendation,  so  long  as  either  ingenuity  or  leaming  aie  fiuhionaUe 
in  our  nation.  If  his  later  be  not  so  spritefol  had  vigorous  as  his  first  pieces,  all  that  are 
old  wMl,  and  all  that  desire  to  be  old  shouM,  excuse  him  therem.''-*-To  his  aitide  of 
Shakspeare,  Fuller  subjoins-^"  Many  were  the  wit-combates  betwixt  (Shahqieare)  and  Ben 
Johnson,  which  two  I  behokl  like  a  Spmsh  great  gaUion  and  an  EngUilh  man  of  war^ 
master  Johnson  (JSke  the  former)  was^uiRlfll^&igher  in  leauming:  solid,  but  Aow  in  httper* 
formances.  Shakspeare,  with  the  Eo^h  man  of  war,  lesser  in  bulk,  ^ot  tighterinsaiRng, 
could  turn  with  all  tides,  tack  aboutand  take  advanti^  of  all  winds,  by  the  ^{uickness  of 
his  wit  and  invention."  " 

Th^  following  paitMulars  are  transcribed  from  Oldys'  MS.  additions  to  Langbfiine. 
Oldys,  like  Speooe,  picked  up  the  traditions  of  his  day,  and  left  them  to  be  examined  and 
autfaentkated  by  his  readers.  Sucif  contributions  to  biography  are  no  doubt  useful^but 
not  tb  be  received  with  implicit  credit. 

^  Mr.  Camden  recommended  (Jonson)  to  sir  Walter  Rale%h,  ^ho  trusted  him  wftb  the 
care  and  instruction  of  his  eldest  son  Walter,  a  gay  spark,  who  could  not  brook  Ben's 
rigorous  treatment,  but,  perceiving  one  foible  in  his  disposition,  made  use  of  that  to  tlirow 
off  the  yoke  of  his  government.  And  thb  was  an  unlucky  habit  Ben  had  contracted, 
through  bis  love  of  jovial  company,  of  bebg  overtaken  with  liquor,  wbkh  sir  Walter  did 
of  all  vices  moat  abominate,  and  hath  most  exclaimed  agamst.  One  day,  when  Ben  had 
taken  a  plentiful  dose,  and  was  fallen  into  a  sound  sleep,  youi^  Raleigh  got  a  great'basket, 
and  a  couple  of  men,  who  laid  Ben  in  it,  and  then  with  a  pole  carried  him  between  their 
shoulders  to  sir  Walter,  telling  him  their  young  master  had  sent  home  his  tutor^-*-Tys  I 
had  from  a  MS.  memorandum  book  written  in  the  time  of  the  civil  wars  by  Mr.  Oldis- 
vrorth,  who  was  secretary,  I  think,  to  Philip  eari  oi  Pembroke.  Yet  in  the  year  l6\4y 
when  sir  Walter  published  his  History  of  the  Worid,  there  was  a  good  understanding 
l>etween  him  and  Ben  Jonson ;  for  die  verses,  which  expkin  the  grave  fi:ont]s|HeGe  before 
that  History,  were  written  by  Jonson,  and  are*  reprinted  in  his  Underwoods,  where  the 
poem  u  called  The  Mind  of  the  fVontispieca  to  a  Book,  but  he  names  not  this  book." — 

<<  About  the  year  l62t  some  lewd,  peijured  woman  deceived  and  Jilted  him ;  and  he 
writes  a  sharp  poem  on  the  occasion.  And  in  another  poem,  called  his  Picture,  ief^tn 
Scotland,  he  seems  to  think  she  slighted  him  JTor  his  mountam  bdly  and  hb  rocky  fice/' 
We  have  already  seen,  by  bishop  Moriey's  account,  that  be  lived  with  a  woman  in  his 
latter  days  who  assisted  him  in  qpendmg  his  money. 
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'<  Ben  JoaMHi''«j8  Oidyt,  ''  wtsdniged  in  hk Poetasta,  l60l,  with  hfi^UbclU 
or  ridioulecl  the  hwyen^  soldieny  and  pbyen;  so  he  afterwards  joined  an  apologelical 
dialogue  attheendofit,  wherein  he  says  he  had  been  provoked  for  three  years  on  every 
stage  by  standerers,  as  to  his  setf  concck,  arrogance,  insolence,  railing,  and  plagiarisBi  by 
translations.  As  to  bw,  he  says  he  only  brought  in  Ovid  chid  by  his  fitther  fbrpvrferring 
poetry  to  it.  As  to  the  soldiers,  he  swears  by  his  Muse  they  are  friends;  he  loved  the  pio- 
iessioo,  and  once  proved  or  exercised  it,  as  I  take  it,  and  did  not  shame  it  more  then  with 
his  actions,  than  be  dare  now  with  his  writings.  Andas  to  the  pbyers,  he  had  taxed  some 
sparingly,  but  they  thought  each  man's  vice  belonged  to  the  whole  tribe.  Tint  he  was 
QOt  moved  with  what  they  had  done  against  him,  but  was  sorry  for  some  better  natures, 
who  vrere  drawn  in  by  the  rest  to  concur  in  the  expqpure  or  derision  of  him.  And  coe- 
chides,  that  since  bis  conuc  Muse  had  been  so  omuMms  to  him,  he  will  try  if  tragedy  has  a 
kinder  aspect. 

'<  A  Aill  Ihow  of  those  he  has.  exposed  m  thb  pby  is  not  now  easily  discemUe. 
Besides  Diecker,  and  some  touches  on  some  pby  that  has  a  Moor  in  it  (pertiaps  Titus  An- 
dronieus  *,  I  should  hope  be  did  not  dare  to  mean  Othello)  some  speetheB  of  such  a  cha- 
racter being  recited  in  act  i^.  scene  iv..  though. not  reflected  on,  be  makes  Tucca  call 
Histrio  the  pbyer,  *  a  lousy  sbve,  proud  rascal,  you  grow  rich,  do  you  ?  and  purchase 
your  twoipamy  tear-mouth :  and  copper-bced  scoundiels,'  &c.  which  bnguage  should  not 
come  v<^  natural  from  him,  if  he  ever  had  been  a  pbyer  lumself ;  and  such  it  seems  he 
was  before  or  afiier." 

Howelii^  one  of  bis  letters  delineates  what  the  late  Mr.  Seward  considered  as  the  lead- 
bg  feature  of  Jonson's  character  ^ 

''  I  wa9  inrited  yesterday  to  a  sobnm  supper  by  B.  J.  where  you  were  deeply  remem- 
bei^«  There  was  good  company,  excellent  cheer,  chiHoe  wines,  and  jovial  welcome. 
One  thing  intervened  which  almost  9poiled  the  relish  ofthe  rest,  that  B.  began  toengnw 
all  the  discourse :  to  vapour  extremely  of  himself;  and  by  vili^^iog  others  to  magnify  his 
ownMuse.  T.Ca.  bttmdtme  in  the  le^r,  that  though  Ben  had  barreUed  up  a  great  deal 
of  knowledge*  yet.it  seems  he  bad  not  re^  the  ethics,  which,  amongst  other  precapts  of 
morality,  forbid  self^XHsmeodation,  decbriqg  it  to  be  an  iU-fivour^  solecism  in  good 
manners.** 

As  the  account  Joipson  gave  of  himself  to  Drummond  contains  aliso  his  opinions  of  the 
poets  of  his  f^e,  no  apology  is  necessary  for  introducing  it.  It  was  first  pul^lished  in  the 
folio  edition  of  Druma^ond's.  Works,  171 1. 

<'  He"  Ben  Jonson,  ''  said,  that  his  gmndfadier  came  from  Carlisle,  to  which  he  had 
come  from  Annandale  in  Scotland;  that  he  served  king  Henry  VIlLaud  was  a  gentle- 
man. His  fiither  lost  his  estate  under  queen  Mary,  having  been  cast  m  prison  and 
forfeited:  and  at  last  he  turned  nunister.  He  was  posthumous,  being  bom  a  montb 
after  his  fiitber's  death,  and  was  put  to  school  by  a  friend.  His  master  was  Camdes. 
Afterwards  W  was  taken  from  it,  and  put  to  another  craft,  via.  to  be  a^rickbyer,  whicfa 
he  could  not  endure,  but  went  mto  the  Low  Countries,  and  retumii^  home  he  again  betook 
himself  to  his  wonted  studies.  In  his  service  in  the  Low  Countries  he  bad,  m  the  view  of 
both  the  armies,  killed  an  enemy  and  taken  the  opimaapolia  from  bun;  and  since  coming 
to  Engbod,  being  appealed  to  in  a  duel,  he  had  killed  his  adversary,  w&o  had  hurt  him 
19  ^  wm»i^  l^fiigiie sword  was  ten  inches  longer  than  his.    For  this  crime  he  wasim- 

'  Seward's  Biographiana,  p.  411.    C. 
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f>risdii€d,  and  almost  at  the  gallows.  Then  he  took  his  religion  on  trdat  of  a  priest,  who 
^visited  him  in  prison.  He  was  twelve  years  a  pafHst;  but  after  thb  he  was  reconciled  to^ 
^e  church  of  England,  and  left  off  to  be  a  recusant.  At  his  first  communion,  in  token 
of  his  tnie  reconciliation,  he  drank  out  the  full  cup  of  wine.  He  was  master  of  arts  in 
both  universities.  In  the' time  of  his  close  imprisonment  under  queen  Elisabeth  there 
'were  spies  to  catch  hiin,  but  he  i^as  advertised  of  them  by  the  keeper.  He  had  an 
epigram  on  tlie  spies.  He  married  a  wife,  who  was  a  shrew,  yet  honest  to  him.  When 
^lie  king  came  to  England,  about  tlie  lime  that  the  plague  was  in  London,  he  (Ben  Jonson) 
heing  in  the  country  at  sir  Robert  Cotton's  bouse,  with  old  Camden,  saw  in  a  vision  hb 
eldest  son,  then  a  young  chikl  and  at  Loudon,  appear  unto  him  with  the  mark  of  a  bloody 
cross  on  his  forehead,  as  if  it  had  been  cut  with  a  sword ;  at  which,  amased,  he  prayed 
unto  God,  and  in  the  morning  ^e  came  to  Mr.  Camden's  chamber  to  tell  himi  who  per* 
auaded  him  it  was  but  an  apprehension,  at  which  he  should  not  be  dejected.'  In  the  mean 
time  come  letters  from  his  wife  of  the  death  of  that  boy  in  the  plague.  He  appeared  ti» 
him,  he  said,  of  a  manly  shape,  and  of  that  growth  he  thinks  he  shall  be  at  tha 
resurrection.  »  . 

*'  He  was  accused  by  sir  James  Murray  to  the  king,  for  writing  something  agaiort  the 
Scots  in  a  play  called  Eastward  Hoe,vand  voluntarily  imprisoned  himself  with  Chapman 
and  Marston,  who  had  written  it  amongst  them,  and  it  was  reported  should  have  their 
ears  and  noses  cut  After  their  delivery  he  entertained  all  his  ftiends ;  there  were  present 
Camden,  Selden*,  and  others.  In  the  middle  of  the  feast  his  old  mother  drank  to  him,  and 
showed  him  a  paper  which  she  designed  Qf  the  sentence  had  past)  to  have  mtzed  among 
his  diink,  and  it  was  strong  and  lusty  poison ;  and  to  show  that  she  was  no  chmi,  she  ' 
told  that  aiie  designed  first  to  have  drank  of  it  herself.  , 

**  He  said  he  had  spent  a  whole  night  in  lying  looking  to  his  great  toe,  about  which  he 
had  seen  Tartars  and  Turks,  Romans  and  Carthaginians  fight,  in  his  imagination. 

"  He  wrote  all  his  verses  first  in  prose,  as  his  master  Camden  taught  him ;  and  said 
that  verses  stood  by  sense,  without  either  colonn  or  accent. 

^  He  used  to  say,  that  many  epigrams  were  ill  because  they  expressed  in  the  end  what 
should  have  been  understood  by*  what  was  said  before,  as  that  of  sir  John  Davies ;  that  he 
had  a  pastoral  entitled  l^he  May-lord :  his  omtu  name  is  AMdn ;  Ethra,  the  countess  of 
Bedford;  Mogbel  Ov^berry, the  old  countess  of  Suffolk ;  an  enchantress ;  othernamev 
are  given  Ur  Somerset,  his  kidy,  Pembroke,  the  countess  of  Rutland,  lady  Worth.  Ii^  his 
first  scene  Alkin  comes  in  mending  his  broken  pipe.  He  bringeth  m,  says  our  atithor 
downs  making  mirth  and  foolish  sports,  contraiy  to  all  other  pastoiak.  '  He  had  also  a 
design  to  write  a  fisher  or  pastoral  play,  and  make  the  stage  of  it  in  the  Lomond  Lake ; 
and  also  to  write  his  foot-pilgrimage  thither,  and  to  call  it  a  discovery.  In  a  poem  he 
calleth  Edinburgh, 

The  heart  of  Seotiaad,  Britain's  other  eyev 

**  That  he  had  an  intention  to  have  made  a  play  like  Plautos's  Amphytrio,  hut  left  it 
off:  for  that  he  could  never  find  two  so  Mke  one  to  the  other  thi^  he  could  persuade  th4& 
q>ectators  that  they  were  one. 

''  That  he  had  a  design  to  write  an  epick  poem,  and  was  to  call  it  Chorologia,  of  the 
wdrthies  of  his  countiy  raised  by  fiime,  and  was  to  dedicate  it  to  his  country.  It  is 
all  in  couplets,  for  he  detected  all  other  rhimes.    He  said  he  had  written  a  discourse  of 
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poetry  both  against  Campion  and  Daniel,  espectafly  the  last,  ynhete  hefwoves  couplHi 
to  be  tlie  best  sort  of  verses^  espedally  when  they  are  broke  like  hexameters,  and 
that  cross  rhimes  and  stanzas*  because  the  purpose  would  lead  beyond  eight  lines,  were 
all  forced. 

'*  His  censure  of  the  English  poets  was  thb:  That  Sidney  did  not  keep  a  deeonun  in 
makhig  every  one  speak  as  well  as  himself.  Spenser's  stanzas  pleased  hnn  not,  nor  hk 
matter ;  the  meaning  of  the  allegory  of  his  Fairy  Queen,  he  had  delivered  in  writmg  to 
sir  Walter  Raleigh,  which  was,  that  by  the  bleating  beast  he  understood  the  Puritans,^ 
by  the  iidse  Duessa  the  queen  of  Scots.  He  told,  that  Spenser's  goods  were  robbed  by 
the  Irish,  and  bis  house  and  a  little  child  burnt ;  he  and  his  wife  escaped,  and  afler  died 
for  want  of  bread  ui  King  Street.  He  refused  twenty  pieces  sent  him  by  my  lord  £aiex> 
and  said  he  had  no  time  to  spend  them.  Samuel  Daniel  was  a  good  honest  man,  had  no 
children,  and  was  no  poet ;  that  he  had  wrote  the  Civil  Wars,  and  yet  hath  not  one  battle 
in  all  his  book.  That  Mkhad  Drayton's  Polyolbiou,  if  he  had  performed  what  he  pro- 
mised, to  write  the  deeds  of  aU  the  worthies,  had  been  eicellent.  That  he  was  challengpd 
for  entituling  a  book,  Mortimariades.  That  sir  John  Davis  played  on  Drayton  in  an 
epigram ;  yAiOj  in  his  sonnet,  concluded  his  mistress  might  have  been  the  ninth  vrorthj* 
and  said  he  nsed  a  phiBse  like  Dametas  in  Arcadia,  who  said,  his  mistress,  for  wit,  might 
bea  giant.  That  Silvester's  Translation  of  Du  Bartas  was  not  well  done,  and  that  be  wrote 
his  verses  before  he  understood  to  confer :  and  those  of  Fairfax  were  not  good.  Thai 
the  transitions  of  Homer  and  Virgil  in  long  Alexandrines  were  but  prose*  That  sir  John 
Hanington's  Ariosto,  under  all  translalors,  was  the  worst.  That  when  sir  J<^  Harring- 
ton d^ed  him  to  tell  the  truth  of  his  Epigrams,  tos  answered  him,  that  he  loved  not  tlie 
truth,  for  they  were  narrations,  not  epigrams.  He  said,  Donne  was  originally  a  poet :  his 
grandlather  on  the  mother's  side  was  Heywood,  the  epigrammatist;  that Ddnne, for  not 
being  understood,  would  perish.  He  esteemed  him  the  first  poet  in  the  world  for  some 
things :  his  verses  of  the  lost  Ochadine  he  had  by  heart;  and  that  passage  of  the  Calm, 
*  that  dust  and  feathers  did  not  stir  all  was  so  quiet'  He  aflbrmed  that  Domie  wrote 
all  hb  best  pieces  before  he  was  twenty-five  yearsof  age.  The  conceit  of  Donne's  Trans- 
formation ;  or  Mfhftt^vp^ctfo-if,  was,  that  he  sought  tiie  soul  of  that  apple  which  Eve  pulled, 
and  thereafter  made  it  the  soul  of  a  bitch,  then  of  a  sea-wolf,  and  so  of  a  woman.  His 
general  purpose  was  to  have  brought  it  into  all  the  bodies  of  the  hereticks  ftom  the  sonl 
of  Cain,  and  at  last  left  it  in  the  body  of  Calvin.  He  only  wrote  one  sheet  of  tins,  and 
since  he  was  made  doctor,  repented  hugely,  ukI  resolved  to  deitn^  all  hb  poems.  He 
told  Donne,  that  his  Anniversary  was  prophane  and  foil  of  blasphemies :  that  if  it  had 
be^  imtten  pn  the  Virgin  Mary,  it  had  been  tolerable.  To  which  Dome  answered, 
'  That  he  described  the  idea  of  a  woman,  and  not  as  she  was.'  He  said,  Shakspeare 
wanted  art,  and  sometimes  sense ;  for  in  one  of  hb  plays  he  brought  in  a  number  of  men, 
saying  they  had  suffered  shipwreck  in  Bohemia,  where  b  no  sea  near  by  one.  hundred 
miles.  That  sir  Walter  Raleigh  esteemed  more  fame  than  conscience.  The  best  wits  in 
England  were  employed  in  making  hb  Hbtory.  Ben  himself  had  written  a  piece  to  him  of 
the  Panick  war,  which  he  altered,  and  set  ui  hh  book.  He  sakl  there  was  no  such  gromid 
for  an  heroick  poem,  as  Kmg  Arthur's  Fiction ;  and  tiiat  sir  Philip  Sidney  had  an  intention 
to  have  transformed  all  his  Arcadia  to  the  stories  of  king  Arthur.  He  said  Owen  was  a 
poor  pedantic  schoobnaster,  sweeping  hb  living  irom  the  posteriors  of  little  children,  and 
had  nothing  good  in  him,  his  epigrams  beitig  bare  narrations.  Francb  Beaumont  died 
before  be  was  thirty  years  of  age,  who  he  said  was  a  good  poet,  as  were  Fletcher  and 
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CKapma^  whoa  he  loved.    That  sir  William  Alexander  ma  oot  half  (dad  to  Um,  and 
neglected  bin*  becaute  a  friend  to  Drajtoo.    That  air  R.  Ajrton  loved  him  dearly.    He 
fo«a^ht  aevecal  times  with  Mantoa,  and  says,  that  Marstoo  wrote  his  iather-in-kw<s 
preaching,  and  his  iatfaer-m-law  his  comedies.    His  judgment  of  strai^r  po^  viras, 
tha.t  be  thought  not  Bartas  a  poet,  but  a  veraer/becaase  he  wrote  not  fiction.    He  cursed 
Pittrarch  for  redacting  verses  inW  smineta,  which  he  said  was  like  the  tyrants'  bfd,  where 
some  who  were  too  short  were  racked^  others  too  longcnt  short.  That  Guarhiiy  in  his  Pastor 
Pido,  kept  no  decorum  in  making  shepherds  speak  as  well  as  himself.  That  he  told  cardinal 
du  Peroo  (when  he  was  hi  France,  anno  l6l3)  who  showed  him  hb  translation  of  Virgil, 
that  it  was  nought ;  that  the  best  pieces  of  Ronsard  were  his  Odes;  but  all  this  was  to  no 
purpose,  (says  our  author)  for  he  never  understood  the  French  or  ItaUan  Umguages.    He 
said  Petronius^  Piiniiis  Secuodus,  and  Pkatus»  spoke  best  Latin,  and  that  Tadtos  wrote 
the  secrets  of  the  cooncil  and  senate,  as  Suetonius  did  those  of  the  cabuet  add  ooait. 
Xhat  Lncai^  taken  m  parts,  was  excellent,  but  altogether  nought    That  Qumtilian's  six, 
seven,  and  eight  boohs  were  not  only  to  be  read,  but  altogether  digested.    That  Juvenal, 
Horace,  and  Mar tiaJ,  were  to  he  read  for  delight,  and  so  was  Pindar;  bat  Hippoerates  for 
bealtb.    Of  the  En|^  nalioa,  be  said,  that  Hooker's  Ecdesiastkai  Polity  was  best  for 
church  matters^  and  Selden's  Titles  of  Honour  for  antiquities.    Here  our  author  relates, 
that  the  ceosiu^  of  his  verses  was,,  that  they  were  all  g6od,  espedally  hb  Epitaph  on 
Prince  Henry,  save  that  tiiqr  smeUed  too  much  of  tbescfaools,  and  wcte  not  after  the 
lancy  of  the  fiaMs;  fota  ch3d  (says  he)  may  write  after  the  iasUon  of  the  Greek  and 
Latin  verses  in^unning  -,  yet  that  he  wished  to  please  the  king,  that  Piece  of  Forth  Feast- 
ing had  been  hb  own." 

Bern  Jonson,  continues  Drummond,  '*  was  a  great  lover  and  ptaiser  of  hunself,  a  json* 
temnerjmdscooier  of  others,  given  rather  to  ioseaftieod  than  a  jest ;  jeaioQs  of  every 
word  and  action  of  those  about  hun,  .especiaUy  after  drink,  which  b  one  of  the  elements 
in  whichheUvedf  a  dissambler  of  the  parts  which  reign  in  him;  a  bragger  of  som  good 
that  he  wauled,  thinking  nothing  well  done,  but  what  either  he  hhnsdf  or  some  of  fab 
friends  have  said  or  done.  He  b  passionately  kind  and  angry,  careless  either  to  gain  or 
keep;  vhidietivegbutif  he  be  well  answered  at  hunself,  interprets  best  siqangs aqd deeds 
often  to  the  worst.  He  was  for  ai^  rehgion,  as  being  versed  m  both;  oppiessed  with 
fancy,  which  hath  ovemastered  hb  reason,  ageneral  diseaae  m  many  poets.  Hb  mven- 
tions  are  smooth  and  easy,  but  above  all  he  excelleth  in  a  translation.  When  hb  play 
<tfThe  Siteat  Woman  was  first  acted,  there  were  found  verses  after  on  the  stage  agamst 
hun,  coBckididg,  that  that  play  was  wdl  named  The  Silent  Woman,  because  there  was 
never  one  man  to  Mypkmdiie  to  it.""  Dmmmood  adds,  **  In  short,  he  was  ui  hb  fier- 
flonal  character  the  very  reverse  of  Shakspeare,  as  soriy,  ill-natBred,  proud^  aad  cKs- 
agreeable,  as  Shakspeare,  with  tea  times  hb  merit,  was  geirtle,  good-natured,  easy,  and 
amiable." 

Lord  Clarendon's  character  of  oar  antfaor  b  more  fttvooraUe,  and  ft'om  so  accurate  w 
judge  of  liuman  nature,  perhaps  more  valuable.  ''  Hb  name,"  lord  €hu«ndon  says,  *'  can 
aever  be  forgotten,  having  byhib  very  good  leamu^,  and  the  severity  of  hb  nature  and 
manners,  very  much  reformed  the  stage ;  and  indeed  the  JEoglbh  poetry  itself.  Hb 
natural  advantages  woe^  jadgment  to  carder  aad  govern  fancy,  rather  than  excess  of 
fancy,  hb  productions  bdng  tkm  and.np4a  ^lelfteratiDn,  yet  then  abounding  with  great 
wit  aud  fancy,  and  will  live  accordingly  .j  and  surely  as  he  did  exceedingly  exak  the 
Englbh  language  in  eloquence,  propriety^  and  masoolme  expressions,  so  he  was  the  best 
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judge  of,  and  fittest  to  prtscribe  ndes  to  poetry  and  poeti,  of  any  man  who  had  fifed  witht 
or  before  him,  or  «nce:  if  Mr.  Cowley  had  not  made  a  flight  beycmd  aH  nwo,  liidi  tfasft 
modesty  yet,  as  to  ascribe  much  of  this  to  the  example  and  kaniing  of  Ben  JoBSin.  ffii 
conversation  was  very  good,  and  with  the  men  of  most  note ;  and  he  had  fcr  nuiy 
years  an  eztraordmary  kindness  for  Mr.  Hyde,  (lord  Clareodon)  till  hie  -found  he  betocik 
himself  to  business,  which  he  believed. ought  never  to  be  prefared  before  his  conpoij. 
He  lived  to  be  very  old,  and  till  the  palsy  made  a  deep  impressiim  upon  his  body  and 
his  mind  *."     . 

From,  these  accounts  it  may  surdy  be  inferred  that  Jonson  in  his  lifetime  occupied  8 
high  station  in  the  literaiy  worid*  So  many  memorials  of  dianicter,  and  so  man;^ 
eulogiums  on  his  talents,  faflive  lallen  to  the  lot  of  few  writers  of  that  age.  His  fefl- 
iogs,  however,  appear  to  have  been  so  conspicuous  as  to  obscure  his  virtues.  Addicted 
to  intemperance,  with  the  unequal  temper  which  hdiitual  mtempeiance  creates,  and  ifis- 
appointed  in  the  hopes  of  wealth  and  independence  which  his  high  opmion  of  Mi  talents 
led  him  to  form,  he  degenerated  even  to  the  resources  of  a  libdler  who  extorts  from  fenr 
what  is  denied  to  genius,  and  became  arrogant,  and  caretess  of  pleasing  those  with 
whom  he  associated.  Of  the  coarseness  of  his  manners  there  can  be  ho  doubt;  but  it 
appears  at  the  same  tune  that  his  talaits  wtxe  such  as  mad^  his  temper  be  tolenrted  for 
the  sake  of  hii  conversation.  As  to  hb  high  opinion  of  himself*  he  did  not  probably  difller 
from  his  contemporaries,  who  hailed  him  as  the  reformer  of  the  stage,  and  as  the  most 
learned  of  critics,  and  it  is  no  great  diminutioa  of  hb  merit  that  an  age  of  more  refineneift 
cannot  find  enough  to  justify  the  superior  light  in  which  he  was  then  conteo^ilated.  It  is 
sufficient  that  he  did  what  had  not  been  done  before,  that  he  disphiyed  a  judgment  to 
which  the  stage  had  been  a  stranger,  and  fornished  it  with  examples  of  regular  comedy  which 
have  not  been  surpassed.  His  memory  was  uncommonly  tenacious,  and  his  learaing  cer- 
tainly superior  to  that^f  most  of  his  contemporaries.  Pope  gives  him  the  praise  of  having 
««  brou^  critical  learning  into  vogue,"  and  having  instrucled  both  the  aetors  and  tpet- 
tators  in  what  was  the  proper  province  of  the  dramatic  Muse.  His  English  OramBsar, 
and  his  Discoveries,  both  written  m  hb  advanced  years^  discover  an  attachment  to  the 
interests  of  literature,  and  a  habit  of  reflection,  which  pfaioc  hb  character  as  a  scholar  in  a 
very  fevourable  point  of  view.  The  editor  of  a  recent  ecBtion  of  hb  Discoveries^  jvstijr 
attributes  to  them  '*  a  closeness  and  precision  of  style,  weight  of  sentiment^  and  accuracy  of 
classical  learning.'* 

Yet  whatever  may  be  thought  of  hb  learning,  it  b  greatly  over-rated,  when  apponti  or 
preferred  to  the  genhis  of  hb  contemporary  Shakspeare.  Jonson's  leanung  contrBnitcd 
very  little  to  hb  reputation  as^  a  dramatic  poet  Waeft  he  seems  to  have  employed  it 
most,  as  m  hb  CataUne,  it  only  enables  him  to  encumber  the  tragedy  with  servile  venifica- 
tions  of  Sallust,  when  he  should  have  been  studying  nature  and  the  passions.  Drydtii, 
whose  opmions  are  often  inconsistent,  coiudders  Jonson  as  the  greatest  man  of  hb  age,  and 
observes  that  *'  if  We  look  upon  hnn  when  he  was  himself  (finr  hb  bst  pbys  were  but  hb 
dotages)  he  was  the  most  learned  and  judicious  writer  any  theatre  ever  had."  In  another 
place  (fnrefece  to  the  Mock  Astrologer)  he  says^  *^  that  afanost  all  Jonson's  pieces  were  but 
,crambebi$eoeta,  the  same  humours  a  little  varied,  and  written  worse." 

It  b  certain  that  hb  high  character  as  a  dramatic  writer  tes  not  descended  to  us  ondi- 
mi^shed.    Of  hb  fifty  dramas,  thoe  are  not  above  three  which  preserve  hb  naomeon  tk 
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lage»1>ift  diose  indeed  txt  cxeeUent^  It  was  his  misfortune  to  be  obliged  to  dissipate  on 
;ouit  maAs  and  pageants  those  talents  which  concentrated  might  have  furnished  dramas 
^nal  to  his  YK^pone,  Aldiemist»  and  The  Silent  Woman.  Contrasted  with  the  boundless 
ind  commanding  genius  of  Shakspeate,  Dr.  Johnson  has  hit  his  character  with  success  in 
tiis  celebrated  prologue. 

".Then  Jonson  onae,  imtnieted  from  the  school 
To  pleue  by  method,  and  inveot  by  rale. 
His  8tndioiu  patience,  aod  laborioaf  art. 
With  regular  approach  essay'd  the  heart ; 
Gold  approbation  gave  the  Img'ring  bays. 
For  they  who  durst  not  censure,  scarce  could  praisOi'* 

Among  the  poems  whidi  are  now  presented  to  the  reader,  there  are  iSsw  which  can  be 
specified  ar  models  of  excellence.  The  Hymn  from  Cynthia's  Revels,  the  Ode  to  the 
Memory  of  Sir  Lucius  Cary,  and  Sir  H.  Morison,  one  of  the  first  examples  of  the  Pindaric 
or  irr^ular  ode,  and  some  of  his  Songs,  and  Underwoods,  are  brightened  by  occanonal 
rajs  of  genius,  and  dignified  sunplidty ;  but  m  general  he  was  led  into  guttering  and  fanciful 
thoughts,  and  is  so  frequently  captivated  with  diese  as  to  neglect  ha  versification. 
Althou^  he  had  l<mg  studied  poetry,  it  does  not  appear  that  he  could  pursue  a  train 
of  poetical  sentiment  or  imagery  so  &r  as  to  produce  any  great  woric.  His  best 
efforts  were  such  as  he  could  execute  aknost  m  the  moment  of  conception,  and  fre- 
quently widi  an  epigrammatic  turn  which  is  yery  strikmg.  He  once  mieditated  an  epic 
poem,  but  hb  habitual  uregularities  and  love  of  company  denied  the  necessary  per* 
aereranoe. 

His  woifcs  were  printed  thrice  in  folio,  m  the  seventeenth  century,  and  twice  in  the 
eig^hteenth.  The  last  edition,  in  seven  volumes,  octavo,  with  notes  and  additions  hy 
Mr.  Whalley,  appeared  in  1756,  and  is  esteemed  the  most  valuable,  but  will  probably  be 
sapeneded  by  an  edition  now  under  the  care  of  the  acute  editor  of  Massii^^. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


POEMS 


<ir 


BEN  JONSON. 


UNDER-WOODS. 


CONSISTING  OF  DIVERS  POEMS. 


TO  THE  READER. 


With  the  same  leave  the  ancients  called  that  kind  of  body  Sylva,  or  ^ktj,  in  which 
there  were  workes  of  divers  nature,  and  matter  congested ;  as  the  multitude  call  timber- 
trees,  promiscuously  growing,  a  wood  or  forrest :  so  am  I  bold  to  entitle  these  lesser 
poems,  of  later  growth,  by  this  of  Under-wood,  out  of  the  analogie  they  hold  to  the 
Forrest,,  in  my  former  booke,  and  no  otherwise. 

BEN  j:onson. 


POEMS  OF  DEVOTION. 


THB 

SINNER'S  SACRIFICE. 
TO  m  BOLT  iftiwtm* 

OHOLY,  Metsed,  glorious  Trinltki 
Of  persons,  still  one  God,  in  unitie. 
The  faithfnll  man's  beleeved  mysterie, 

Hdpe,  hdpe  to  lift 

My  selfe  up  to  thee,  U^rroir*d,  tonie>  and  brais'd 
By  sinne,  and  9athaii(  and  ray  iesh  misns'd. 
As  my  heart  lies  in  peeces,  all  confusM, 
O  take  my  gift 

All-gracious  God,  the  sinner's  sacrifice. 
A  broken  heart  thou  wert  not  wont  despise, 
Biit  'bov^  the  fat  of  rammcs,  or  balls,  to  prize 
An  ofiVing  meet, 


For  thy  acceptance,  O,  behold  me  right. 
And  take  compassion  on  my  grievous  plight* 
What  odour  can  be,  then  a  heart  contrite, 
To  thee  more  sweet  ? 

Etemali  Father,  God,  who  did'st  create 
This  All  of  nothing,  gavest  it  fonnej  and  fate. 
And  breath'd  into  it,  life,  and  light,  with  state 
To  worship  thee. 

Eternal  God  the  Sonne,  who  not  denyd'st 
To  take  our  nature;  becam'st  man,  and  dyd*st. 
To  pay  our  debts,  upon  thy  crosse,  and  cryd'st, 
"  All's  done  in  me." 

Eienudl  Spaii,  God  from  both  proceeding. 
Father  and  Sonne;  the  comforter,  in  breeding 
Pure  thoughts  in  man :  with  fiery  zeale  them  feeding 
For  acts  of  grace. 

Increase  those  acts,  6  glorious  Trinttie 
Of  perwns,  still  one  God  in  Unitie ; 
Till  I  atuine  the  long'd-for  mysterie 

Of  seeing  your  face. 
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Beholding  one  in  three,  and  three  in  one, 
A  IVinitie,  to  shine  in  unitie; 
The  gladdest  light,  darke  man  can  thinke  upon  ; 
O  grant  it  me  1 

Father,  and  Sonne,  and  Holy  Ohort,  you  three 
All  coetemall  in  your  majestie. 
Distinct  in  penons,  yet  in  unitie 

One  God  to  see. 

My  Maker,  Saviour,  and  my  sanetifier. 
To  heare,  tp  meditate,  sweeten  my  desire, 
With  grace,  with  knre,  with  cherishing  inttre, 
O,  then  how  blest; 

Among  thy  sahrta  elected  to  abide, 
And  with  thy  angels  placed  side  by  side. 
But  in  thy  presence,  truly  glorified 

Shall  I  there  rat? 


HYMNE  TO  GOD  THE  FATHER. 

Hbaeb  mee,  O  Ood ! 

A  broken  heart 

b  my  best' part: 
Uie  still  thy  rod. 

That  I  may  prove 

Therein,  thy  love. 


If  thou  hadit  not 
Beene  Sterne  to 
But  left  me  free, 

IhadfMgot 
Myselfeandthee. 


For,  sin*s  so  sweet. 

As  minds  ill  bent 

Rarely  repent, 
Untill  they  meet 

Their  punishment. 

Who  mote  can  cVave 
Then  thou  hast  done  ^ 
That  gav'st  a  soone,    ' 

ToUreeaslave: 
First  made  of  nought ; 
Withall  since  bought. 

Sinne,  Death,  and  Hell, 
Hts  glorious  name 
Quite  overcame. 

Yet  I  lebeU, 
And  slight  the  i 


But  iMe  come  in. 
Before  my  losse 
Me  farther  tosse^ 

As  sure  U>  win 
Under  his  crosse. 


4    '  A  itTMSB 

ON  TBI  HATIVrTIB  OP  MT  SATIODft. 

I  Bivo  the  birth  was  bom  to  night. 
The  Author  ifeth  of  life  and  light ; 

The  angels  so  did  soand  it^ 
And  like  the  ravish*d  sheep'erds  said, 
,  Who  saw  the  light,  and  were  afraid. 

Yet  searehM,  and  true  they  found  iL 

The  Sonne  of  God,  th'  Btemall  King, 
that  did  us  all  salvation  bring. 

And  freed  the  aoole  from  dan^ger; 
Hee  whom  the  whole  world  ooold  not  take. 
The  Word,  which  Heaven  and  Earth  did  make. 

Was  now  laid  in  a  manger. 

The  Father's  wisedome  wilPd  it  so^ 
The  Sonne's  obedience  knew  no  mo. 

Both  wills  were  in  one  ststnsc; 
And  as  that  wisedome  had  decreed. 
The  Word  was  now  made  fiesb  indeed. 

And  tooke  on  him  our  nnture. 

What  comfort  by  him  doe  wee  wimie  } 
Who  made  himselfe  the  price  of  sinne. 

To  make  us  heiresof  gk>ry  ? 
To  see  this  babe  all  innocence ; 
A  martyr  borne  in  our  defence ; 

Can  man  forget  this  stone  ? 


CELEBRATION  OF  CHARIS, 

tH  TEN  LVaiCK  1 


I.  HIS  BXCUSE  FOR  LOYltfO. 

.  Lr  it  not  your  wonder  move, 
Lesse  your  laughter,  that  I  love. 
Though  I  now  write  fiftie  yetree, 
I  have  had,  and  have  my  peeres  ; 
Poets,  though  devjne,  are  men: 
Some  have  lo?'d  as  old  agen. 
And  it  is  not  always  iace^ 
Clothes,  or  fortune,  gives  the.gnoe  ; 
Or  the  feature,  or  the  yevth: 
But  the  language,  and  the  truth* 
With  the  ardour,  and  the  pawinn. 
Gives  the  k»ver  weight  and  foahioo. 
If  you  then  will  read  the  storie. 
First,  prepare  ytm  to  be  sorie^ 
That  yon  never  knew  till  now. 
Either  whom  U>  tore,  or  how: 
But  be  glad,  as  soone  with  me^ 
When  you  know,  that  this  is  she. 
Of  whose  beautie  it  was  sung. 
She  shall  make  the  old  man  young, 
Keepe  the  middle  age  at  stay. 
And  let  nothing  high  decay. 
Till  she  be  the  feason  why. 
All  the  worid  for  love  may  die. 


II.  BOW  HI  SAW  HVB« 

I  BUBLD  her  on  a  day 
When  her  looke  out-flourisht  May: 
And  hear  dressing  did  out-brave 
All  the  pride  the  fields  then  have^ 
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Fkne  I  was  ftom  being  itnpid. 
For  I  ran  and  caird  on  Cupid ; 
**  Love,  if  thou  wilt  ever  see 
Marke  of  gknie,  come  with  me ; 
Where's  thy  quiver  ?  bend  thy  bow  : 
Here's  a  ^haft,  thou  art  too  slow  P* 
And  (withall)  I  did  untie 
Every  cloud  about  his  eye ; 
But  be  bad  not  gaiu*d  his  sight 
Sooner,  then  he  lost  his  might. 
Or  bis  courage ;  for  away 
Strait  hee  ran,  and  duret  not  stay. 
Letting  bow  and  arrow  ihll ; 
Nor  for  any  threat;  or  call, 
Could  be  brought  once  back  to  looke* 
I,  foole-hardie,  there  up  tooke 
Both  the  anow  he  had  quit, 
And  the  bow,  which  thought  to  hit 
This  my  object    But  she  threw 
Such  a  lightning  (as  I  drew) 
At  my  &ce,  that  tooke  my  sight. 
And  my  motion  from  me  quite ; 
So  that  there  I  stood  a  stone, 
Mock'dofall:  and  caliMof  one 
(Which  with  griefe  and  wrath  I  heard) 
Cupid's  statue  with  a  heard. 
Or  else  one  that  plaid  lus  ape, 
In  a  Hercules  hia  shape. 


III.  WHAT  HBB  tUFPBKBO. 

Ama  many  scomes  like  these. 
Which  the  prouder  beauties  pleoae, 
She  content  was  to  restore 
Byes  and  limbes ;  to  hurt  me  more : 
And  would,  on  conditions,  be  . 
Reconcird  to  love  and  me: 
First,  that  I  must  kneeling  yeeld 
Both  the  bow  and  shaft  I  held 
Unto  her  j  which  love  might  take 
At  her  hand,  with  oath,  to  make 
Mee  the  scope  of  his  next  draught, 
Aymed  with  that  selfe-same  shaft. 
He  no  sooner  heard  the  law, 
But  the  arrow  home  did  draw. 
And  (to  gaine  her  by  his  art) 
Left  it  sticking  in  my  heart : 
Which  when  she  beheld  to  bleed. 
She  repented  of  the  deed, 
And  would  faine  have  cbangM  the  fate, 
But  the  pittie  comes  too  late. 
Looser-like,  now,  all  my  wreake 
Is,  that  I  have  leave  to  speake. 
And  in  either  prose,  or  song. 
To  revenge  me  with  my  tongue. 
Which  how  dexterously  I  doe, 
Heare  and  make  example  too. 


IT.  HER  TRIUMPH. 

Sbs  the  chariot  at  hand  here  of  Love, 

Wherein  my  lady  rideth ! 
Each  that  dr«wes  is  a  swan,  or  a  dove. 

And  well  the  carre  Love  guideth. 
As  she  goes,  all  hearts  do  duty 

Unto  her  beauty ; 
And/eiismour*d,  doe  wish  so  they  might 
But  enjoy  luch  a  sight, 


That  they  still  were  to  ran  by  her  sidc^  ^     .  {Hdfl. 
Through  swords,  through  seas,  whether  she  would 

Doe  but  looke  on  her  eyes,  they  doe  light 

All  that  Love's  world  compriaeth ! 
IX)e  but  looke  on  her  haire,  it  is  bright 

As  Love's  ttarre  when  it  riseth  ! 
Doe  but  marke,  her  forhead's  smoother 

Then  words  that  sooth  her ! 
And  from  her  arched  browes,  such  a  grace 

Sheds  it  selfe  through  the  face. 
As  alone  there  triumphs  to  the  life   • 
All  the  gaine,  all  the  good,  of  the  elements*  strife. 


Have  yon  scene  but  a  bright  lillie  grow. 
Before  rude  bands  have  touch'd  it  ? 

Ha'  you  mark*d  but  the  fisll  o*  the  snow 
Before  the  soyle  hath  smutch'd  it  ? 

Ha'  you  felt  the  wooll  of  bev«r  ? 

Or  swan's  dmrne  ever  ? 

Or  have  smelt  o*  the  bod  o'  the  brier  ? 
Or  the  nard  in  the  ftre  ? 

Or  have  tasted  the  bas  of  the  bee  ? 

O  so  white!  OsosoftT  O  so  sweet  u  she  * 


Y.  HIS  DItCOURtB  WITH  CCPIO, 

NoBLBST  Chans,  you  that  are 

Both  my  fortune  and  my  starre ! 

And  doe  goveme  more  my  blood. 

Then  the  various  Moone  the  flood ! 

Heare,  what  late  discourse  of  you. 

Love  and  I  have  had$  and  true. 

'Mongst  my  Muses  fiodmg  me, 

Where  he  chancH  your  name  to  see 

Set,  and  to  this  softer  straine ; 

**  Sure,"  said  he,  "  if  f  have  braine. 

This  here  sung  can  be  no  other. 

By  description,  but  my  mother ! 

So  hath  Homer  prais'd  her  haire ; 

So  Anacrcon  drawne  the  ajrre 

Of  her  face,  and  made  to  rise. 

Just  about  her  sparkling  eyes. 

Both  her  browes,  bent  like  my  bow. 

By  her  kx>kes  I  doe  her  know. 

Which  ;^ou  call  my  shafts.    And  see ! 

Such  my  mother's  blushes  be. 

Am  the  bath  your  verse  discloses 

In  her  cheekes,  of  milke  and  roses ; 

Such  as  oft  I  wanton  in. 

And,  above  her  even  ehin. 

Have  you  plac'd  the  bank^  of  kisses. 

Where  yon  say,  men  gather  blisses, 

Rjp'ned  with  a  breath  more  sweet. 

Then  when  flowers  and  wett-winda  meet 

Nay,  her  white  and  polish'd  neck. 

With  the  lace  that  doth  it  deck. 

Is  my  mother's !  hearts  of  slaine 

Loven,  made  into  a  chaine ! 

And  betweene  each  rismg  breast 

Lyes  the  valley,  cal*d  my  nest. 

Where  I  sit  and  proyne  my  wings 

After  flight;  and  put  new  stings 

lb  my  shafts !  Her  very  name^ 

With  my  mother's  is  the  same."*- 

'*  1  confesse  all,"  I  replide, 

"  And  the  glasse  bangs  by  her  side^ 

And  the  girdle  'bout  her  waste, 

All  is  Venus :  save  unchaste. 
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idt^lElbl^th<m  saest  the  least 
Of  her  good;  vbo  is  the  best 
Of  her  sex  i  but  oould'st  thou,  Love, 
Gall  to  minde  the  formes,  that  strove 
For  the  apple,  and  thode  three        • 
Make  in  one,  the  sanre  were  shee. 
For  this  beauty  yet  doth  hide 
Something  more  then  thou  hast  spi'd. 
Outward  grace  weake  love  beguiles : 
Shee  is  Venus  when  she  smiles. 
But  shee's  Jnoo  when  she  walkes. 
And  Minerva  when  she  talkes.*' 


vr.  CLATMIIIO  A  SECOND  KISSB  BT  DESERT. 

Charis,  gnesse,  and  doe  not  miss. 
Since  I  drew  a  morning  kisse 
From  your  lips,  and  tuok'd  an  ayre 
Thence,  as  sweet  as  you  are  fiaipeb 

What  my  Muse  and  I  have  done: 
Whether  we  have  lost  or  wobbc^ 
If  by  us  the  oddes  were  laid* 
That  the  bride  (allowed  a  maid) 
liook'd  fiot  halfe  so  fresh  and  hire, 
With  th'  advantage  of  her  hahre. 
And  her  jewels,  to  the  view 
Of  th'  assembly,  as  did  you  ! 

Or,  that  did  you  ait,  or  waike,    * 
You  were  more  the  eye  and  talke 
Of  the  court,  to  day,  then  all 
Else  that  gUster'd  in  White-hall ; 
So,  as  those  that  had  your  sigh^ 
Wisht  the  bride  were  changed  to  night. 
And  did  thinke  such  rites  .were  due 
To  no  other  grace  but  you  ! 

Or,  if  you  did  move  to  night 
In  the  daunces,  with  what  spight 
Of  yotir  peeres  you  were  beheld, 
Hiat  at  every  motion  sweld 
So  to  see  a  lady  tread. 
As  might  all  the  Graces  leade. 
And  was  worthy  (being  so  seene) 
To  be  envi'd  of  the  queene. 

Or,  if  you  would  yet  have  stayed. 
Whether  any  would  up-braid 
To  himselfe  bis  losse  of  time ; 
Or  have  charged  his  sight  of  crime, 
To  have  led  all  sight  for  you : 

Guesse  of  these,  which  is  the  true ; 
And,  if  such  a  verse  as  this 
May  not  claime  another  kisse. 


Til.  BBGOING  ANOTHER,  ON  COLOUR  OF  MENDING 
THE  FORMER. 

Foft  Love's  sake,  kisse  me  once  againe, 
I  lung,  and  should  not  beg,  in  vaine, 
Here's  none  to  spie  or  see ; 
Why  doe  you  doubt,  or  stay  ? 
rie  taste  as  lightly  as  the  bee, 
Th»t  doth  but  touch  his  flower,  and  flies  away. 

Once  more,  and  (faith)  I  will  be  gone. 

Can  he  that  loves  aske  lesse  then  one  ? 

Nay,  you  may  erre  in  this. 

And  all  your  bouatie  wrong : 

This  oould  be  call'd  but  balfc  a  kisse. 

What  w'are  but  once  to  doe,  we  (thould  doe  long. 


I  will  but  mend  the  last,  and  tell  ' 

Where,  how,  it  would  have  reitsfaM  well ; 
Joyne  lip  to  lip,  and  try ; 
Each  suck  other's  breath. 
And  whilst  our  tongues  perplexed  lie. 
Let  who  will  thinke  ns  dead,  or  wish  our  deatk 


Tlfl.  URGING  HER  OF  A  PBOMISm. 

CHAais  one  day  in  discoune 
Had  of  Love,  and  of  his  force. 
Lightly  promised,  she  would  tell 
What  a  man  she  could  love  well : 
And  that  promise  set  on  fire 
All  that  heard  her  with  desire. 
With  the  rest,  I  long  expected 
When  the  worke  would  be  effected : 
But  we  And  that  cold  delay 
And  excuse  ^un  every  day. 
Am,  imtill  she  tell  her  one. 
We  all  feare  she  loveth  none. 
Therefore,  Charis,  you  must  do*t. 
For  I  will  so  urge  you  to't. 
You  shall  neither  eat,  nor  sleepe. 
No,  nor  forth  your  window  peepe. 
With  your  emissarie  eye, 
To  fetch  in  the  formes  goe  by : 
And  pronounce,  which  band  or  lace 
Better  fits  him  then  his  fiice ; 
Nay,  I  will  not  let  you  ilt 
'Fore  your  idoll  gkute  a  whit. 
To  say  over  eveiy  purle 
There ;  or  to  reforme  a  curle^ 
Or  with  secretarie  Sis 
To  cobsult.  if  fucus  this 
Be  as  good  as  tras  the  last: 
All  your  sweet  of  life  is  past. 
Make  account  onlesse  3rou  can, 
(And  that  quickly)  speake  your  man. 


IX.  HER  MAN  OESCRIBBD  BY  HER  OWRE 
DICTAMBN. 

Op  your  trouble,  Ben,  to  ease  me, 
I  will  tell  what  man  would  please  me. 
I  would  have  him,  if  I  could, 
.  Noble;  or  of  greater  blood : 
Titles,  I  confesse,  doe  take  me. 
And  a  woman  God  did  make  me. 
French  to  boote,  at  least  in  fashion. 
And  bis  manners  of  that  nation. 

Young  Pd  have  him  too,  and  foire, 
Yet  a  man ;  with  crisped  haire, 
Cast  in  thousand  snares  and  rings. 
For  Love*s  fingers,  and  his  wings : 
Chestnut  colour,  or  more  slack 
Gold,  upon  a  ground  of  black. 
Venus  and  Minerva's  eyes. 
For  be  must  looke  wanton-wise. 

Eye-brows  bent  like  Cupid's  bow. 
Front,  an  ample  field  of  snow ; 
Even  nose,  and  cheeke  (withall) 
Smooth  as  is  the  billiard  ball : 
Chin,  as  woolly  as  the  peach  ; 
And  his  lip  should  kissidg  teach. 
Till  he  cherished  tpo  much  beard. 
And  make  Love  or  me  afeard. 
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He  would  b«Te  a  hancl  m  soft 
As  the  downe,  and  show  it  oft ; 
Skin  as  snooth  as  any  rinb. 
And  so  thiD  to  see  a  blush 
Risiog  tbrougfa'it  e're  it  came ; 
All  hb  blood  should  be  a  flame 
Qwckly  fir'd^  as  hi  beginners 
In  lovf's  schople,  and  yet  no  sinners. 

Twere  too  long  to  speake  of  all ; 
What  we  harmonte  doe  cair 
In  a  body  should  be  thereii 
Well  he  should  his  clothes  too  weare. 
Yet  no  taylor  help  to  make  him, 
Drest,  you  still  for  man  should  take  him  j 
And  not  thinke  h'  bad  eat  a  stake. 
Or  were  set  up  in  a  brake. 

Valiant  he  should  be  as  fire. 
Showing  danger  more  then  ire. 
Bounteous  as  the  clouds  to  earth ; 
And  as  honest  as  his  birth, 
All  his  actions  to  be  such, 
As  to  doe  Dothhig  too  much. 
Nor  o're-praise,  nor  yet  condemne  ; 
Nor  ont-Talew,  nor  contemne ; 
Nor  doe  wrongs,  nor  wrongs  receave ; 
Nor  tie  knots,  nor  knots  unweave; 
And  from  basenesse  to  be  free, 
As  he  durst  lore  truth  and  me. 

Such  a  man,  with  every  part, 
I  eooid  give  my  very  bean; 
But  of  one  if  short  he  camtr 
I  can  rq»t  me  where  I  am. 


AMOTHKR  LADTB'S  EXCEMtO*,  PRBSXHT  AT 
THB  REARING. 

Foa  his  mind,  I  doe  uoi  care, 

Tint's  a  toy,  that  1  could  spare : 

Let  his  title  be  but  great. 

His  clothes  rich,  and  band  sit  neat, 

Himselfe  young,  and  face  be  good. 

All  I  wish  is  understood  : 

What  you  please,  you  parts  may  call, 

Tib  one  good  part  Vd  lie  withalL 


THE 

,  MUSIC  ALL  STRIFE; 

IN  A  PASTOBALL  IHALOOOB. 

SHBI. 

Cone,  with  olir  voyces  let  ui  warre. 
And  challenge  all  the  spheares, 

Till  each  of  us  be  made  a  starre. 
And  all  the  world  tume  eares. 


At  sueb  a  call,  what  beast  or  fowle 

Of  reason  emptie  is ! 
What  tree  or  stone  doth  want  a  soule  ? 

What  man  but  must  lose  his  ^ 


Mixe  then  your  notes,  that  we  may  prove 

To  stay  the  running  floods ; 
To  make  the  mountaine  quarries  move  ; 

And  call  the  walking  woods. 


What  need  of  mee  ?  doe  you  but  sing, 
Sleepe  and  the  grave  will  wake, 

Ko  tunes  are  sweet,  nor  words  have  sting. 
But  what  those  lips  doe  make. 


They  say  the  ang elb  marke  each  deed. 

And  exercise  below, 
And  out  of  inward  pleasure  feed       i 

On  what  they  viewmg  know* 


O  sing  not  you  then,  lest  the  best 
Of  angels  should  he  driven 

To  fall  againe,  at  such  a  feast. 
Mistaking  Earth  for  Heaven. 


Nay,  rather  both  our  soules  bee  strayn'd 

To  meet  their  high  desire ; 
So  they  in  aUte  of  grace  retain'd, 

May  wish  us  of  their  quire. 


A  SONG. 

Or,  doe  not  wanton  with  those  eyes. 

Lest  I  be  mck  with  seeing ; 
Nor  cast  them  downe,  but  let  them  rise. 

Lest  shiame  destroy  their  being. 

O,  be  not  angry  with  those  fires, 
Fo^then  their  threats  will^kHl  me ; 

Nor  looke  too  kinde  on  ray  desires. 
For  then  my  hopes  will  spill  me. 

O,  do  not  steepe  them  in  thy  teares. 
For  so  will  sorrow  slay  me ;  ^ 

Nor  spread  them  as  distract  with  feares. 
Mine  owne  enough  betray  me. 


IN  THE  PERSON  OF  WOMAN  KIND. 

A  SOKG  APOLOOETIQUB. 

Mbk,  if  you  love  us,  play  no  more 
The  fooles,  or  tyrants  with  your  friends. 

To  make  us  still  sing  o*re  and  o're. 
Our  owne  fie^se  praises,  for  your  ends : 

Wee  have  both  wits  and  fancies  too. 

And  if  we  must,  let's  sing  of  you. 

Nor  doe  we  doubt,  but  that  we  can. 

If  wee  would  search  with  care  and  pame, 

Find  some  one  good,  in  some  one  mtm  ; 
So,  going  thorow  all  your  straine. 

Wee  shall  at  last,  of  parcells  make 

One  gaod  enough  for  a  song's  sake. 

And  as  a  cunning  painter  takes. 

In  any  curious  peece  you  see, 
More  pleasure  while  the  thing  he  makes 

Then  when  'tis  made ;  why  so  will  wee. 
And  having  pleas'd  our  art,  wee'll  try 
To  make  a^new,  and  hang  that  by. 
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ANOTHER. 

m  DBVfiNCE  OP  THEIR  INCOHSTANaS. 
A  lOWC. 

Hako  up  those  dull  and  enrious  fooles 
That  taike  ahroad  of  woman's  chao^, 

We  were  noC  brad  to  sit  on  stooles. 
Our  proper  vertue  is  to  range : 

Take  that  away,  you  take  our  lives, 

We  are  no  women  then,  but  wives. 

Such  as  in  valour  would  excell 

Doc  change,  though  man,  and  often  fight, 
Which  we  in  love  must  doe  as  well. 

If  ever  we  will  love  aright 
The  frequent  varying  of  the  deed. 
Is  that  which  doth  perfection  breed.  ■ 

Nor  ts't  ioconstancie  to  change 

For  what  is  better,  or  to  make 
(By  searching)  what  before  was  strange, 

Familiar,  for  the  use's  sake ; 
The  good,  from  bad,  is  not  descride, 
But  as  'tis  often  vest  and  tri'd. 

And  this  profession  of  a  store 
In  tove,  doth  not  alone  help  forth 

Oar  pleasure ;  but  preserves  as  more 
From  being  forsaken,  then  doth  worth: 

For  were  the  worthiest  woman  curst 

To  love  one  man,  faee'd  kave  her  first. 


A  NYMPJfPS  PASSION. 

I  Lovx,  and  he  loves  me  againe. 

Yet  dare  I  not  tell  who  i 
For  if  the  nymphs  should  know  my  swaine, 
I  feare  they'd  love  him  too : 
Yet  if  it  be  not  knowne. 
The  pleasure  is  as  good  as  none^ 
For  that's  a  narrow  joy  is  but  our  owne. 

rie  tell,  that  if  they  be  not  glad, 

They  yet  may  envie  me : 
Bat  then  if  I  grow  jeabus  madde. 

And  of  them  pittied  be. 

It  were  a  plague  'bove  soome, 

^  And  yet  it  cannot  be  forborne, 
Unlesae  my  heart  would  as  my  thought  be  tome. 

He  is,  if  they  can  find  him,  (aire. 

And  fresh  and  fragrant  too, 
As  summer's  sky,  or  purged  ayre, 
Add  lookes  as  liUies  doe. 

Thai  are  this  morning  blowne. 
Yet,  yet  I  doubt  he  is  not  knowne. 
And  feare  much  more,  that  more  of  him  be  showne. 

But  he  hath  eyes  so  round  and  bright. 

As  make  away  my  doubt. 
Where  Love  may  all  his  torches  light, 
Though  Hate  bad  put  them  out ; 
But  then  t'  encrease  my  feares. 
What  nymph  so  e're  his  voyce  but  heares 
Will  be  my  rivall,  though  she  have  but  eares. 


rie  tell  no  more,  and  yet  I  love. 

And  he  loves  me ;  yet,  no, 
One  un-beconmiog  thought  doth  ouyre 
Fiom  either' heart,  I  Jinow ; 
But  so  exempt  from  blame. 
As  it  would-be  to  each  a  fome. 
If  love,  or  feai«,  would  let  me  tell  his  name. 


THE  HOURE-GLASSE. 

Dot  bnt  consider  this  small  dust. 
Here  running  in  the  glasse. 
By  atomes  mov'd; 
Could  yon  beleeve,  that  thia 
The  body  was 
Ofonethatlov*d? 
And  in  his  mistress  flame,  playing  like  a  flye, 
TbmM  to  cinders  by  her  eye  ^ 
Yes;  and  in  death,  as  life,  unblest. 

To  have't  expretst. 
Even  ashes  of  lovers  find  no  rest. 


MY  PICTURE  LEFT  IN  SCOTLAND. 

I  Kow  tbinke,  love  is  rather  deafo  then  Ubd, 
For  else  it  could  not  be, 
Thatshe^ 
Whom  I  adore  so  much,  should  sp^'sligfat  mc^ 

And  cast  my  love  behind : 
Pm  sure  my  language  to  her  was  as  sweet. 
And  every  close  did  meet 
In  sentence,  of  as  subtile  fieet. 

As  hath  the  youngest  hfee. 
That  sits  in  shadow  of  ApoJto's  tree. 
Oh,  but  my  conscious  feares. 

That  flie  my  thoughts  betweene. 
Tell  me  that  she  hath  seene 
My  hundreds  of  gray  haires, 
Told  seven  and  fortie  yeares. 
Bead  so  much  waste,  as  she  cannot  imbrace 
My  mountaine  belly,  and  my  rockie  foce. 
And  all  these  through  her  eyes,  have  stopt  her 


AGAINST  lEALOUSlE. 

WkvrcHBD  and  foolish  jealousie. 
How  camst  thou  thus  to  enter  me  ? 

I^  n're  was  of  thy  kind  $ 
Nor  have  I  yet  the  narrow  mind 

To  vent  that  poore  desire, 
lliat  others  should  not  warme  them  at  my  fire. 

I  wish  the  Sun  should  shine. 
On  all  men's  fruit,  and  fioiwers  •*  ««Q  as  »ninf> 

But  under  the  disguise  of  love 

Thou  sai'st  thou  onely  cam'st  to  prove 

What  my  afibctions  were, 
Think'st  thou  that  love  ii  faelp'd  by  feare? 

Ooe,  get  thee  quickly  forth. 
Love's  sickuease,  and  his  noted  want  of  worthy 

Seeke  doubting  men  to  please, 
I  ne're  will  owe  my  health  to  a  disease. 
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On  soofiie,  or  pittie  on  me  take, 
I  most  the  tnierektion  make, 
I  am  andkme  to  night : 
IiOv«  16  ft  subtile  drcame  dfitgaia'd. 
Hath  both  my  heait  and  me  sarprix'd. 
Whom  never^  be  dvnt  attempt  t'  awake  | 
Nor  wUl  he  tell  me  for  wboM  sake 

He  did  me  the  delight^ 
Or^gfat, 
Bot  learet  me  to  inquire, 
lo  mil  my  wild  desire 

Of  ilMpe  agi^e ;  who  was  his  aid, 
And  stoepe  so  guUtie  and  aftmid, 
Am  siiice  he  dares  not  come  within  my  sight* 


EPITAPH  ON  MASTER  VINCENT  CORSET. 

I  BAT*  my  ptetie  too,  which  eould 
It  veat  it  selfe,  but  at  it  would. 

Would  say  as  much,  as  both  have  done 

Before  me  here,  the  friend  and  sonne ; 
Por  I  both  lost  a  friend  and  frther,' 
Of  him  whose  bones  this  grave  doth  gadier  ; 

Deare  Vincent  Corbet,  who  so  kmg 

Had  wrestled  with  diseases  strong. 
That  though  they  did  possess  each  limbe. 
Yet  he  broke  them,  e're  they  could  him. 

With  the  just  canon  of  his  life, 

A  life  that  knew  nor  noise,  nor  strife  ; 
But  was  by  sweetning  so  his  will. 
All  order,  and  disposnre,  still 

His  mind  as  pore,  and  neatly  kept. 

An  were  his  nourceries;  and  swept 
So  of  uocleannesse,  or  oflbnce. 
That  nerer  came  ill  odonr  thence : 

And  ftdde  his  actions  onto  these, 

They  were  as  specious  as  his  trees, 
nis  true,  he  eoald  not  reprehend 
His  very  manners,  taught  t'  amend. 

They  were  so  even,  grave,  and  holy ; 

No  stubbonuwsse  bo  stilib,  nor  felly 
To  licence  ever  was  so  light, 
Ai  twice  to  trsspasse  in  his  sight, 

His  lookes  would  so  correct  it,  when 

It  chid  the  vice,  yet  not  the  men. 
Much  from  him  I  professe  I  wonae. 
And  more,  and  more,  I  should  have  done. 

But  that  I  nndentood  him  scant. 

Now  I  conceive  him  by  my  want. 
And  pray  who  shall  my  sorrowes  read. 
That  they  for  me  their  tearss  will  shed ; 

For  truly,  since  he  left  to  be, 

I  feel^  I'm  rather  dead  than  he  1 

Reader,  whose  life,  and  name,  did  e're  become 

An  epitaph,  deserv'd  a  tombe : 
Nor  wants  it  here  through  penurie,  or  sloth, 

Who  makes  the  one,  so't  be  first  makes  both. 


VOJLT. 


SPiaTLE  W  SIR  EDWARD  SACKFlLS, 
irow  XARLi  or  doeiet. 

If  Sackvile,  all  that  have  the  power  to.doe 

Great  and  good  turns,  as  wel  oould  time  them  too, 

And  knew  their  how,  and  where:  we  should  have  then 

Lesse  lift  of  proud,  hard,  or  iogratefull  men. 

For  bvneftts  Are  ow'd  with  the  same  mind 

M  they  are  done,  and  such  retumes  they  find  1 

You  then,  whose  will  not  only,  hot  detite 

To  succour  my  necessities  tooke  fire. 

Not  at  my  prayers,  but  your  sense;  which  laid 

The  way  to  meet  what  others  would  upbraid; 

And  in  the  act  did  so  my  blush  prevent, 

A»  I  did  feele  it  done,  as  soone  as  meanti 

Yon  cannot  doubt,  but  I  who  iraely  know 

This  good  from  you,  as  freely  will  it  owe ; 

And  though  my  fortune  humble  me,  to  take 

The  smallest  courtesies  with  thankes,  I  make 

Yet  choyce  from  whom  I  take  them;  and  would 

shante 
To  have  such  doe  me  good.  I  durst  not  name : 
They  are  the  noblest  benefits,  and  sinke 
Deepest  in  man,  of  which  when  he  doth  thinke. 
The  memorie  delights  him  more,  firom  whom 
Then  what  he  hath  received.  Gifb  siinke  from  soom^ 
They  are  so  long  a  cbmming,  and  so  hard  ; 
Where  any  deed  is  forc*t,  the  grace  is  mai^ 
Can  1  owe  thankes,  for  courtesies  receiv'd 
Against  his  wiU  that  does  'hem  ?  that  hath  weavM 
Excuses,  or  delayes  ?  or  done  'hem  scant. 
That  they  have  more  opprest  me,  then  my  want } 
Or  if  he  did  it  not  to  succour  me, 
But  by  meere  chance ?  for  interest?  or  to  free 
Himselfe  of  farther  trouble,  or  the  weight 
Of  pressure,  like  one  Uken  in  a  streight  ? 
All  this  corrupts  the  thankes,  lesse  hath  be  wonn^. 
That  puts  it  in  his  debt-booke  e're  't  be  done  ; 
Or  that  doth  sound  a  tnunpet,  and  doth  call 
His  groomes  to  witnesse;  or  else  lets  it  fall 
In  that  proud  manner:  as  a  good  so  gain'd. 
Must  make  me  sad  for  what  I  have  obuin'd.  [feoe. 
No !  gifts  and  thankes  should  have  one  cheerefuU 
So  each,  that's  done,  and  tane,  becomes  a  brace. 
He  neither  gi?ea,  or  does,  that  doth  delay 
A  benefit,  or  that  doth  throw*t  away. 
No  more  then  he  doth  thanke,  that  will  receive 
Nought  but  in  comers ;  and  is  loath  to  leave. 
Lest  ayre,  or  print,  but  flies  it :  such  men  would 
Run  from  the  conscience  of  it  if  they  could. 
As  I  have  scene  some  infants  of  the  sword 
Well  knowne,  and  practtz*d  borrowers  on  their  word. 
Give  thankes  by  stealth,  and  whispering  in  the  eare. 
For  what  they  straight  would  to  the  world  forsweare; 
And  speakiog  worst  of  those  from  whom  they  went 
But  then  fist  fill'd,  to  pnt  me  off  the  sent. 
Now  dam*mee,  sir,  if  you  shall  not  command 
My  sword  ('tis  but  a  poore  sword  understand) 
Am  ferrs  as  any  poore  sword  i'  the  land : 
Tlien  turning  unto  him  is  next  at  hand. 
Damns  Whom  he  damn'd  too,  is  the  veriest  gull^ 
ffas  feathers,  and  will  serve  a  roi^n  to  pull. 

Are  they  not  worthy  to  be  answer'd  so. 
That  to  such  natures  let  their  full  hands  flow. 
And  seeke  not  wants  to  succour :  but  inquire, 
Like  money-brokers,  after  names,  anC  hire 
Hh 
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Their  bounties  forth  to  him  that  Utt  was  made. 

Or  stands  to  be*n  commission  o>  the  blade  ? 

Still,  still  the  hunters  of  ialse  fame  apply 

Their  thoughts  and  meanes  to  making  loude  the  cry; 

But  one  is  bitten  by  the  dog  be  fed, 

And  hurt,  seekscure;  the  surgeon  |i>ids  take  bread, 

And  spupge-like  with  it  dry  up  the  bkx>d  quite, 

H         Then  give  it  to  the  hound  that  did  him  bite : 
'         Pardon,' saves  he,  that  were  a  way  to  see 

^^         A^l  the  towne-^irs  take  each  their  snatch  at  roe. 

^         O,  is  it  so  ?  knowes  he  so  much  ?  and  will 

Peed  those,  at  Whom  t\\e  table  points  at  still  ? 
I  npt  deny  it,'  but  to  hHpe  the  need  , 

Of  any,  is  a  great  and  ^erous  deed: 
Yea,  of  th'  ingratefbll:  and  he  forth  must  tell 
Many  a  pound  and  piece  will  place  one  well ; 
But'  these  men  ever  want :  their  very  trade 
Is  borrowing ;  tbat  but  stopt,  they  doe  invade 
All  as  their  pri^e,  tume  pyrats  here  at  land, 
Ha'  their  Bermudas,  and  their  Streights  P  th'Strand; 
Man  out  of  their  boates  to  th'  Temple,  and  not  shift 
|<}ow,  but  comroattd;  make  tribute  what  was  gift; 
And  it  is  paid  'hem  with  a  trembling  zeale 
*  And  superstition,  I  dare  sbarce  reveale 
If  it  were  cleare,  Imt  being  so  in  cttmd 
Carrjred  and  wrapt,  1  only  am  aloud 
My  vopder!  why  ?  th^  ukrng  a  clownes  parse, 
Or  robbing  the  poore  market-folkes,  should  nune 
Such  a  religious  horrour  in  the  brests 
Of  our  towne  g^lantfy !  or  why  there  rests 
Such  worship  due  to  kicking  of  a  ponck  1 
Or  swa^^ng  with  the  watch,  or  drawer  drunke; 
Or  feats  of  darknesse  acted  in  mid-sun. 
And  told  of  with  more  Ucenpe  then  th*  were  done ! 
Sure  there  b  misterie  in  it,  I  not  know 
Tbat  men  such  reverence  to  such  actions  show ! 
And  almost  deifie  the  authors !  make 
Lowd  sacnfice  of  drinke,  for  their  health-sake; 
Rearesuppers  in  their  names!  and  spend  whole  nights 
Unto  their  praise,  in  certaine  swearing  rites: 
Cannot  a  man  be  reck'ned  in  the  state 
Of  valour,  but  at  this  idolatrous  rate  ? 
I  thought  that  fortitude  )iad  beene  a  meane 
Twist  feare  and  irashnesse:  not  a  lust  obscene, 
Qr  appetite  of  offending,  but  a^^kill 
Or  science  of  a  discerning  good  and  ill 
And  you,  sir,  know  it  well,  to  whom  I  write, 
That  with  these  mixtures  we  put  out  her  light ;: 
Her  ends  are  honestie,  and  pubtike  good! 
And  where  they  want,  she  is  not  understood. 
No  more  are  these  of  us,  then  let  them  goe, 
I  have  the  lyst  of  mine  owne  faults  to  know, 
Lodke  to  and  cure ;'  heVnot  a  man  hath  none, 
But  like  to  be  that  every  day  niends  one. 
And  feeles  it;  else  he  tarries  by  the  beast. 
Cm  I  disceme  how  shadowes  are  decreast, 
br  growne,  by  height  or  lowne?se  of  the  sunne  ? 
Andean  I  lesse  of  substance  ?  when  I  runne, 
Hide,  saile,  amcoach'd,  know  I  how  farre  I  have  gone, 
And  my  minds  motion  not?  or  have  1  none : ' 
No !  he  must  feele  and  know,  that  will  advance ; 
Men  have  bc^n  great,  but  never  good  by  chance, 
Or  on  the  sudden.    It  were  strange  that  tie 
Who,  was  this  morning  such  a  one,  should  be 
Sydney  e'er  night  ?  of  tbat  did  goe  to  bed 
Oniat,  should  rise  the  most  sufficient  head 
OfChristendome?  And  neither  of  these  know. 
Were  the  reck  offer'd  them,  how  they  came  so; 
fTis  by  degrees  that  men  arrive  at  glad 
Pro^;  ill  dught  each  day  some  little  adde. 


In  time  *twiU  be  a  heape ;  this  is  not  true 
Alone  in  money,  but  in  manners  too. 
Yet  we  must  more  then  move  still,  or  goe  on. 
We  must  accomplisb;  'tis  the  last  key-fftnoQ 
That  makes  the  arch,  the  rest  that  tiiere  wer«^ 
Are  nothing  till  that  comes  to  bind  and  shot. 
Then  stands  it  a  tclbmpfaalt  Aarke!  then  bwb 
Observe  thestret^b^  thfc  height,  the  why,  and  wkcfi. 
It  wiifLerected;  and  Hsll  wiUkiqg  under 
Meet  some  new  matter  to  looke  up  and  wonder! 
Such  note9«e  vertttous  men!  they  live  as£ast 
As  they  are  high;  an  nooted  and  will  last 
They  need  no  stilts,  uor  lise  upon  tii«if  to««» 
As  if  they  would  belie  their  stature,  these 
Are  dwarfcs  of  hdnour,  and  have  oettber  weight 
Nor  fashion ;  if  they  chance  aspire  to  height, 
Tis  like  light  caues,  thatftnlt  rise  big  nod  hnm% 
Shoot  forth  in  smooth  and  comely  spaces;  have 
But  few  and  fair  divisions :  but  bemg  got 
Aloft,  glow  lesse  and  streightned,  full  of  knot. 
And  last,  goe  out  in  nothing:  you  that  see 
Their  diflbrence,  cannoi  «hoose  which  you  wiU  be. 
You  know  (without  my  flattering  you)  too  much 
Fornetobeyoarhidiee*    Koep yoo tutili. 
That  I  may  love  your  person  (as  I  doe) 
Without  your  gift,  though  1  can  rats  Ihai  iwh 
By  thanking  thus  the  oouctesie  tv  lilK 
Which  yoa  wUl  b«ry,  butth^f^  the  strife 
May  gtow  lo  great  to  be  e>aaipl4  when 
(As  their  true  niie  or  leHOO)  either  men, ' 
Donnors  or'  donnees*  to  their  practise  shall 
Fmd  you  to  reckon  aothini^  me  ow^  alL 


EPISTLE  TO  MASTFER  JOHN  SELDSX, 

I  KNOW  to  whom  I  write  here,  I  am  sure^ 
Though  I  am  short,  I  cannot  be  obscnre: 
Lesse  shall  I  for  the  art  or  dressing  carer 
Truth  and  the  Qraces  best  when  naked  stm. 
Your  booke,  my  Seldeo,  1  have  read,  and  iMich 
Was  trusted,  that  yoQ  thovght  my  judgement  weft 
To  aske  it:  though  in  most  of  workes  it  be 
A  pennance,-  wbefc«  a  man  may  not  be  htCg 
Rather  then  office,  when  it  do^  or  may 
Chance  that  the  friend's  aifoction  proves  plby 
Unto  the  censure.    Yours  all  need  doth  ffie 
Of  this  so  vitious  humanitie. 
Then  which  these  is  not  uoto  stndie  a  more 
Pernitioos  enemie*    We' see  bf^ore 
A  many  of  bookes,  even  go<)d  jddgemai^ts  weoad 
Themselves  through  favouring  what  is  thei^  oat 
But  I  on  yours  farrt;  otherwise  shall  doe,    [feand  • 
Not  flie  the  crime,  but  the  saspilioa  too : 
Though  I  confosse  (as  every  Muse  bath  err'd. 
And  mine  not  least)  I  have  too  ofl  preferred  [mech. 
Men,  past  their  tecmes,  and  praisM  some  namci  tot 
But  'twas  with  purpose  to  have  made  them  such, 
Since  t>eipg  deceiv'd,  I  tume  a  ^harper  eye 
Upon  my  selfe,  and  aske  to  whom  ?  and  why  ) 
And  what  I  write  >  and  \'exe  it  iQany  dayes 
Before  men  get  a  verse,  much. lesse  a  praise; 
So  that  my  reader  is  assured,  I  now 
Meane  what  I  speake,  and  still  will  keepe  that  roe. 
Stand  forth  my  object,  then,  you  that  hare  beene 
Ever  at  home,  yet  have  all  countries  i 
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And  Eke  «  comiMfw^  keeping  one  foot  tItU 
Upon  your  center,  doe  your  circle  fill 
Of  geoermll  knowledge^  watcb'd  men,  manners  too, 
Heard  what  times  past  beve  said,«eeoe  wbatoort  doe: 
VThich  grace  shall  I  make  kive  p  first  ?  your  skill, 
Or  faith  in  things?  or  is't  your  wealth  and  will 
T*  instruct  and  teach?  ft  your  unweary'd  paine 
Of  gathering  ?  bountie  in  pouring  out  againe  ? 
VThat  fables  hare  your  Text!  ^l^at  Uuth  redeem*d! 
Antiquities  searchMI  opinions  ^is-esteeai'd !    •- 
Impcetures  branded!  audautljorities  urg'd, 
'WhatbloUanderroars,  have  you  wat::b*dand  pqrg*d 
ReoonU  and  authors  of!  how  rectified 
Times,  manners,  customesi  innoTatioos  spide  1 
Smight  out  the  fountaioes,  sources,  creekes,  fMtbs, 
And  noted  the  beginoings.and  decayus !     [wayes, 
Where  is  that  npminaU  puirke,  or  reaU  rite, 
ForiDe,  a4,  or  ensigae^  that  hath  scaped  your  sight  ? 
How  are  traditions  there  examiii'd !  how 
Cooiectufes  retrievM  {  and  a  stone  now 
And  then  of  times  (besides  the  bare  conduct 
Of  what  it  tells  us)  weay'd  in  to  instruct; 
I  wcftider'd  at  the  richnessei  hat  am  lest. 
To  see  the'  workmanship  so  'iteeed  the  cost  1 
To  narke  the  exceUeot  seasoning  of  your  stHe ! 
And  manly  eIocutioii,«not  one  while 
With  horrour  roughs  then  rioting  with  wit ! 
But  to  the  subject  still  the  (Colours  fit^ 
In  sharpnesse  of  all  search,  wiadorae  of  choiae, 
Newnesse  of  sense,  antiquitie  of  voice  1 

t  yeeid,  I  yeeid,  the  matter  of  your  pvaise 
Flowes  in  upon  me,  and  I  cannot  raise; 
A  banke  against  it.    Nothing  hut.the  jouod 
Large  claspe  of  nature,  such  a  -wit  can  bound. 
Monarch  in  letters  i  'mongst  the  titles  showne 
Of  others  bonpors,  thus,  enjoy  thy  owne. 
I  first  s^ate  thee  so;  and  grMuUte 
With  that  tby  atilo,  thy  keeiHOg  of  thy  state ; 
lo  offering  ibi^  thy  worke  to  nograaioame,  [same. 
That  would,  perhaps^  baveprais'd,  and  thankM  the 
Bat  nought  beyoOd*    He  tbou  hast  given  it  to, 
Thy  learned  chamber-fellow,  kpowes  to  doe 
It  true  respectt*    He  will  not  oply  love, 
Kmbrace,  and  cherish ;  but  he  can  appfove 
And  estimate  thy  paines;  as  having  wrought        ^ 
In  the  same  mines  ofknowledge  i  and  tfaenca  brought 
Humanitie  ekiough  to  be  a  friend. 
And  strength  to  be  a  champion^  and  defend 
Thy  gia  'gunst  envie^    O  how  I  doe  count 
Among  my  commiugs  in,  and  see  it  mount. 
The  graioe  of  your  twt*  friendships  I  Kay  ward  and 
Selden !  two  names  that  so  much  understand  I 
On  whom  I  could  take  up^  and  ne*re  abuse 
The  credit^  what  would  furnish  a  tenth  Muse ! 
But  here's  no  time,  nor  place,  my  wealth  to  tell. 
You  both  are  modest.  So  am  L  Farewell. 


EPISTL^  TO  A  FRIEND. 

TO  PIR8WADB  H^M  TO  TSB  WAKftSt. 

WAKt,  friend,  from  forth  thy  lethargic :  the  drnrt 
Beats  brave,  and  loude  in  Europe,  and  bids  come 
Ail  that  dare  rowse:  or  are  not  loth  to  quit 
Their  vitious  ease,  #nd  be  o'rewhelm'd  with  it. 


It  is  a  call  to  kee|ie  the  ^rits  alive^ 

That  gaspe  for  action,  and  would  yet  revive 

Man**  buried  honour,  in  bis  sieepie  life : 

Quickniag  dead  nature,  to  her  noblest  strife. 

All  other  acts  of  worldlings  are  but  loyle 

In  dreames,  begun  in  hope,  and  end  in  spoUe. 

Looke  on  th'  ambitioos  man,  and  see  him  nurM, 

His  unjust  hope*,  with  praises  begg'd,  or  (worM) 

Bought  flatteries,  the  issue  of  his  purse. 

Till  he  become  both  their,  and  his  owne  curse  1 

looke  Co  the  false  and  cunning  man,  that  k>ves 

No  person,  nor  is  toy'd;  what  wayes  he  proves 

To  gaine  upon  his  belly ;  and  at  last 

Cresh'd  in  the  snakie  brakes,  that  he  had  past! 

See,  the  grave,  sower,  and  supercilious  sir 

In  outward  faqe,  but  inward,  light  as  furre. 

Or  feathers,  lay  his  fortune  out  to  show,       , 

Till  envie  wound,  or  maime  it  at  a  blow ! 

See  him  that's  call'd,  and  thought  the  happiest«A«B, 

Honoured  at  once,  and  edvi'd  (if  it  can 

Be  honour  is  so  mixt)  by  such  as  would. 

For  all  their  spight,  be  like  him  if  they  could : 

No  part  Of  comer  man  can  looke  upon. 

But  there  are  ol^ecU  bid  him  to  be  gone  . 

As  farre,  as  he  can  flie,  or  follow  day. 

Rather  then  here  so  bogg*d  in  vices  stay: 

The  whole  world  here  leaven'd  with  madnesse  swelb; 

And  being  a  thing  blowne  out  of  nought,  rebeUs 

Against  his  Maker ;  high  alone,  with  weeds, 

And  impious  ranknesse  of  all  sectp  and  seeds: 

Not  to  be  checkt»  or  frighted  now  with  ftit% 

But  more  licentious  made,  and  desperate! 

Our  delicacies  are  growne  capitail. 

And  even  o^r  spoits  are  danger^!  what  we  call 

Friendship  is  now  mask'd  hatred !  justice  fled,  , 

And  shamelastnesse  together!  all  lawcs  dead 

That  kept  man  liring !  pleasures  only  sought  1 

Honour  and  bonestie,  as  poore  things  tbopght 

As  they  are  made !  pride  and  stiflb  dowoage  mixt 

To  make  up  greatn^sse !  and  m^'a  whole  good  fix*d 

In  bravery,  in  gluttony,  or  coyne. 

All  which  he  makes  the  servants  of  the  groine, 

Thither  it  flowes:  how  much  did  Stallion  spend 

To  have  his  oourt'>bred*fillie  there  commend 

Hie  laCe  and  starch  i  and  fall  upon  her  back 

In  admiration,  stretch'd  upoa  the  rack 

Of  lust,  to  his  rich  suit,  and  title,  lord  ? 

I,  that's  a  charme  and  balfe  (  she  most  afibrd 

That  all  respect;  she  must  lie  downe :  oaymorq 

'Tis  there  civilitie  to  be  a  whore  ; 

He*8  one  of  blood,  and  lasbion!  and  with  ^esa 

The  bravery  makes,  she  can  no  honour  ieese: 

To  do't'with  doth,  or  stnfies«lttst*s  name  might  merit; 

With  velvet,  plush,  and  tissues,  it  is  spirit 

O,  these  so  ignorant  monsters !  light,  as  prott4 
Who  .can  behold  their  manqers,  and  not  dowd- 
Like  upon  them  lighten  ?  If  nature  could 
Not  make  a  verse;  anger  or  laughter  would. 
To  see  'hem  aye  disoonrsing  with  their  glasse. 
How  they  may  make  soma  one  that  day  an  a«e, 
Planting  their  puTles,and  curies  spreadforth  like  net, 
And  every  dressing  for  a  pitfall  set  ' , 

To  catch  the  flesh  in,  and  to  poood  a  -— — • 
Be  at  their  visits,  see  liem  squemtsh,  siok» 
Ready  to  cast,  at  one,  whose  band  sits  ill. 
And  then  leape  mad  on  a  neat  pickardill ; 
As  if  a  brize  were  gotten  i*  their  tayle. 
And  firke,  and  jerlus  and  for  the  coach-man  raile. 
And  jealous  of  each  other,  yet,tbinke  long 
To  be  abroad  chanting  some  bjiudie  seng^ 
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And  langb,  and  mensore  tbigbcs,  then  iqoeAe, 

tpnng,  itch, 
Doe  all  tb(f  tricks  of  a  saut  lady  bitch ; 
For  t'  other  ponnd  of  sweet-meats,  he  shall  feele 
That  payes,  or  what  he  will.    The  dame  is  Steele: 
Far  these  with  her  yoang  companie  she'll  enter, 
Where  Ptttw,  or  Wright,  or  Modet  would  not  venter, 
And  comes  by  these  degrees,  the  stile  t'  inherit 
Of  woman  of  fashion,  and  a  lady  of  spirt: 
Nor  is  the  title -questton'd  with  our  proud. 
Great,  brave,  and  fashion'd  fbike,  these  are  allow'di 
Adnlteries  now,  are  not  so  hid,  or  strange, 
They  're  growne  commoditie  upon  exchange; 
He  that  will  follow  bnt  anotbeKs  wife. 
Is  lov'd,  though  he  let  oat  his  owne  for  life : 
The  husband  iiow*s  callM  churlish,  or  a  poore 
Nature,  that  will  not  let  his  wife  be  a  whore ; 
Or  use  all  arts,  or  hannt  all  companies 
That  may  corrupt  her,  even  in  his  eyes. 
The  brother  trades  a  sister ;  and  the  friend 
Lives  to  the  lord,  but  to  the  ladle's  end. 
licsse  muft  not  be  thought  on  then  mistresse :  or 
If  it  be  thonght,  kitd  like  her  embrions ;  (or. 
Whom  DO*  great  mistresse  hath  as  yet  ii^am'd, 
A  fellow  of  course  letcherie  is  nam'd. 
The  servant  of  the  serving-woman  in  scome, 
*Ne're  came  to  taste  the  plenteous  manage-home. 

ThiiS  they  doe  talke.    And  are  these  objects  fit 
For  man  to  spend  his  monejr  on  ?  his  wit  ? 
His  time  ?  health  ?  soule  ?  will  he  fbr  these  goe  throw 
Those  thousands  on  his  back,  shall  after  blow 
His  body  to  the  Counters,  or  the  Fleete  ? 
b  it  for  these  that  fine  man  meets  the  street 
Coach'd,  or  on  footrdoth,  thrice  changed  every  day, 
To  leach  each  suit,  he  has  the  ready  way 
Prom  Hide-Parke  to  the  sUge,  irhere  at  the  last 
His  deare  ind  borrow'd  bravery  he  mnst  cast  ? 
When  not  his  combes,  bis  cnrling-lrons,  his  glasse, 
SweHbags,  sweet  powders,  nor  sweet  woids  will  passe 

For  lesse  secaritie  ?  O for  these 

Is  it  that  man  pulls  on  himselfe  disease  ? 
Surfet  ?  and  quarrell  ?  drinkes  the  tother  health  ? 
Or  by  damnation  voids  it  >  or  by  stealth  ? 
What  fntie  of  late  is  crept  into  our  feasts  ? 
WhaMHwour  givan  to  the  drankennest  guteta  ? 
What  reputation  to  beare  one  glasse  more  ? 
When  oft  the  Dearer  is  borne  out  of  dore } 
This  hath  our  ill-us'd  fireedome,  and  soft  peace 
Brought  Ml' OS,  Mid' will  every  hoore  increase; 
Our  vices,  doe  not  tatty  in  a  place. 
But  being  in  motion  sCIII  (or  ratfter  in  radey 
Tilt  one  upon  another,  and  now  beare 
This  way,  now  that,  a»  if  their  number  were 
More  then  themselves,  or  then  our  lives  could  take, 
Bnt  both  fell  prest  under  the  load  they  mdke. 

rie  bid  thee  looke  no  more,  bnt  flee,  ffee  friend, 
This  precipice,  and  rocks  that  haVe  no  end, 
Or  side,  but  tbreatqis  mine.    The  whole  d«y 
Is  not  enough  now,  but  the  nights  to  play : 
And  whilst  our  states,  strength,  body,  and  mind  we^ 

wwte; 
Ooe  make  our  sehrea  the  usurers  at  a  cast. 
He  that  no  more  for  age,  cramps,  palsies,  can 
Now  use  the  bones,  we  see  doth  hire  a  man 
To  take  the  box  np  for  him ;  and  pursues 
The  dioerwith  glassen  eyes,  to  the  glad  views 
Of  what  he  throwes ;  like  letchess  growne  content 
To  be  beholders,  when  their  powers  are  spent  - 

Can  we  not  leave  tbia  wmme  ?  or  will  we  not  ? 
Is  that  tbe  truer  eicuie?  orbavawegot 


In  this,  and  like,  an  itch  of  vanttie, 
That  scratching  now«s  our  best  felteitie  ? 
Wpll,  let  it  goe.    Yet  this  is  better,  then 
To  loae  the  formes,  and  dignities  of  men. 
To  flatter  my  good  lord,  and  ciy  his  bowie 
Runs  sweetly,  as  it  had  his  lordship's  aoole: 
Although  perhi^  it  has,  what*s  that  to  me. 
That  may  stand  by,  and  hoUl  my  peace  ?  wiH  be 
When  I  am  hoarse,  with  praisinj;  his  each  cast. 
Give  me  but  that  againe,  that  I  mnst  wai^ 
In  sugsr  candide,  or  in  bntter'd  beere. 
For  the  recovery  of  my  voyce  ?  No,  there 
^rdon  his  lordship.    Flattiy's  growne  ao  cbeape 
With  him,  for  he  is  followed  with  that  heape 
That  watch,  and  catch,  at  what  they  may  applaud. 
As  a  poore  single  flatterer,  withont  band 
Is  nothing,  such  scarce  meat  and  drmke  he'k  gire, 
But  he  that's  both,  and  slave  to  both,  ah«ll  live, 
And  be  belev'd,  while  the  whores  last.    O  times  I 
Friend,  flie  fWim  hence ;  and  let  these  kindled  rimes 
light  thee  from  H^  on  Earth  f  where  fla«tetei«, 

spiea. 
Informers,  onsters  both  of  arts  and  lies. 
Lewd  slanderers,  soft  whisperers,  that  let  blood 
The  life,  and  fome-vaynes  (yet  not  nnderstood 
Of  the  pooip  sufieren)  where  the  enyioiM,  proud. 
Ambitious,  factions,  superstitioost  kiwd 
Boasters,  and  peijur'd,  with  tb«  infinite  more 
Prevaricators  swarme :  of  which  the  store, 
(Because  th'  ave  every  where  amongst  man-kind 
Spread  through  the  world>is  easier  fame  to  find* 
Then  once  to  number,  or  bring  forth  Co  band. 
Though  thon  wert  muster-master  of  tBe  Imid. 

Goe  quit  liem  alir  And  take  aloog^  with  tbef>. 
Thy  true  friend's  wiibet,  Colby,  which  shall  be. 
That  thhie  be  just,  and  honest,  that  thy  deeds 
Not  wound  thy  conscience,  when  thy  body  bleeds; 
That  thou  dost  all  things  morefor  truth,  then  gkicy, 
And  never  but  for  doing  wrong  be  sorf ; 
That  by  commanding  first  thy  selfo,  thoii  mak'st 
Thy  person  fit  for  any  charge  thon  Uk'sC; 
That  fortune  never  make  thee  to  eomplaioe. 
But  what  she  gives,  thou  dkr'sl^  give  her  ngahie ; 
That  whatsoever  face  thy  fate  pots  on. 
Thou  sbrinke  or  start  not,  but  be  alwmyes  one  ; 
That  thou  thinke  nothing  great,  hot  what  is  good. 
And  from  that  thought  strive  to  be  understood. 
So,  'live  or  dead,  thon  wilt  preserve  a  fome 
Still  pretioos,  with  the  odour  of  thy  namoi 
And  last,  blaspheme  not ;  we  did  never  heaxe 
Man  thought  the  valianter, 'cause  he  dont  swesre. 
No  more,  then  we  should  thmke  a  lord  had  had 
More  honour  in  him,  'cause  we*«ve  knowne  him  mad: 
These  Uke,  and  now  goe  saeke  thy  peace  in  wane, 
Wha  foils  for  love  of  God,  shall  rise  a  atarre. 


EPITAPH  ON  MASTER  PHIUP  GRAY. 

RiAoaa  sUy, 

•And  if  I  had  aomore  to  say. 

But  here  doth  lie  till  the  last  day. 

All  that  is  left  of  Philip  Gray. 

It  might  thy  patience  richly  pay : 
For,  if  such  men  as  he  could  die, 
What  soretie  of  life  have  then,  and  L 
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EPISTLE  TO  A  FRTEKIK 

rHKT  are  not,  sir,  wont  onren,  that  doe  pay 
!>ebts  when  they  caa :  good  men  may  breake  their 

dayj 
Ktm.  yet  the  noble  natare  never  grudge, 
T 18  tltea  a  crime,  when  the  usurer  is  judge : 
Ikxid  he  is  not  in  friendfihip.    Nothing  there 
[s  done  for  gaine:  if  H  be,  t  is  not  sincere. 
Sot  shoQJd  I  at  this  Ume  protested  be, 
But  that  aome  greater  names  have  broke  with  me, 
And  their  words  too,  where  I  but  breake  my  band : 
I  adde  that  (hot)  because  I  understand 
rhat  aa  the  lesser  breach :  for  h^  that  takes 
Simply  my  band,  his  tnist  in  me  forsakes^ 
And  lookes  unto  the  ^forfeit.    If  yon  be 
Now  so  much  friend,  as  yon  would  trust  in  me. 
Venter  a  longer  time,  and  willingly : 
All  is  not  barren  land,  doth  fallow  lie. 
Some  grounds  are  made  the  richer,  for  the  rest; 
And  J  will  bring  a  cn>p,  if  not  the  tiest. 


AN  ELEGIE. 

Cah  beantie,  that  did  prompt  me  first  to  write, 

Now  threaten,  with  those  meanes  she  did  invite: ' 

Bid  her  perfections  call  me  on  to  gaze ! 

Then  like,  then  love ;  and  now  would  they  amajset 

Or  was  she  gracioos  a-farre  off  ?  botneere 

A  tenour  7  or  is  all  this  but  my  feare  ? 

That  as  the  water  makes  things,  put  in  't,  strdght. 

Crooked  appeare ;  so  that  doth  my  oonoeipt :      ^ 

I  can  h^pe  that  with  boldnesse;  and  k>ve  swate, 

And  fortune  once,  f  assist  the  spirits  that  dare. 

But  which  shall  lead  me  on  ?  both  these  are  Uind: 

Such  guides  men  use  not,  who  their  way  would  find, 

Except  the  way  be  erroor  to  those  ends  t 

And  then  the  best  are  still,  the  blindest  friends ! 

Oh  how -a  lover  may  mistake  I  to  thinks. 

Or  love,  or-  fortune  blind,  when  they  but  wiake 

To  see  men  feare:  or  else  for  truth,  and  itate^ 

Because  they  would  firee  justice  imitate, 

Vaile  their  owne  eyes,  and  would  im|{artially 

Be  brought  by  us  to  meet  our  destinie. 

If  it  be  thus;  oome  fove,  and  fortune  goe^ 

I'le  lead  you  on;  or  if  my  foto  will  so^ 

That  I  must  send  one  first,  my  choyce  asiii 

Love  to  my  heart,  and  fortune  to  my  lines. 


AySLBGIE, 


Br  those  bright  eyes,  at  whose  immortall  fiies 
Love  lights  his  torches  to  inflame  desire^; 
By  that  fairc  stood,  your  forehead,  whence  he  bends 
His  double  bow,  and  rooad  his  arrowes  sends; 
By  that  UU  grove,^  yoor  haire,  whose  globy  rings 
He  flying  curies,  and  crispeth  with  his  wings; 
By  those  pure  bathes  your  either  cheeke  discloses. 
Where  he  doth  steepe  himselfe  in  milke  and  roses; 
And  Isstly  by  your  lips,  the  banks  of  kisses. 
Where  men  at  once  may  plant,  and  gather  blisses : 
Tell  me  (my  lov»d  friend)  doe  you  love  or  no  ? 
fio  well,  as  I  may  tell  in  vei«e  't  is  se  ? 


You  blush,  but  dos  not:  fKeads  are  either  none, 
(Though  they  may  number  bodyes)  or  buf  one. 
rie  therefbre  aske  no  more,  but  bid  yon  love; 
And  so,  that  either  may  example  prove 
Unto  the  other;  and  live  patteines,  how 
Others,  in  time,  may  love,  as  we  doe  now. 
Slip  no  occasion  ;  as  time  stonds  not  still, 
I  know  no  beautie,  nor  no  youth  that  will. 
To  use  the  present,  then,  i8  not  abuse. 
You  have  a  husband  is  the  just  excuse 
Of  all  that  can  be  done  him ;  such  a  one 
As  would  make  shift,  to  make  himselfe  alone 
That  which  we  can ;  who  both  in  yon,  his,  wife. 
His  issue,  and  all  circnmstonce  of  life 
As  in  his  place,  because  he  would  not  varies 
Is  constant  to  be  extsaordinarie. 


A  SATYRICALL  SHRUB. 

A  wotfAM's  friendship !  God,  wliom  T  trnst  in. 

Forgive  me  this  one  foolish  deadly  sin. 

Amongst  my  many  otlier,  that  I  may 

No  more,  1  am  sorry  for  so  fond  cause,  say 

At  fifty  yeares,  almost,  to  value  it. 

That  neVe  was  knowne  to  last  above  a  fit. 

Or  have  the  least  of  good,  but  what  it  must 

Put  on  for  fashion,  and  take  up  on  trust : 

Knew  I  all  this  afore  ?  had  I  perceiv'd. 

That  their  whole  life  was  wickednesse,  though  weav'd 

Of  many  colours;  outward,. fresh  from  spots. 

But  their  whole  inside  full  of  ends,  and  knots  ? 

Knew  I,  that  all  their  dialogues,  and  disopurs^ 

Were  such  as  I  will  now  relate,  or  wor^e. 

[Heret  umeOmg  pt  non/oig.] 


Knew  I  this  woman }  yes;  and  you  doe  see. 
How  penitent  I  am,  or  I  should  be. 

000  not  you  aske  to  know  hdr,  she  is  worse 
Then  all  ingredients  made  mto  one  cnise^' 
And  that  poyr'd  pnt  upon  man«kind,  can  bo'l 
Thinke  but  tl«i  sin  of  all  her  sex,  't  is  she  1 

1  conld  forgive  her  being  prood !  a  wborel 
Pteijor'd!  an^  painted!  if  she  were  no  more. 
But  she  is  such,  as  she  might,  yet  forestall 
TheDevill;  andbethedamhsgof  usall. 


UTTLE  SHRUB  GROWING  BY, 

AsKK  not  to  know  this  man.  If  Fame  should  fpeake 
His  name  in  any  mettall,  it  would  breake. 
Two  letters  were  euQugh  the  plague  to  teare 
Out  of  his  grave,  aik}  poyson  every  eare. 
A  pareell  of  court^durt,  a  heape,  and  masse 
Of  all  vice  burld  together,  there  he  was, 
Prood,  false,  and  trecherous,  vindictive,  all 
That  thought  can  adde,  unthankfnll,  the  lay-stall 
Of  putrid  flesh  alive  \  of  bfood,  the  sinke  1 
And  so  I  leave  to  stfrrt  him,  lest  he  stmke. 
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AN  ElEGIE.  , 


Thoihw  bMutie  be  the  marke  of  pimite, 
And  youn  of  whom  I  sing  be  such 
As  not  the  world  can  praisf:  too  much. 

Yet  is 't  your  rertoe  now  I  rabe. 

A  vertoe,  like  allay,  so  gone 
Tbroughont  your  fenne ;  «s  though  that 

'^  And  draw,  and  oooqaer  all  nien*8  lovo^ 

This  subjects  you  to  lore  of  one. 

f 

Wherein  you  triumph  yet :  becstnse  ' 
T  is  of  your  selfe,  and  that  you  use 
The  noblest  freedome,  not  to  chuse 

Agaipst  or  foith,  or  boooor's  lawes. 

But  who  should  lesse  expect  from  you. 
In  whom  alone  Love  Htcs  agen  r 
By  whom  he  it  restbr'd  to  men :  ' 

And  kept,  itad  bred,  and  brought  up  true  ? 

His  falling  temples  you  have  rear'd 
The  wi&ered  garlands  taoe  away ; 
His  altars  kept  iVom  the  decay. 

That  enVie  wish'd,  and  nature  fear'd. 

And  on  them  biime  so  chaste  a  flame. 

With  so  much  loyaltie*8  expence, 
\  As  tove  t'  aquit  such  excellence 
Is  gone  htmseKe  into  your  name. 

Aiid  ybo  are  he :  the  ddtie 

To  whom  all  loVers  are  designM : 
.  Tbtft  would  their  better  objects  find: 
Among  which  feithfuU  tioope  am  I. 

Who  as  mn  off*spring  at  j9ox  shriae^ 
Have  sung  Uus  hymne,  and  here  entrdU 
One  spaike  of  your  diviner  heat 

To  light  upon  a  love  of  mine. 


Which  if  it  kiodie  not,  bnt  i 
Appeare,  and  that  to  shortest  view, 
.  Yet  girt  die  leave  t^  adore  in  yoa 
What  I,  hi  her,  am  grieved  to  want 


AN  ode: 

A 

•to  BIMSILFI* 

WHiaa  do*8t  thou  carelesse  lie 

Buried  in  ease  and  sloth  ? 
Knowledge,  that  sleepes,  doth  die ; 
And  this  securitie. 

It  is  the  common  moth,  [both* 

That  eats  on  wits,  and  arts,  and  quitedestroyesthem 

Are  all  th*  Aonian  springs 

Dri'dup?  lyes  Thespia  wast  ? 
Doth  Clarius*  harp  want  strings, 
That  not  a  nymph  now  sings! 

Of  droop  they  as  disgrac't,  [fact  ? 

To  see  their  seats  and  bowers  by  chattring  pies  de- 


If  hence  thy  silraoe  be, 

As  ft  is  too  josC  a  o^ose ; 
Let  this  thought  quicken  thee, 
Minds  that  are  great  and  free. 

Should  not  on  fortune  pause, 
Tis  crowne  enough  to  vertue  still,  her  owne  applaui 

What  though  the  greedie  frie 

Be  taken  with  false  baytes 
Of  worded  balladria. 
And  tbiake  it  poSsie  ? 

They  die  with  their  conceits. 
And  only  pitious  soome  upon  their  felly  wattes. 


Then  take  in  hand  thy  lyre. 
Strike  in  thy  pn^wr  straine. 

With  Japbet's  lyue,  aspire 

Sol*s  chariot  for  new  fire, 
To  give  the  worid  agaipe : 
Who  aided  him,  will  thee^the  isme  of  Jove's 


And  since  our  daintie  age 
Cannot  indure  reproOfe, 
Make  not  thy  selfe  a  page. 
To  that  strumpet  the  stage. 

But  sing  high  and  alooie,  rhoofe. 

Safe  from  the  wolre*s  blaok  jaw,  and  the  dull  as*s 


rat 
MINDOFTHEFkONTJSPICETOABOOKK. 

FioM  death,  and  darke  oblivion,  near  the  jmne. 

The  mistrease  of  maa*s  life,  giave  historic. 
Raising  the  "world  io  good  and  evill  fame, 

Doth  indicate  it  to  etenoitte. 
Wise  Piovkkwoe  would  so;  that  nor  the  good 

Might  be  defkaoded,  nor  the  great  teour'd. 
But  both  might  know  their  wayes  were  ondenlood. 

When  vice  alike  in  time  wKh  tertoei  dur'd : 
Whi<)h  makes  that  (lighted  by  the  beamte  hand 

Of  trath  tiiat  seareheth  the  moat  secret  springs 
And  guided  by  etperience,  wboae  strftite  wand 

Doth  obete,  whose  lyne  doth  soond  thedepttof 
thmgs:) 
She  chearfhily  supperteth  what  she  reares, 

Assisted  by  no  etrengtbs,  bat  are  bar  owm^ 
Some  nole  of  which  each  varied  pillar  baaies, 

By  which,  at  proper  titles,  she  is  kavwue^ 
Time's  witnesse,  herald  of  antiquitie. 

The  light  of  truth,  and  life  of  memorie. 


ODE  TO  lAMES  EARLE  OF  DESMOND, 

wtrr  nr  oonnt  buzabstb's  Ttm,  swct  torr, 
AND  aicovsasn. 

Whieb  art  thou,  Genius  ?  I  should  use 
Thy  present  aide :  arise,  Iprrention, 

Wake,  and  pot  on  the  wings  of  Pindar's  Mos^ 
To^owre  with  my  intentioQ 
High,  as  bis  mind,  that  ^oth  advance 

Her  upright  head,  above  the  reach  of  chancy 
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OrtlMtiiBci*eiim: 

Cyntlmn*  I  appUe 
My  bolder  nomben  to  thy  i^den  lyre : 

O,  then  ioiplre 
Thy  pricit  in  tliit  itnoge  raptare ;  heate  my  bnine 

With  0elphick  fire: 
That  I  may  ling  my  tboaghts,  in  fome  nnToIgar 
straine. 

Rieb  beame  of  bononr,  ibed  yoor  light 
On  than  daite  rymes;  that  my  a&ction 
May  shine  (thfough  ereiy  chiocke)  to  every  light 
Graced  by  your  reflection  1 
Then  ihall  my  TerMS,  like  strong  cbarmei» 
Breake  the  knit  circle  of  her  itonie  armai» 
That  hold  yoonpirit : 
AnJI  keepea  your  merit 
liock't  m  her  cold  embnuseSf  firom  the  view 

Of  eyes  more  ti«e». 
Who  woold  with  judgement  search,  learchiog  con- 
clude, 
(As  proT'd  in  you) 
True  noblesse.     Palme  grovres  itcaight,  though 
handled  ne*re  to  rude  ? 

Nor  thinke  your  telle  unfortunate. 
If  subject  to  the  jealous  erranrs 
Of  politique  pretext,  that  wryes  a  states 
Sinke  not  beneath  these  terrouri : 
But  whisper ;  O  glad  innocence 
Where  only  a  man's  birth  is  his  offence ; 
Or  the  dis-fisvoor, 
Of  such  assaTQur  . 
Nothing,  but  practise  upon  hooour*s  thrall. 

Overtoa^faU, 
When  her  dead  essence  (Bke  the  anatomic 

In  801:^000%  halt) 
Is  but  a  statist's  theame,  to  read  phlehotottie. 

Let  Brontes,  and  bla(ic  Steropes, 
Sweat  at  the  forge,  their  hammers  beating ; 
Pyracmoo's  boore  will  come  to  give  them  ease, 
Though  but  while  mettal^s  heating  t 
And,  after  all  the  JBJtnean  ire. 
Gold,  that  is  perfect,  will  out-live  the  fire. 
For  fury  wasteth. 
As  patience  lasteth. 
No  armour  to  the  mind  1  he  is  shot  free 

From  injnrie. 
That  is  not  hurt ;  not  he,  that  is  not  hit ; 

So  fooles  we  see. 
Oft  scape  an  imputation,  more  through  luck,  then 
wit. 

Bat  to  yoor  sdfis,  most  loyall  lord, 
(Whose  heart  in  that  bright  sphere  flames  clearest, 
Though  many  gems  be  in  your  bosome  stor'd, 
Unknowne  which  is  the  dearest) 
If  I  aospittonsly  devine, 
fAs  my  hope  tails)  that  our  fhire  Fhcsbos'  shine, 
.  Shall  light  those  places. 
With  lustrous  graCiQ^, . 
Wbem  darhDMse^  with  her  gHmde  sceptred  hand, 

Oslh  flow  ooounaiHt 
O  then  (my  best-best  tov'd)  let  me  importune. 

That  yoo  trill  stand, 
As fiureffom  aU  refolt,af  yon  are  now  from for- 


ANODE. 


High  spirited  friend, 
I  send  nor  balmes,  nor  cor'sives  to  your  wound. 

Your  fate  bath  found, 
Agen'tler,  and  more  agile  band,  to  tend 
The  isure  of  that,  which  is  but  corporall. 
And  doubtfutl  dayes  (wlach  were  nam'd  orilicall,) 
Have  made  their  fairest  flight. 
And, now  are  out  of  sight 
Yet  doth  some  wholsome  pbvsick  for  the  mind, 

Wrapt  in  this  paper  \\e. 
Which  in  the  taking  if  yon  mis-apply. 
You  are  unkind. 

Vour  covetous  hand, 
Happy  in  that  ^re  honour  it  hath  gaio'd. 

Must  now  be  rayn*d* 
True  valour  doth  her  owne  renowne  command 
In  one  full  actiun ;  nor  have  yoo  now  more 
To  doe,  then  be  a  husband  of  that  store. 
Thinke  but  how  deare  you  bought. 
This  same  which  jrou  have  caught. 
Such  thoughts  will  make  jrou  more  in  love  with  truth : 

'TIS  wisdome,  ami  that  high. 
For  men  to  use  their  fortune  reverently, 
Even  in  youth* 


jiN  ODE. 

HbIlim,  did  Homer  never  see  .  * 

Thy  beauties,  yet  could  write  of  thee  ? 
Bid  Sappho,  on  her  seven-tongu'd  lute. 
So  speake  (as  yet  it  is  not  mute) 
Of  Phaon*8  forme?  or  doth  the  boy, 
In  whom  Anacreon  once  did  joy. 
Lie  drawne  to  life,  ill  his  soft  verse, 
As  he  whom  Maro  did  rdiearse  ? 
Was  Lesbia  song  by  leam*d  CatoUHs  ? 
Or  Delia's  graces  by  Tibullus  ? 
Doth  Cynthia,  m  Fropertius'  song 
Shine  more,  then  she  the  stars  among  ^ 
Is  Horace  his  each  love  so  high 
Rap*t  firom  the  Earth,  as  not  to  die  ? 
With  bright  Lycoris,  Gallns*  choice. 
Whose  ftime  hath  an  etemall  voice. 
Or  hath  Corynna,  by  the  nkme 
Her  Ovid  g«ve  her,  4imnM  the  Ihma 
Of  CMar*s  daughter,  and  the  line 
Which  all  the  norld  then  stytM  devhie  } 
Hath  Petrarch  ifaice  his  Lanra  rai^d     ^ 
Equall  with  her  ?  or  Roosart  preis'd 
His  new  Cassandra  "bove  the  old, 
Which  all  Iha  into  dtttty  lbf«told  ^ 
Hath  our  great  Sidney,  Stella  set. 
Where  never  stftr  shone  brighter  yet  ? 
Or  Con8table>  ambrdslack  Muse 
Made  Dian  not  hit  notes  rslbse? 
Have  all  these  done  (and  yet  I  misse 
The  swan,  that  so  relish'd  Pancharis) 
And  shall  not  I  my  Celta  bring. 
Where  men  may  see  whom  I  doe  sing; 
Though  I,  hi  working  of  my  song. 
Come  short  of  all  this  learned  throng, 
Yet  sure  my  tunes  will  be  the  best. 
So  much  my  subject  drownes  the  rest. 
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TO  m  llOtU  (AST,  TR  LADT  MAIT  WOKIIk 

I 'ni4T  hav9  beene  a  loTer»  and  ooold  ibow  it. 
Though  ipotin  these,  m  rithmes  Dot  wholly  dumb^ 
Shacie  I  exscf  ibe  yoor  sonnetB,  am  become 
A  better  lover,  and  much  better  poiit 
Nor  it  my  Muse  or  I  asham^  to  owe  it 
To  those  true  nomeroos  graces  ;  whereof  some^ 
But  charme  the  seoses,  others  over-come 
"Both  braioes  and  hearts ;  and  mine  now  best  doe 
For  in  your  verse  all  Cupid's  armorie,      [know  it : 
His  flames,  his  shafts,  his  quiver,  and  his  bow, 
His  very  eyes  are  yours  to  overthrow. 
But  then  jiis  mother's  sweets  you  so  apply. 
Her  joyes,  her  smiles,  her  loves,  as  readers  take 
For  Veons'  ceston  every  line  yoa  make. 


FIT  OF  RIME  AGAINST  RIME. 

&!  the  rick  of  finest  wits, 
t  eiqiresseth  but  by  fits 

Tnie  ooDceipt, 
fipoyling  senses  of  their  treasure, 
Cosening  judgement  with  a  measure, 
'Bat  fslse  weight 

WresBog  words^  from  their  true  calling  | 
Priopi^ng  verse,  for  fisare  of  fallmg 

To  the  ground. 
Joynting  syllabes,  drowning  letters. 
Fasting  vowelb,  as  with  fetters 

They  were  bound! 

Soone  as  lazie  thou  wer^  knowoe^ 
All  good  poetrie  liepce  was  flowne. 

And  wa^banish'd^ 
For  a  thousand  yearcs  together. 
All  Ponassof*  gi^eeoe  did  wither, 

Afid  wit  v^sh*df 

Pegasus  did  flie  away. 

At  the  wells  no  Muse  did  stav. 

But  bewailM. 
60  to  see  the  ibnntaine  drie, 
And  Apolk>'s  mnsiqae  die, 

AU  light  foiled! 

fltarfeling  rimes  did  fill  the  stage, 
Dot  a  po^  hi  an  age. 

Worthy  crownins^ 
Hot  a  wnrke  deserving  baies^ 
Vor  a  lyne  /deserving  praise, 

Pallas  fiKNn&ig  I 

Oreeke  was  tvee  from  rime*s  infSsotioOy 
Happy  Greeke  by  this  pnvtevtion  I 

Was  not  spoyled. 
Whilst  the  Latin,  qoeene  of  tongues^ 
^  not  yet  free  firom  rime'awrongs. 

Bat  rests  toiled. 


Scarce  the  hill  again»doth  floarisi^ 
Scarce  the  workl  a  wit  doth  ooofMt 

To  restore 
Phmbos  to  his  crowne  againe; 
And  the  Moses  to  their  braine  ; 

Asbelbre. 

Vulgar  languages  that  want 
Words,  and  sweetnesse,  and  be  acanl 

Oftruemeasare, 
lyraiit  rime  hath  so  abused. 
That  they  long  since  have  refttaed. 

Other  ceasure : 

He  that  flnt  invented  Uiee, 
May  his  joynts  tormented  bee, 

^      Cramp'dibrever; 
Still  may  syllabes  jarre  with  time. 
Still  may  reasoo  warre  with  rime. 
Resting  never* 


May  his  sense,  when  it  would  i 
The  cold  tumour  in  h'ls  ieet. 

Grow  unsounder* 
And  his  title  be  long  fbole, 
That  in  rearing  s^ich  a  schoole 

Was  the  foaoden 


AN  EPIGRAM' 
ov 

WILLIAM  LORD  BVKLBIOB, 

LORD  Rica  TtiAsvua  or  sicGUum. 

If  thou  wouldst  know  the  vertues  of  mankind 
Read  here  in  one,  what  thou  in  all  canst  find. 
And  goe  00  farther:  let  this  circle  be 
Thy  aniverse,  though  bis  epHome. 
Cecill,  the  grave,  the  wise,  the  great,  the  good: 
What  is  there  more  that  can  ennoble  blood  ? 
The  prphai^'s  pillar,  the  true  8ti\»ject's  shidd. 
The  poore*8  full  store-house,  and  just  servants  fieii 
The  only  faithfuU  watchman  for  the  realme, 
That  in  all  tempests  never  quit  the  helme. 
But  stood  unshaken  in  his  deeds,  and  name. 
And  labour'd  in  the  works,  not  with  the  faine^ 
That  still  was  good  for  goodnesse  sake,  nor  thoegkt 
Upon  reward,  till  the  reward  him  sought 
whose  offices  and  honours  did  tarprtze. 
Rather  than  mojBt  him  f  and,  before  his  eyes 
Clos*d  to  their  peace,  he  saw  his  branches  shoot, 
And  in  the  noblest  fismilfes  tooke  root 
Of  all  the  land,  who  now  at  such  a  rate. 
Of  divhie  blessing,  woold  not  serve  9:  itate } 


AN  EPIGRAM* 

TO 
THOMAS  LORD  BUMBKB, 

Til  LUT  TBtm  HI  SATe  caAHcittoa. 

So»  jnstest  lord,  may  all  your  judgements  be 
Lawes;  and  no  change  ere  come  to  e«e  deereei 

'  Prssented  upon  a  plate  of  gold  to  his  son  Bo* 
beH  earl  of  Salisbnry,  when  he  was  also  treiniKf' 
'  For  a  poore  man. 
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may  Dm  king  pvodMOM  yoor  eoMeienoe  it 
w  to  bis  law ;  and  th'mke  your  eoemiet  hb : 
,  Irom  all  tickiieAe,  may  you  rim  to  baaltby 
e  care  and  wish  still  of  tlie  pablike  wealtbi 
may  the  gentler  Muses,  and  good  feme 
11  flie  ahout  the  odour  of  your  name  ; 
with  the  safecie,  and  honour  of  the  lawcs^ 
m  £sTOur  truth,  and  me,  in  this  man's  causes 


AXOTBBR  TO  HIM  '.        . 

n  judge  bis  finrour  timely  then  eitends, 
hen  a  good  cause  is  destitute  of  friends, 
itboQt  thepompe  of  rannsell,  or  more  aide, 
ten  to  make  felshood  blush,  and  fraud  afraid : 
ben  those  good  few,  that  her  defenders  be, 
e  there  for  cbaatie,  and  not  for  fee. 
ch  shall  you  heare  to  day,  and  find  great  foes 
th  ann'd  with  wealth  aoid  slander  to  oppose, 
bo  thus  long  safe,  would  gaine  upon  the  times 
right  by  the  prosperitie  of  thetr  crimes ; 
bo,  though  their  guilt  and  peijorie  they  know, 
linke,  yea  and  boost,  that  they  have  done  it  so 
i,  though  the  court  pursues  them  on  the  sent,   » 
ley  will  oome  of,  and  scape  the  punishment: 
hen  this  ap^peares,  just  lord,  to  your  sharp  sight, 
;  does  you  wrong,  that  craves  you  \o  doe  right 


ANBPJ^RJM 

y  THE  oooacuioini  that  njuniD  akd  cAitotD  thb 

CAUSI. 

HAT  I  hereafter  doe  not  thinke  the  harre,    . 

be  seat  made  of  a  more  then  civill  warre; 

r  the  great  hall  at  Westminster,  the  field 

^here  mutuall  frauds  are  fbught,  aud  no  side  yeild; 

hat  henceforth  I  beleere  nor  bookes,  nor  men, 

rbo  'gunst  the  law  weave  odumnies,  my— 

nt  when  I  rdhd  or  hease  the  names  so  rne 

f  hirelings,  wranglers,  stitohers-to  of  strife, 

iook-haoded  harpies,  gowned  Tultures,  put 

pon  the  reverend  pleaders  J  doe  now  shut 

11  mouthes,  that  dare  entitle  them  (from  hence) 

o  the  wolves  studies  or  dogs  eloquence ; 

hou  art  my  cause :  whose  manners  since  I  knew, 

lave  made  me  to^ conceive  a  lawyer  new. 

0  dost  thou  studie  matter,  men,  and  times, 

f ak'st  it  religion  to  grow  rich  by  crimes ! 

isr*st  not  abuse  thy  wisdome  in  the  lawes, 

^  skill  to  carry  out  an  evill  cause ! 

ot  first  dost  vexe,  and  search  it!  If  not  sound, 

hoo  prov'st  the  gentler  wayes,  to  dense  the  wound, 

nd  make  the  scarre  foire  ;  if  that  will  not  be, 

hou  bast  the  brave  scome,  to  put  back  the  fee ! 

ut  in  a  businelM,  that  will  bide  the  touch, 

Hiat  use,  what  strength  of  reason  1  and  how  much 

»f  bookes,  of  presidents,  hast  thou  at  band } 

8  if  the  generail  store  thou  didst  command 

^  argument,  still  drawing  forth  the  best, 

tod  not  bemg  borrowed  by  thee,  but  pooest 

o  com*st  thou  like  a  chim  into  the  oourt 

Lim'd  at  all  peecesy  as  to  keepe  a  fort 


iLgainst  a  mulHtnde ;  and  (with  thy  ttito      [while. 
So  brightly  bnndish'd)  w«Mmd'st,  defnd'st  1  the 
Thy  adversaries  fall,  as  not  a  word 
They  had,  but  were  a  reed  unto  thy  tword. 
Then  com'st  thou  off  with  victorie  and  palme^ 
Thy  hearers  nectar,  and  thy  clients  balme^ 
The  eourt*s  just  honour,  and  thy  judge's  knre. 
And  (which  doth  all  atohievements  get  above) 
Thy  sincere  practise  breeds  not  thee  a  fome 
Alon^  hot  all  thy  lanke  a  rsfersnd  name. 


EPIGRAM. 

10  TBI  SMAll  POKIt  ^     - 

Envious  and  fonle  disease^  could  there  not  be 
One  beautie  in  an  age,  and  free  from  thee  } 
What  did  she  worth  thy  spigbt  ?  were  there  not  store 
Of  those  that  set  by  their  folse  foces  more 
Then  this  did  by  her  true  ?  she  never  sought 
Quarrell  with  Nature,  or  in  baUance  brought 
Art  her  false  servant ;  nor,  for  sir  Hugh  Plot, 
Was  drawne  to  practise  ether  hue,  then  that 
Her  owne  blood  gave  her :  she  ne're  had,  nor  hath 
Any  beliefe,  in  madam  Band-bee^  bath. 
Or  Turner^  oyle  of  talck.    Nor  ever  got 
Spanish  recei|«t,  to  make  her  teeth  to  rot 
What  was  the  cause  then  ?  thought'st  thou,  in  dis- 
Of  beautie,  so  to  nulltfle  a  fooe,  ,      [gnu» 

That  Heavenshobld  make  no  more;  or  should  amisse, 
Make  all  hereaftor,  had'st  thou  ruin'd  this  ? 
I,  that  thy  ayme  was ;  but  her  fhte  prevail'd : 
And  scom'd,  thou'ast  showne  thy  malice,  but  hast 
failU 


AN  EPITAPH, 

What  beautie  would  have  lovely  stilde^ 
What  manners  prettie,  nature  milde. 
What  wonder  perfect,  all  were  fll'd 
Upon  record  in  this  blest  child. 
And,  till  the  comming  of  the  soule 
To  fSetch  the  flesh,  we  keepe  the  roll. 


A  soya, 

ftovn* 
Comb,  let  as  here  enjoy  the  shade. 
For  love  in  shadow  best  is  made. 
Though  envie  oft  his  shadow  be. 
None  brookes  the  sun-light  worse  then  he. 


'  For  a  poore  man. 


Where  love  doth  shine,  there  needs  no  tunned 
All  lights  into  his  one  doth  run; 
Without  which  ^l  the  world  were  darkey 
Ye^  he  l^mstiife  is  but  a  tpaake. 


A  spaikeito  Mt  wheleworld  a-fire. 
Who  more  they  bume,  they  more  desire,. 
And  have  their  being,  their  waste  to  see  } 
And  waite  stUl»  that  they  still  might  be. 
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JONBONS  PeEMS. 


Staeh  ai^  hh  Xhwien,  mhmn  tithe  likih  stSrd, 
Now  swift,  now*Slow,  now  Ume,  now  wild ; 
Now  hot,  tiow  cdid,  DOW  fierce,  now  thUd ; 
Tbe  dfltet  god,  yetitUI  a  child. 


AN  SJWnJR  r(>  A  JPHlMNDk 

Sn,  I  am  thankAilU-firit  tofiaaveD,  for  yoa; 
Next  to  your  lelfe,  for  making  your  love  true: 
Then  to  your  love,  and  gift.    And  all's  but  doa. 

You  hare  ui|to  my  store  adde4  a  booke, 
On  which  with  prafiA  I  aball  naifer  iooke, 
But  must  cooliM*  from  whom  what  gift  I  tooke. 

Not  likayMrcmmtriai-ttciirhboan,  that  «oaHDii  ' 
IMr  ineaior^loyMg  fot  a  Chdstihaase  fit ; 
Which  is  Weed  imt  IHtinddiip  of  the  ipk  I 

But,  as  a  firitedftwbMhdMme  your  ietSt  tctteam, 
And  which  yoa  (iMing  the  arorthieic^  fsve  me  lea^ 
In  lettatt,'  thabmna  spit  its,  thos  to  weaiab 

Which,  how  m(Mt  sacfai  I  will  iarer  kaepe. 
So  may  the  Imitliill  ^hie  my  temples  steipe, 
And  Fame  waka  lor  me^  when  i  yeeM  to  slaepeb. 

Tbottgh  3rott  sometimes  fwoielatBie  ma  too  sevwe^ 
JKigid,  and  baMt^  idnofa  is  a  drug  aastara 
InfrieddafaipyloeDinBe:  but  daara  liMttd,  baave^ 

iittie  know  tfaay,  that  proihsse  amiCie, 
And  seeke  to  scant  her  oomelie  liberties 
Mow  much  they  lame  her  in  her  propertie. 

And  lesse  they  know,  who  beiag  free  to  use 

That  friendship  which  no  chance  but  bre  did  chuse, 

WiU  unto  licence  that  (aire  leave  abuse. 

It  is  an  act  of  tyrannie,  not  lore,. 

In  ptactiz'd  friendship  wholly  to  reprore^ 

As  &tf  ry,  with  friends'  humoun  still  to  move. 

From  each  of  which  I  labour  to  be  free. 
Yet  if  with  cither's  rice  1  teypted  be. 
Forgive  it,  as  my  fr^ltie,  and  not  me. 

For  no  man  lives  so  tnit  of  passion's  sway. 
But  shall  sometimes  be  tempted  to  obey 
Her  fttrie,  yet  no  ^endsbip  to  betray. 


AN  ELEGIE. 

<rrit  traa,  I'lb  trroke !  vowes,  oathes,  and  a]l  I  had 
dOf  credit  lost    And  I  am  now  ran  madide : 
Or  doe  u|[NNi'myaeHb  some  desperate  \\H; 
This  sadnesse  makes  no  ap^yroadies,  btft- to  1^11. ' 
It  is  a  darktiesse  hath  blockt  up  my  sense, 
:And  drives  it  in  to  eat  oh  iny  offence. 
Or  there  to  ttm^  H.    Ilelp«;'  O  fda  lltkPiklM^^ 
Alone  lead  snccoaia,  and  this  ftirie  ittyi '  '>'  *>i^f^ 
Offended  mktris,  yoar  are  yet  «6  fkir^  '      -(^  ' ><  -    ^ 
As  light  breaKeafram  ^»  Uiat  afiHghti dMpkrO, ! 


And  fills  my  povcn  with  pfmwmimgjp^^ 

That.yooabould  be  too  noble  to  destioy. 

Thera  may  Mme  feee  or  oMoadb  of  a  stat 

Looka  forth,  but  cannot  last  i|i  such  a  forsae. 

If  thsre  bmotbing  worthy  you  can  see 

Of  graces,  gr  your  mercie,  here  in  me». 

Spare  your  ownegoadoesae  yet;  and  be  aot ^resk 

In  #ill  and  power,  only  to  defeat 

Ood,  and  the  good,  know  to  forgive,  and  aavi^ 

llie  ignorant,  and  footes,  nopittie  have. 

I  will  nor  stand  to  jnstifie  my  fault, 

Or  lay  the  excuse' upon  the  Vintnei^  vault ; 

Or  in  ooofessing  of  the  crime  be  nice. 

Or  goe  about  to  countenance  the  vice. 

By  namine  in  what  companie  'twas  in. 

As  I  would  urge  authoritie  for  siont. 

No,  I  will  stand  arraign*d,  and  cast,  to  be 

The  subject  of  your  grace  in  pardoning  me. 

And  (stird  your  mercie's  creature)  will  live  flMce 

Yobr  honour  now,  then  your  disgrace  before. 

Thinke  it  was  frailtie,  mistris,  thinke  me  man, 

Thinkethat  your  selfe,  like  Heaven,  forgive  me  caa: 

Where  weaknesse  doth  ofiend,  and  vertue  grieve. 

There  greatnesse  takes  a  glorie  to  relieve. 

Thinke  that  I  once  was  yours,  or  may  he  now. 

Nothing  is  vile,  that  is  a  part  of  you : 

Brrour  and  folly  in  me  may  have  crost 

Your  just  commands  ;  yet  those,  not  I,  be  lost 

I  am  regenerate  now,  become  the  child 

Of  your  compassion  j  parents  should  be  mild : 

There  is  no  fother  6hat  for  one  demerit. 

Or  two,  or  three,  a  sonne  will  dis-inherit, 

That  is  the  last  of  ptmishnieots  is  meant  i 

No  man  inflicts  that  paine,  till  hope  be  ^Mnt : 

An  ill-alS^cted  limbe  (what  eVe  it  aile) 

We  cut  not  off,  till  aU  cores  else  doe  foile : 

And  then  with  pause;  for  severed  once,  that's  gusl^ 

Wouki  live  bis  glory,  that  cooM  keepe  it  on. 

Doe  not  detpaire  my  mending ;  to  distrust 

Before  you  proie  a  medicine,  n  ui\]ust : 

You  may  so  place  me,  and  in  such  an  ayre. 

As  <iot  akme  the  cure,  but  scarre  be  foirBi 

That  is,  if  still  your  fovonrs  you  api^y. 

And  not  the  bounties  you  ha'  done,  denyv 

Cbuld  you  demand  the  gifttf  you  gave,  agaioe? 

Why  was^  did  eVe  the  doudesaske  back  their  raiae? 

The  Sunne  hfs  heat  aad  light  ?  the  ayre  his  de«? 

Or  winds  tSie  sphit,  by  which  the  flower  so  grew  ? 

That  were  to  arither  all,  and  make  a  grave 

Of  that  wise  Nature  would  a  cradle  have? 

Her  order  is  to  cheriA,  and  preserve. 

Consumption's  nature  to  destroy,  and  iterve. 

But  to  exact  agame  what  once  is  given. 

Is  nature's  meere  obliquitie !  as  Heaven 

Should  aske  the  blood,  and  spirits  ha  bath  infos*d 

In  man,  because  man  bath  the  Aesb  abus*d. 

O  may  your  wisdome  take  example  henoe, 

Ood  lightens  not  at  man's  each  fraile  o&nce. 

He  pardons,  slips,  goes  by  a  world  of  ills. 

And  then  hit  thunder  fri^t§  more  then  it  Ulk 

fie  jiiaonot  angrie  be,  but  all  most  quak< 

It  shades  even  him,  that  alt  things  dsefdothshske. 

And  h6w  more  fahre,  and  lotely  \otAM  fte  world 

In  a  oalm^  «kte^  then  when  ilie  heaven  is  hori'd 

About' In  tfkid6ei,  and  wrapt  in  raging  v^eatlier. 

As  all  with  st6ittke  and  tempest  ran  together. 

O  imitate  that  sweet  sereoilie 

That  makes  us  live,  not  that  which  calls  to  die. 

In  darke  and  sullen  momes,  doe  )ra  not  say> 

This  looketh  like  ita  «neu^n  day  ^ 
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rike  fMoiie  of  cni«il  ireather,  ttonne,  and  raine  ? 
Be  o^  ttfiboted  witk  these  mailtes  too  moch 
Of  croeRie,  lett  tbey  doe  make  yam  toch. 
But  view  the  mildneflK  of  your  Makers  itatSy 
&s  I  tbepeiiHent*i'krei«  emulate: 
He,  ^Hmh  be  aeea  a  wottow  sach  as  this, 
9tfe^^  pots  off  an  his  anger,  and  doth  kisse 
rhe  Gootrite  soole,  who  hath  no  thought  to  win 
UpoA  tlie  hope  to  have  another  sin 
Pori^hnea  him ;  and  in  that  ]ymi  stand  I^ 
Radkor  thin  oIi^k  displease  yon  more,  to  die. 
To  softy  tortores,  scome,  andlnfcnde. 
What  Ibolfls,  and  all  their  parasites  can  apply; 
Hie  wit  of  aile,  and  genius  of  the  malt 
Gan  pompe  for ;  or  a  Kbell  irithout  salt 
Produce ;  though  tlitreatniUg  with  a  coale,  or  chalke 

00  ei^ry  wall,  and  sung  where  e're  I  walke. 
r  miBiber  these  as  being  of  the  chore 

Of  oQBitaiDelie,  and  urge  a  good  man  more 

Tbea  «word,  or  fire,  or  what  is  of  the  race 

To  esrrry  noUe  danger  in  the  fiice: 

There  is  not  any  punishment,  or  paine, 

A  man  should  flie  irom,  as  he  would  disdaine. 

Then,  nistris,  here,  here  let  your  rigour  end. 

And  let  your  merde  make  me  asham'd  t*  offend. 

1  will  no  more  abuse  my  Towes  to  you, 
Then  I  will  studie  fakhood,  to  be  true. 
O,  that  3rou  could  but  by  diasectioo  see 
How  much  you  are  the  better  part  of  me ; 
How  nil,  my  fibres  by  your  spirit  doe  more. 
And  that  there  is  no  life  in  me,  but  lpve« 
Too  would  be  then  most  confident,  that  tho* 
PobUke  aflhires  command  me  now  to  goe 
Oat  of  your  eyes,  and  be  awhile  away; 
Absence,  or  dbtance,  shall,  not  breed  decay. 
Your  forme  shmes  here,  here,  fixed  in  my  heart ; 
1  mmj  dilate  my  selfe,  but  not  depart. 
Others  by  common  stars  their  courts  run, 
When  I  see  you,  then  1  doe  see  niy  sun, 

TBI  then  <t  is  all  but  darknesse,  that  I  have; 
Bather  then  want  your  light,  I  wish  a  grave. 


ANBIEOIE. 

To  make  the  doubt  cieare,  that  no  woroan*s  tm^ 
Was  it  my  ffne  to  prove  it  full  in  you  ? 
Thooght  I  but  one  had  breathM  the  purer  ayie, 
And  most  she  needs  be  false,  because  she's  fsire? 
h  it  yonr  beaotieS  marke,  or  of  your  youth. 
Or  yoor  perfection,  not  to  studie  truth  ? 
Or  tUnke  you  fiesTen  is  deafe  ?  or  hath  no  eyes  ? 
Or  those  tt  has,  winke  at  your  peijnries  ? 
Are  sofMJ  so  cheape  with  women  ?  or  the  matter 
Whereof  they  are  made,  that  they  are  writ  hi  water, 
lad  hlowne  away  with  whid  ?  or  doth  their  breath, 
Both  ho^and  cold  at  once,  threat.  Hie  and  death  ? 
Who  eoold  have  thooght  so  many  accents  sweet 
TobM  to  oar  words,  so  many  srgbes  should  meet 
Btowoe  fixMn  our  hearts,  so  many  oathes  and  teares 
S^irinkled  among,  all  sweeter  by  oar  feares, 
And  the  devfaie  impression  of  stolne  kisses, 
TUit  seaM  the  rest,  could  now  prove  emptie  bHsses  ? 
Bid  yoa  4^m  hoods  to  fbrfWt  f  signc,  to  breake  ? 
Or  most  we  read  you  quite  from,  what  yon  speake. 
Ami  iod  the  troth  out  the  wrong  ^i^y  f  or  must 
He  first  desire  yoa  false,  woold  whh  yott  just  ? 


O,  Iprophanel  tboogliJiioit  of  wosife»b» 

The  comnsoa  laoBBtar,  love  sbaU  aaoopl  thMy 

My  desMst  k>v«,  how  ever  jeakMisie, 

With  circumstance  might  urge  theoootiarie. 

Sooner  Fie  thinke  the  Sonoe  woold  cca*  toittteaii 

The  teeming-flarth,  and  that  fmnget  to  heare ; 

Sooner  that  rivers  would  run  back»  or  ^Tbaases 

With  siha  of  ice  in  Jane  would  bioil  his  stasimes} 

Or  Nature,  by  whose  strength  the  world:  induses. 

Would  change  her  eouiae,  beftee  yon  alter .ymmrr 

But,  O,  <hat  Crecberoos  braost,  to  whom  veake  yoo- 

Did  trost  oov  ooonsalK  and  we  both  may  me^ 

Havtaig>  bis  ialsbaodfoand  too  late!  twaa'he 

That  made  mm  east  ypo  guiltie,  and  yooone. 

Whilst  he,  black  wrcioh,  betray'd  each  simple  word 

We  spoke,  unto  the  aoinming  of  a  third  I 

Curst  may  he  bethat  so  oar  love  bath aiaiaa, 

And  wander  wretched  oo  the  Earth,  as  Osin. 

Wretched  as  he,  and  not  deserve  least  pi&e{ 

In  pbgufaip  him  let  misorie  be  wittia ; 

Let  aB  eyes  shoo  him,  and  he  shoo  eachtoyey 

Till  ha  be-Boysoma  as  hh  infhmie; 

BCay  he  without  remorsa  deny  God  thrioe^ 

And  not  be  trusted  mote  oo  bis  soale'S prise; 

And  after  all  sslfs-msment,  when  he  dyca. 

May  wolvas  teare  out  bis  heart,  'voltnies  his<eysi^ 

Swyne  eat  h'w  bowals,  and  his  feher  toogua^ 

Thatutter'd  alVbe  to  soma  raven  flang; 

And  let  his  canrkMi  oossa  ba  a  kxiger  fbMt 

To  the  fciBg%  dogs,  fbm  any  other  beast. 

Now  I  have  curst,  let  us  our  love  raceive  ; 

In  me  the  flame  was  oarer  more  aBve. 

I  could  begin  agaiae  to  court  and  praise, 

And  in  that  pleasore  lengthen  the  shBTtdayea     i 

Ofmylife^lease;  Kke  pgint«rs  that  doe  take 

Delight,  not  in  msde  workes,  but  whilst  they  make. 

I  could  renew  thostf  times,  irhen  first  I  saw 

Love  in  your  eyes,  that  gave  my  tongue  the  law 

To  like  what  you  lik'd,  and  at  aiasques,  or  playei^ 

Commend  the  selfe-iame  actors,  the  same  wayesf 

Aske  how  yoo  did,  and  often  with  intent 

Of  being  «]fficions,  grow  impertinent; 

All  which  were  such  lost  pastimes,  as  in  tbeSe 

Love  was  as  subdy  catch*d  as  a  disease. 

But,  b^ng  got,  it  is  a  treasure,  sweet. 

Which  to  defend,  is  harder  then  to  get ; 

And  ought  not  be  propban'd  on  either  par^    ,, 

For  though  'tis  got  by  chance,  'tis  kept  by  art 


AN  ELEGiE. 

That  love's  a  bitter  sweet,  I  ne*re  conceive , 
Till  the  sower  minute  comes  of  taking  leave, 
And  then  I  taste  it.    But  ss  men  drioke  up 
In  haste  the  bottome  of  a  med'cin'd  cup. 
And  take  some  sirrup  after ;  so  doe  I, 
To  put  an  relish  from  my  mcmorie 
Of  parting,  drowne  it  in  the  hope  to  meet 
Shortly  againe,  and  make  our  absence  sweet      ^ 
This  makes  me,  mistris,  that  sometime  by  stealth 
Under  another  name,  I  take  your  health  j 
And  tume  the  ceiemonies  of  those  nights 
I  give,  or  owe  my  friends,  into  yoor  rites. 
But  ever  without  blazon,  or  least  Shode 
Of  vowes  so  sadred,  "Sntid  in  silence  mode; 
For  though  lovethrive,«od  may  grow  npwii' 
And  fkeesociette,  he^H^bnm  elsh^haie, 
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And  mutt  be  brad»  io  to  oobcmi1«  hk  bittl^ 

As  oeitiiar  wine  doe  rack  it  out,  or  mirth. 

Yet  should  the  loror  ttill  be  ayrie  and  Hgfat 

In  all  hbactioosy  mrified  to  spright: 

Koi  like  a  Midas  shut  up  in  himselie. 

And  tuniing  all  he  toucheth  into  pelfe, 

Keepe  in  resenr^d  in  his  daik-lanterne  hce^  . 

As  if  that  exient  dukiesse  were  love's  graee  f 

No,  mtstris,  no,  the  open  merrie  man 

Moves  like  a  sprightly  river,  and  yet  can 

Ketspe  secret  in  his  channels  what  he  breedes, 

'Bove  all  your  standing  waters,  choak'd  wkb 

They  looke  at  best  Kke  creame-bowles,  and  you  soone 

Shall  find  their  depth:   they  're  sounded  with  a 

spooiie. 
They  mayvay  grace,  and  for  Love^chaplaiDes  passe; 
But  the  grave  lover  ever  was  an  asse; 
Is  fixM  upon  one  leg,  and  dares  not  come 
Out  with  the  other,  for  he*s  still  at  home; 
like  the  dull  wearied  crane  that  (come  on  land) 
Doth  wbile  he  keepes  his  watch^  betray  his  stand : 
Whece  he  that  knowes  will  like  a  lapwing  flie 
Farre  from  the  nest,  and  so  himselfs  belie 
To  otticrs,  as  he  wall  deserve  the  trust 
Due  to  that  one,  that  doth  bdieve  him  just 
And  such  your  servant  is,  who  vowes  to  keepe 
llie  Jewell  ofyour  name,  as  close  as  sleepe 
Can  lock  the  sense  up,  or  the  heart  a  thought^ 
And  never  be  by  time,  or  iblly  brought, 
Weaknesse  of  braine,  or  any  charme  of  wine, 
The  sinne  of  boast,  or  other  countermine, 
(Made  to  blow  up  tove's  secrets)  to  discover 
That  article,  may  not  becpme  our  lover : 
Which  in  assurance  to  your  brest  I  tell. 
If  I  had  writ  no  word,  but,  dea^e,  £urewelL 


AN  ELEGIE. 

Smei  you  must  goe,  and  I  muft  bid  fisrewell, 
Heare^  mistris,  your  departing  servant  tell 
Whiit  ijt  is  like:  and  doe  not  thinke  they  can 
Be  idle  words,  though  of  a  parting  man ; 
It  is  as  if  a  night  should  shade  noone-day. 
Or  that  the  Sun  was  here,  but  fbrc*t  away  ; 
And  we  were  left  under  that  hemisphere, 
Whens  ^^  in^>*^  f<BeIe  it  darke  for  halfe  a  yeare. 
What  fate  is  this,  tochange  men's  dayes  and  houres, 
To  shift  their  seasons,  and  destroy  their  powers  ! 
Alas  I  ha*  lost  my  beat,  my  blood,  my  primes 
Wmter  is  come  a  quarter  ^re  his  time  s 
My  health  will  leave  me  |  a«d  when  you  depart. 
How  shall  I  doe,  sweet  mbtris,  for  my  heart  ? 
You  would  restore  it  ?  no,  that's  worth  a  fSsare, 
-  As  if  it  were  not  worthy  to  be  there: 
O,  keepe  it  still;  for  it  had  rather  be 
Your  sacrifice,  then  here  relnaine  with  me. 
And  so  I  spare  it,  come  what  can  become 
Of  me,  lie  sofUy  treed  upon  my  tombe ; 
Or  like  a  ghost  waike  silent  amongst  men, 
Till  I  may  see  both  it  and  you  agen. 


AN  ELEGIE. 

Lnr  me  be  what  I  am,  as  Virgil  cold. 
As  Horace  fat,  or  as  Anacreon  old; 
Ke  poet*!i  verses  yet  did  ever  move. 
Whose  readers  did  not  thinke  be  was  in  tove. 


Who  shall  Ibibid  ma  then  ia  ritliaa  to  ba 
As  light  and  active  as  the  youngest  he 
That  fipomthe  Muses'  fountaines  doth  iadone 
His  lynes,  aiM  hourely  sits  the  poet'fe  hone. 
Put  on  iny  ivy  garland,  let  me  see 
Who  frownes,  who  jealous  is,  who  Uzeth  me. 
Fathers,  and  husbands,  I  doe  claime  a  ri^ 
In  all  that  is  callM  lovely:  tidce  my  sight 
Sooqer  then  my  affisction  from  the  Isire. 
No  fac^  no  hsind,  proportion,  line,  or  ayre 
Of  beaotie,  but  the  Muse  hath  interest  ki : 
There  is  npt  wome  that  lace,  pnrie,  knot  or  po^ 
But  is  the  poet's  matter :  and  he  must. 
When  he  is  furious,  love,  although  not  lost. 
But  then  content,  your  daughters  and  your  wives 
(If  they  be  faire  and  worth  it)  have  their  lives 
Made  longer  by  our  praises :  or,  if  not. 
Wish  ^ou  had  fuwle  ones,  and  deformed  got; 
Curst  m  their  cradles,  or  there  chaag'd  by  elwes. 
So  to  be  f ure  you  doe  e^joy  your  selves. 
Yet  keepe  those  up  in  sackcloth  too,  or  letfaer. 
For  silke  will  draw  some  sneaking  songster  thkbcc 
It  is  a  ryming  age  an4  verses  swarrae 
At  every  stall:  the  cittie  cap's  a  charme. 
But  I  who  live,  and  have  liv'd  twentie  yeare 
Where  I  may  handle  silke,  as  free^  and  neere^ 
As  any  mercer,  or  the  whale-bone  m^n 
That  quilts  those  bodice/ 1  have  leave  to  qian  ; 
Have  eaten  with  the  beanties,  and  the  wits. 
And  braveries  of  court,  and  folt  their  fits 
Of  love,  and  hate;  and  came  so  nigh  to  l^iov 
Whether  their  fiaces  were  their  owpe,  or  no: 
It  b  not  likely  I  shouM  now  k)oke  downe 
Upon  a  velvet  petticote,  or  a  gowne,  ] 

Whose  like  I  'ave  knowne  the  toyler's  wife  put  m 
To  doe  her  husband's  rites  in,  e^re  'twere  gone 
Home  to  the  customer :  his  letcherie  ' 

Being,  the  best  clothes  still  to  preoccupies 
Put  a  cqfKh-mare  in  tissue,  must  I  horse 
Her  presently  ?  or  leape  thy  wife  of  foice^ 
When>y  thy  sordid  bounUe  she  hath  on 
A  gowne  of  that,  iras  the  caparison  ? 
So  I  might  dote  upon  thy  cbaires  and  stooles 
That  are  like  doath'd.    Must  I  be  of  those  fo(to 
Of  race  acoompted,  that  no  passion  have 
But  when  thy  wi^  (as  thou  ooooeiv'st)  is  brave } 
Then  ope  thy  ^prardroJKthinkeme  that  poore  grofBC 
That  froi^  U^e  fbot^man,  when  he  was  become 
An  ofi^cer  there,  did  make  most  solemne  loffv 
To  ev'ry  petticote  he  brush'd,  and  glove 
He  did  lay  up,  and  would  adore  the  shoe. 
Or  slipper  was  lefLofi^  and  Ipsse  H  too;, 
0>urt  every  hangmg  gowne,  and  after  that. 
Lift  up  some  one,  and  doe,  I  tell  not  what. 
Thou  didst  t^U  ipe ;  and  wert  o*re-joy'd  to  peepe 
In  at  a  hole,  and  see  these  actioas  crcepe    [prose, 
From  the  poore  wretch,  which  though  he  play^  ia 
He  would  have  done  in  verse,  with  any  of  thost 
Wrung  on  the  withers  by  lord  Love's  deqiight, 
Had  be  had  the  focultie  to  reade,  and  write! 
Such  songsters  there  are  store  of;  witness^  be 
That  chanc'd  the  lace  laid  on  a  smock  to  aee, 
Andstraigbt'Way  spent  a  sonnet;  with  that  oCbsr 
That  (in  pura  madrigall)  unto  bis  mother 
Commended  the  French  hood  and  scarlet  gowne 
The  lady  majrresse  pass'd  in  through  the  towwb 
Unto  the  Spittle  sennon.    O,  what  strange 
Varietie  of  silkes  were  on  th'  Exchange  1   ' 
Or  in  Moore-fields !  thislother  night,  sn^  one  ^ 
Another  answen,  'Lease  those  siOLes  are  wf^ 
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smiliog'  VeHVoftt  u  be  would  daMe 
ly  comparison  had  with. bis  Cheap-side, 
iil  TDdch«B  both  the  pageant,  and  the  day, 
hen  not  the  shops,  but  windowes  doe  dispky 
le  stufies,  the  velvets,  plushn,  fringes,  lace, 
id  all  the  originall  riots  of  the  place : 
t  the  poore  (boles  enjoy  their  follies,  love 
goat  in  velvet ;  or  some  block  cotild  move 
ider  that  cover;  an  old  mid'Wive*s  hat ! 
•  a  close-stoole  so  casM ;.  or  any  fat 
iwd  in  a  velvet  scabberd  t  I  envy 
me  of  their  pleasures !  nor  will  ask  thee,  why 
lou  'rt  jealons  of  thy  wife's,  or  daUg'hter's.case 
ore  then  of  eStbef s  manners,  wit»  or  face  \ 


AN  EXECUATION  UPON  VULCAN. 

KD  why  to  me  this,  thou  lame  lord  of  fifoi 
hat  had  I  done  that  might  call  on  thine  ire? 
r  urge^y  greedie  flame,  thus  to  devoare  - 
•  many  my  yeares-labours  in  an  houre  ? 
Ae^re  attempted,  Vulcan,  'gainst  thy  life; 
)r  made  least  line  of  love  to  thy  loose  wifb ; 
r  m  remembtance  of  thy  afroat,  and  soome^ 
ith  clownea,  and  tradesmen,  kept  thee  clos'A  m 

home, 
'was  Jnptter  that  hufPd  thee  headlong  downe, 
id  Mars  that  gave  thee  a  lanthome  fur  a  crowne: 
as  it  because  thou  wert  of  old  denied  *' 
J  Jove  to  have  Minerva  for  thy  bride, 
MX  since  thou  tak*st  all  envious  care  and  paine, 
I  roine  any  issue  of  the  braine? 
ad  I  wrote  treason  there,  or  heresie, 
nposture,  witchcraft,  charmes,  or  blasphemie, 
had  deserv'd  then  thy  consuming  lookes, 
irhaps,  to  have  beeoe  burned  with  my  bookes. 
It,  on  thy  malice,  tell  me,  didst  thou  spie 
By,  least  Icoee,  or  scurrile  paper  lie 
>oceard,  or  kept  there,  that  was  fit  to  be, 
f  thy  owne  vote,  a  fiacrifice  to  thee  ? 
id  I  there  wound  the  honours  of  the  crowne  ? 
r  taxe  the  glories  of  the  church,  and  gowne? 
ch  to  defame  the  state  ?  or  brand  the  times  ? 
nd  my  selfe  most,  in  some  selfe-boasting  rimes  ? 
'  none  of  these,  then  why  this  fire  ?  or  find 
cause  before;  or  leave  me  one  behind, 
ad  I  compH'd  finom  Amadis  de  Oaule, 
b'  Esplandians,  Arthurs,  Palmerins,  wad  all 
he  learned  librarie  of  Don  Quixote ; 
nd  so  some  goodlier  monster  had  begot, 
t  spun  out  riddles,  ifnd  weav'd  fiftie  tomes 
f  logogriphes,  and  curious  palindromes, 
r  pump'd  ibr  those  hard  trifles  anagrams, 
t  eteostichs,  or  those  finer  flammes 
f  egges,  and  halberds,  cradles,  and  4  herse, 
paire  of  scfsars,  and  «  combe  in  verse ; 
crostichs,  and  telestichs,  on  jnmpe  names, 
hou  then  hadst  bad  some  colour  for  thy  flames, 
>D  such  my  serions  follies :  but,  thou  'It  say, 
here  were  some  pieces  of  as  hose  al1%y, 
nd  as  false  stampe  there  ;  parcels  of  a  play, 
itter  to  see  the  firo-light,  then  the  day ; 
dalterate  ihooeys,  such  as  might  not  goe: 
hou  should'st  have  stay*d,  till  poblike  fhine  said  so. 
be  is  the  judge,  thou  executioner ; 
h  if  thou  needs  would'st  trench  upon  her  power, 
liou  mightst  have  yet  enjoy'd  thy  crueltie 
Vith  some  more  thrift,  a&d  more  Tarietie : 
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Thou  mightit  hmve  had  me  perish  pleoe  by  pieoe^ 

To  li|fht  tobacoo,  or  save  roasted  geese, 

Sindge  capons,  or  poore  pigges,  dropping  their  eyes ) 

CbndemnM  me  to  the  ovens  with  the  pies  j 

And  so,  have  kept  me  dying  a  whole  age. 

Not  ravish'd  all  henee  in  a  minute's  rage. 

But  that 's  a  marke,  whereof  thy  rites  doe  boasts 

To  make  txMMomptioo,  ever  where  thou  go'st; 

Had  I  fbre-knowne  of  this  thy  least  desire 

IT  have  held  a  triumph,  or  a  featt  of  fire, 

Especially  in  paper;  that  that  steame 

Had  tidkled  your  large  nosthrill :  many  a  reame 

To  redeeme  mine,  T  had  sent  in  enough,      [stufi^ 

Thou  should'st  have  cry*d,  and  all  beene  proper 

Th^  Talmud,  and  the  Alcoran  had  come. 

With  pieees  of  the  legend ;  the  whole  summe 

Of  errant  knight-hood,  with  the  dames,  and  dwarf^i 

The  charmed  boates,  and  the  enchanted  whaifes, 

The  TVistrams,  Lanc'lots,  Torpins,  and  the  Peers, 

All  the  n^adde  Rolands,  and  sweet  Oliveers; 

To  Merlin's  martailes,  and  his  Gaball's  loss^ 

With  the  chimera  of  the  Rosie-erosse, 

Their  scales,  their  characters,  hermetique  rings. 

Their  jemme  of  riches,  and  bright  stone,  that  bring* 

Inrisibilitie,  and  strength,  and  tongues ; 

The  art  of  kindling  the  true  coale  by  lougs; 

With  Nicholas  FsAqnill's  Meddle  with  your  match. 

And  the  strong  lines,  that  so  the  time  doe  catch, 

Or  captaine  Pamplet's  horse  Und  foot,  that  sallie 

Upon  th*  Exchange,  still  out  of  POpe's-head-alley. 

The  Wfiekly.CorranU,  with  Paul's  Scale;  aiid  al( 

Th'  admirVl  discourses  of  the  prophet  Ball: 

These,  had'st  thou  pleas'd  either  to  dine  or  sap^ 

Had  made  a  meale  for  Vulcan  to  lick  up. 

But  in  my  deske^  what  was  there  to  accita 

So  ravenous,  and  vast  an  appetite  ?  ^ 

I  dare  not  say  a  body,  but  some  parts 

There  were  of  search,  and  mastry  in  theants* 

All  the  old  VenusiMu  in  poetrie, 

And  lighted  by  the  Stagerite,  oonld  spie, 

Waskthere  mad  English:  with  the  grammar  too^ 

To  teach  some  that,  their  nunea  oould  not  doe^ 

The  puritie  of  kngnage^  and  among 

The  rest,  my  journey  into  Scotland  song. 

With  all  th'  adventures;  three  bocAces  not  afraid 

To  speake  the  fate  of  the  Sicilian  maid 

To  our  owne  lAdyes ;  ilnd  in  storie  there 

Of  our  fift  Henry,  eight  of  his  nine  yeare  ; 

Wherein  was  oyle,  beside  the  snocour  spent, 

Which  noble  Garew,  Cotton,  Sdden  lent: 

And  twice-twelve  yean  stor'd  up  humanities 

With  humble  gleamngs  in  divinitie,  \ 

After  the'fothers,  and  those  wiser  guides 

Whom  faction  had  not  drawne  to  studte  sides. 

How  in  these  mines  Vulcan,  thou  dost  lurke, 

AH  soote,  and  emben !  odkms,  as  thy  worka ! 

I  now  begin  to  doiibt,  if  ever  grace. 

Or  goddesse,  could  be  patient  of  thy  het. 

Thou  woo  Mmerva !  or  to  wit  aspire  I  \ 

'Cause  thou  canst  halt  with  as  in  arts,  and  fire ! 

Sonne  of  the  wind !  for  so  thy  mother,  gone 

With  lust,  oonceiv'd  thee;  father  thou  hadst  none. 

When  thou  weit  bom,  and  that  thou  bok*st  at  best. 

She  durst  not  kisse,  but  flung  thee  from  her  brest* 

And  so  did  Jove,  who  ne're  meant  thee  his  eup  : 

No  mat'le  the  clownes  of  Lemnos  tooke  thee  up; 

For  none  but  smiths  would  have  made  thee  a  god.  • 

Some  alchimist  there  may  be  yet,  or  odde 

Squire  of  the  squibs,  against  the  pageant  day. 

May  to  thy  name  a  Vulcaoale  say ; 
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j^nd  Hwril  loi^  bit  oyap  i^b  g09-f«rd«r» 
As  th'  othei[  nu^  hit  braioei  with  jquioktiliFer. 

S'eUrfiire  the  viteHniBo  yet,  oa  the  Bwmfcttdt, 
ylfnendt*  the-watocmeD!  tbej'QouW  provide 
Against  thy  Curie,  when,  to  serve  their  needt. 
They  made  »  Volcaa  of  a  shetfe  of  reedet, 
Wfioiii  they  durst  handle  in  their  holy-day  ooaitet, 
And  safely  trust  to  dressei  not  bume  their  hoatet. 
But,  O  those  veeds  \  thy  meere  4isdai«e  at  ihetoi 
Made  thee  beget  that  emeli  straUgepQ,    [praack) 
(Which,  some  are  plets'd  to  stile  buff  thy  mmdde 
Ag^unst  the  Globe,  the  fiery  of  the  Banks : 
Which,  though  it  were  the  fort  of  the  whole  parish, 
Flanok'd  with  a  ditch,  and  forc*d  out  of  a  marisb, 
I  saw  with  two  poote  cbamben  ttkeii  in     ^beeoe ! 
And  raa^d ;  efretboughtooald  orge^  this  might hanre 
Se<  the  worldili  niinet)  nothing  butthe  piiet 
Left !  and  wit  tince^to  cover  it  with  til^ 
The  brethren,  ^ey  straight  iioit*d  it  out  for  .qewet, 
l' was  verily  tome  relique  of  the  Jtewet^ 
And  this  a  sparick  of  that  fire,  let  loose 
That  was  locked  up  in  the  Winchestrian  goose. 
Bred  On  the  Banck  in  time  of  poperie, 
When  Vea^^s  ttiere  maintain'd  her  misterie. 
But  others  fell,  witKthat  eonceipt,  by  the  eares. 
And  cryM,  it  was  a  threatniog  to  the  bearet; 
And  that  accnned  groond,  the  Paris-Garden: 
Kay,  aigb'd-a  sitter,  't  was  the  nun,  Kate  Afden 
kindled  the  fire;  bat,  then  did  one  retume. 
No  foole  would  4iif  owne  harvest  spoile,  or  bume  1 
tf  that  were  so,  thou  rather  would 'st  advance 
The  places  that. was  thy  wive's  inheritance. 

0  no,  cry'd  all. ,  Povtaoe,  for  being  a  whore, 
^p'd  not  his  justice  any  jot  the  more : 

He  buhit  that  idoll  of  the  reveb  too: 
Nay,  let  White-HaU  with  revels  have  to  doe. 
Though  but  in  dauaoes,  it  shall  know  his  power; 
There  wat  a  judg^OMmt  fbovm  too  in  an  houre. 
He  is  true  Vul6an  stUl !  he  did  not  spare  . 
Troy,  though  it  wiere  so  much  his  Venas'  care^ 
Fooif,  wilt.thoa  let  that  in  example  come  ? 
bid  not  she  save  from  tbi»ce,  to  build  a  Boom? 
'And  what  hast  thou  done  in  these  pettie  spightt. 
More  theaadvano^  the  houses,  and  their  ritet  ? 
i  kill  not  argue  thee,  from  those  of  guilt. 
For  they  weie  burnt,  but  to  be  better  buiH. 
'T  is  true,  that  m  thy  wish  they  were  destioy'd. 
Which  thou  hast  only  vented,  not  eojoy'd. 
jib  would'st  th'  have  run  upon  the  Rolls  by  stealth. 
And  didst  invade  part  of  the  common-wealth, 
In  those  records,  which,  were  all  chronicles  gon^  , 
Will  be  ^membted  by  six  clerket,  to  one. 
But  say  all  six,  good  men,  what  answer  yee? 
Lyes  there  no  writ,  out  of  the  Obancerie 
Against  this  Vulcan  ^  no  i^iunctioo  ? 
No  order?  no  decree?  though  we  be  gene 
At  common-law,  me  thinkes  m  his  despight 
A  court  of  e^uitie  should  ^doe  us  right. 
But  to  confine  him  to  the  brew-houtet. 
The  gtasse-house,  dye-iats,  and  their  fomaoet( 
To  live  in  sea-coale,  and.  goe  forth  in  smoake; 
6r  lest  that  vapour  might  the  citie  choake, 
Condemne  him  to  the  brick-kills,  or  some  hilU 
Foot  (out  in  Sussex)  to  an  iron  mill; 
Or  in  small  fagots  have  him  blaze  about 
Vile  tavemes,  and  the  drunkards  piase  him  out; 
Or  in  the  bell-man's  lanthorae,  like  a  spie, 
Bume  to  a  snuffe,  and  thte  stinke  out,  and  die  z 

1  coukl  invent  a  sentence^  yet  were  worse; 
But  rle  conclude  all  in  a  oiviU  cane. 


Pox  on  your  flameship,  Volcano  tf  it  be 
To  all  as  fistall  as  't  hath  beeueto  me. 
And  to  Paul's- steeple ;  which  was  unto  nt 
'Bove  all  your  flre-workes  bad  at  Epbcso^ 
Or  Alexandria;  andohough  a  divine 
Loose,  remainesyet,  as  unrepair*d'as  mine. 
Would  you  had  kept  your  forge  at  JEtoa  stUI, 
And  there  made  swords,  bills,  glavea,  and 

your  fill.  ,  i 

Maiutain'd  the  trade  at  Bilbo ;  or  ebe-where  ;       j 
Strooke  in  at  Millan  with  the  cutlen  there; 
Or  stay'd  but  where  the  fryar  and  you  first  mst, 
Who  from  the.Devii*8  arse  did  guns  beget, 
Or'jfixt  in  the  Low^Gountreys,  where  you  m^t 
On  both  rides  doe  your  mischiefes  with  d(^?ght ; 
Blow  up,  and  ruine»  jnyne,  and  oountermyne. 
Make  your  petards,  and  gran'ats,  all  your  lliie 
Engines  of  murder,  and  receive  the  pr^iee 
Of  massacring  roan-kind  so  many  way'es. 
We  aske  your  absence  here,  we  all  kWf  pcac^ 
And  pray  the  fruites  thereof,  and  the  iocieaae; 
So  doth  the  king,  and  most  of  the  king^  masi 
That  have  good  places:  therefore  oooe  ageo^ 
Pox  on  thee  Vnlcan,  thy  Bsodbra*s  pox. 
And  all  the  evUs  that  flew  out  her  box 
Light  on  thee:  or  if  those  plagues  wdl  not  duo, 
Thy  wire's  pox  on  thee,  and  B.  ,B— -^-'k  too. 


8PEACH  ACCORDING  TO  HORACE. 

Why  yet,  my  noble  hearts,  they  canool  say» 
But  we  have  powder  still  for  the  king*a  day. 
And  ordinance  too :  so  much  as  froBB  the  toawj 
T*  have  wak'd,  if  sleeping,  Spaiae**  ambaiwaitm 
Old  Sm»^  Oundopart  the  Freaeh  oea  telly 
For  they  did  see  it  the  last  tilting  ^reU^ 
That  we  have  trumpets,  armour,  and  greoft  haatt 
Lances^  and  men,  anif  tome  a  breaking  foroe^ 
They  saw  too  store  of  feathers,  and  more  m^. 
If  they  sUy  here  but  till  Saint  Geoige't  day. 
All  ensigaes  of  a  warre,  are  not  yet  dead. 
Nor  marfces  of  wealth  to^Trom  our  natioii  fled. 
But  they  may  see  gold-ehaines,  and  paarle  woiae 

then. 
Lent  by  the  lindon  dames,  to  the  lords  aien^ 
WithaU,  the  dirtie  paioet'thote  citizeat  take 
To  sae  the  pride  at  courts  their  wives  doe  make: 
And  tbe  retume  those  thankfull  courtiera  yceld 
To  have  their  husbands  dqawne  forth  to  tbe  Md, 
And  commiiig  boine,  to  tell  what  acta  we 
Under  the  auspiiie  of  young  Swynoertoo. 
What  a  strong  foit  old  Pimbltvoe  had  beeoe! 
How  it  held  out !  how  <last)  't  was  taken  in ! 
Well,  I  say  thrive,  thrive  brave  artiUerie  yard. 
Thou  seed-plot  of  the  warre,  that  bast  ndL  tpar'd 
Powder,  or  paper,  to  bring/up  the  jrouth 
Of  London,  in  the  orilitarie  truth. 
These  ten  jreares  day;  at  allmaytwearethi^loabe 
But  on  thy  praotite^  and  the  po^re  hooka: 
He  that  but  saw  thy  curious  oaptainea  drill. 
Would  thioke  no  more  of  Vkwhing,  or  the  Brill: 
But  give  them  over  to  the  common  esn«^ 
For  that  nnnecestarie  charge  they  were.      • 
Well  did  thy  oaftie  clerke,  and  knight,  sir  Hugh, 
Supplant  bold  Pantoo  rand  brought  tbero  to  view 
Translated  iElianlto  tactiokes  to  be  read» 
And  the  Oceeke  ditoiplm  C«iUt  th*  mndtv^e)  ^a4 
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bck»  IB  tbmt  fTound,  as  ioone  it  j^^rew  to  be 

rb«  cittie-qaestion,  whether  Ully,  or  he, 

^«re  now  the  greater  captaine?  for  they  .taw 

n»«  Berghen  siege,  and  taking  in  Breda, ' 

So  acted  to  the  life,  as  Manrice  might, 

knd  Spinota  have  blushed  at  the  sight. 

>  happ'tf  art !  and  wise  epitome 

^C  bearing  armes  I  most  civill  soldierie  ! 

nu>a  canst  draw  forth  thy  forces,  aod  fight  drie 

in«e  battells  of  thy  alderxpanitie ; 

Without  the  hazard  of  a  drop  of  blood: 

Mere  then  the  surfets  in  thee  that  day  stood. 

Boe  on,  increast  in  vertUe  and  in  fame, 

Ajxd  keepe  the  glorie  of  the  English  name 

Up  among  nations.     In  the  stead  of  bold 

Beaucbamps,  and  NeTilis,  Cliflrords,  Aiidleys  old; 

tnsert  thy  Hodges  *,  and  tho^  newer  men, 

As  Stiles,  Dike,  Bifchfield,  Millar,  Crips,  and  Fen: 

riuit  keepe  the  wane,  though  no«r  *t  be  growne 

more  tame, 
Alive  yet,  in  the  noise,  and  still  the  same, 
And  couid  (if  our  great  men  would  let  their  sonnes 
CcMne  to  their  schooler)  show  *hem  the  use  of  guns; 
Aod  there  instruct  the  noble  Englbh  hei^ 
In  politiqiie,  and  militar  aflhtrcD; 
Bat  he  that  should  pers wade,  to  hare  this  done 
For  education  of  our  lordings,  soone 
Should  he  heare  of  billow,  wind,  and  storme. 
From  the  tempestuous  grandlings,  who  11  informe 
Us,  in  our  bearing,  that  are  thus,  and  thus. 
Borne,  bred,  allifsd  ?  •  what  's  he  dare  tutor  us  ? 
Are  we  by  booke-wormes  to  be  awde  ?  must  we 
lire  by  their  scale,  that  dare  doe  nothing  free  ? 
Why  are  we  rich,  or  great,  except  to  show 
All  licence  in  our  lives^  what  need  we  know  I 
More  then  tp  praise  a  dog  f  or  horse  ?  ot*  speako 
The  hawking  language  ?  or  our  day  to  breake 
With  cHixens  ?  let  clownes  and  tradesmen  breed 
Thor  soones  to  studie  arts,  the  lawes,  the  cre^: 
We  will  beleere  like  men  of  our  owne  ranke. 
In  so  moch  land  a  yeare,  or  such  a  banke. 
That  tomes  us  so  much  moneys,  at  which  rate 
Oar  ancestors  imposM  on  pHnce  and  state. 
Let  poore  nobilitie  be  vertuous :  we, 
Beacended  in  a  rope  of  titles,  be 
From  Guy,  or  Bevis,  Arthur,  or  from  whom 
The  herald  will.    Our  blood  is  now  become 
Past  aay  need  of  vertue.     Let  them  care. 
That  in  the  cradle  of  their  gentrlc  are. 
To  senre  the  state  by  conocels,  and  by  armeft: 
We  neither  k>ve  the  troubles,  nor  the  barmea. 
What  lore  you  theni?  your  whore?  what  study? 
Carriage,  and  dressing.   There  is  up  of  late  ts^ite. 
The  acade'mie,  where  the  gallants  meet — 
What,  to  make  legs  ?  yes,  aod  to  smell  most  sweet. 
All  that  tbey  doe  at  playes.    O,  but  first  here 
They  leame  and  studie ;  and  then  practise  there. 
Bat  why  are  aH  these  irons  i'  the  fiire 
Of  sererall  makings  ?  helps,  helps,  t*  attire 
Hi*  lordship.    That  is  for  his  band,  his  hairc 
This,  and  that  box  his  beautie  to  repaire; 
Thit  other  for  his  eye-browes :  hence,  away, 
J  may  no  longer  on  these  pictures  stay. 
These  carkasses  of  honour:  taylors*  blocks, 
Covcr'd  with  tissue,  whose  prosperitie  mocks 
The  fote  of  things:  whilst  totter'd  rertue  holds 
Her  broken  jumes  up,  to  their  emptie  moulds. 


Waller. 


AN  BPISTI& 
y  Masna  AtTM.  savta. 


Wa4T  I  am  not,  ^d  what  I  foioe  would  be, 
Whibt  I  informe  my  selfe,  I  would  teach  thee» 
My  gentle  Arthur ;  that  it  might  be  said 
One  lesson  we  hare  both  leaniM^  and  well  read; 
I  neither  am,  nor  art  thou  one  of  those 
That  hearkens  to  a  jack's  pulae^  when  it  goes. 
Nor  erer  trusted  to  that  friendship  ^et 
Was  issue  of  the  taveme,  or  the  spit : 
Much  lesse  a  name  would  we  bring  up,  or  009%, 
That  could  but  claiitte  a  kindred  from  ^e  pan^ 
Those  are  poore  ties  depend  on  those  false  ends,  , 
'T  is  rertue  alone,  or  nothmg,  that  knits  fn<o4si  • 
And  as  within  your  office,  you  doe  take 
No  piece  of  money,  but  you  know,  or  make 
Itaquirie  of  the  worth :  so  must-  we  doe, 
Firtt  weigl^  a  (liend,  then  toutb,  and  trie  hin  ^t»l 
For  there  are  .many  slips,  and  counterfeits. 
Deceit  is  fruitfull.    Men  have  masque^  and  wBi$g 
But  these  with  wearing  will  themselves  .unfoldi 
They  cannot  last.    No  lie  grew  erer  old, 
Tume  him,  and  see  his  threds :  looker  if  he  be 
Friend  to  himselfe,  that  would  be  friend  to  thaa. 
For  that  is  first  reqair*d,  a  man  be  his  owne : 
But  be  that 's  too-much  that,  is  frijend  ijf  000^ 
Then  res^  and  a  friend's  ralue  und«nta|id 
it  is  a.richjBr  purchase  theil  of  lano. 


AN  EPIGRAM 

ON  SIR  B0WARO  COKE, 

wpni  Bi  WAS  LORD  cHisre  iiwncB  Of  Bxoiiaicti. 
Hi  that  should  tearch  nil  gfories  of  the  gowmi^ 
And  steps  of  all  raised  serranta  of  theerowne. 
He  could  not  find  then  thee,  of  all  thtft  store, 
Whom  fortune  aided  lesse,  or  rertue  more. 
Such,  Coke,  were  thy  beginaitigs,  when  thy  good 
In  others'  ^rill  best  was  ondeivlood:  \.^% 

When,  being  the  stranger's  heipe,  tiie  poore  mai)^ 
Thy  just  defences  made  th'  oppressor  afiraid.       • '« 
Such  was  thy  processes  when  integritie. 
And  skill  in  thee,  now  grew  avtfaoritie ; 
That  clients  strore,  in  qoestien  of  the  lawet, 
More  for  thy  patronage,  then  for  their  cause, 
Abd  that  tby  strong  and  mtnly  eloqoenbe  ^ 
Stood  up  thy  nation's  fome^  her  crowne's  defence : 
And  now  such  is  thy  stailA.  while  thon  dOst  deal^ 
Desired  justiee  to  the  l^obhqne  weale  >  <*' 

Like  Sokm's  selfe;  expiate  the  knottie  lawes 
With  endlcssc  labours,  whilst  thy  learmng  drawee 
No  lesse  of  praiie,  then  readers  hi  all  khids 
Of  worthiest  knowledge,  th4t  can  take  men's  minds. 
Such  b  thy  all;  that  (as  fSnng  before) 
Nohe  fortnne  aided  lease,  or  rertue  more. 
Or  if  chaa6e  most  to  eaeh  mscn  that  doth  rue 
Needs  lend  an  aide,  to  thhie  she  had  her  eyes. 


AN  EPISTLE 

AKSWiailie  TO  OIU  TVAT  AS01>  to  B(  SBALB9  OF  TBt 

miai  Of  SBK. 

Mbm  thkt  are  safe,  and  sure,  in  all  they  doe^ 
Care  not  what  trials  they  are  put  unto; 
They  meet  the  fire,  the  test,  as  martyrs  would ; 
And  Chough  opinion  ttampe  tbem  not,  are  gold.  ' 
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I  could  my  more  of  tncfa,  but  that  I  flie 
To  ipeake  my  lelfe  oat  too  ambhiouiiy. 
And  showing  so  weake  an  act  to  vulgar  eyes, 
Put  consciimce  and  my  right  to  comprimite. 
Let  those  that  meerely  taike,  and  oerer  thinke. 
That  live  in  the  wild  anarchic  of  drinke, 
Sul^ect  to  qaarrell  only ;  or  else  such 
As  make  it  their  proficiencie,  how  much 
They  'ave  glutted  in,  and  letcher'd  out  that  weeke. 
That  never  yet  did  firiend,  or  friendship  seeke 
But  for  a  sodtng:  let  these  men  protert. 
Or  th'  other  on  their  borders,  that  wilt  jest 
On  all  sooles  that  are  absent ;  even  the  dead, 
like  flies,  orwormes,  which  man's  corruptpans  fed : 
That  to  speake  well,  thinke  it  above  all  sinne. 
Of  any  companie  but  that  they  are  in, 
Call  every  night  to  supper  in  these  fitts. 
And  are  received  for  the  covey  of  witts ; 
That  censure  all  the  towne,  and  all  th*  affsires, 
And  Itnow  whose  ignorance  is  more  then  theirs ; 
Let  these  men  have  their  wayes,  and  take  their  times 
To  vent  their  libels,  and  to  issue  rimes, 
I  have  no  portion  in  them,  nor  their  deale 
Of  newes  they  get,  to  strew  out  the  loog  meale ; 
I  stodie  other  fnendships,  and  more  one, 
Then  these  can  ever  be ;  or  efse  wish  none. 
What  is  t  to  me,  whether  the  French  desigiie 
Be,  or  be  not,  to  get  the  Val-telline? 
Or  the  state's  ships  sent  forth  belike  to  meet 
Some  hopes  of  Spaine  m  their  WesUIndtan  fleet  ? 
Whether  the  dispensaUon  yet  be  sent» 
Or  that  the  match  from  Spaine  was  ever  meant? 
I  wish  all  well,  ind  pray  high  Heaven  conspire 
My  prince's  safetie,  and  my  king's  desire; 
But  if  for  honour  we  must  draw  the  sword, 
And  force  back  that,  n^hich  will  not  be  re8tor*d, 
I  have  a  body  yet,  that  spirit  drawes 
To  live,  or  foil,  a  carkasse  in  the  cause* 
So  forre  without  ioquirie  what  the  sUtes, 
Brunsfield,  and  Mans^d  doe  this  yeare,  my  fatm 
Shall  carry  me  at  call  $  and  Tie  be  well, 
Thongh  I  doe  neither  heare  these  newcp,  nor  tell 
Of  Spaine  or  France  »  or  were  not  prick'd  downe  one 
Of  the  late  mysterie  of  vtceptioo, 
Although  my  fome,  to  his,  not  under-heares, 
That  guides  the  motions,  and  directs  the  bearck 
But  that 's  a  blow,  by  which  in  time  f  may 
Lose  sll  my  credit  with  my  Christmas  clay. 
And  animated  pOrc*lane  of  the  court, 
I,  aiid  for  this  neglect,  the  courser  sort 
Of  earthen  jarres  there  may  molest  me  too: 
Well,  with  mine  owne  fraile  pitcher  what  to  doe 
I  have  decreed;  keepe  it  from  waves,  and  presse; 
Lest  it  be  jttstled,  orack'd,  made  nought,  or  lesM : 
Live  to  that  point  I  will,  for  which  I  am  ittan. 
And  dwell  as  in  my  Center  as  I  can , 
Still  looking  to^  and  ever  loving  Heaven; 
With  reverence  using  all  the  gifta  thence  given. 
*Mon]gst  which,  if  I  have  any  friendships  sent 
Such  as  are  square,  wel-tagde,  and  permanent, 
Kot  built  with  canvasse,  paper,  and  false  lights^ 
As  are  the  glorious  scenes  at  the  great  sighU; 
And  that  there  be  no  fov'ry  heats,  nor  cOlds, 
Oylie  expansions,  or  shrunke  durtie  folds, 
But  all  so  deare,  and  led  by  reason's  flaiae, 
As  but  to  stumble  in  her  right  were  shame. 
These  I  will  honour,  k>ve,  embrace,  and  serve  a 
And  free  it  from  all  question  to  preserve. 
So  short  you  read  my  character,  and  thein 
I  would  call  mine,  to  which  not  many  ttairei 


Are  asked  toclimbe.    First  give  me  Cuti^«fc»l 

Myselfealittle.^  I  will  take  you  sci. 
As  you  have  wri^  your  selfe.    Now  i 
Sir,  you  are  sealed  of  the  tribe  of  Ben. 


TH£  DEDICATION' 

OP  THB  KfXO't  MEW  CX&LAK, 
TOBACCaOS. 

Smct,  Bacchus,  thou  art  fother 
Of  wines,  to  thee  the  rather 
We  dedicate  this  cellar. 
Where  new,  thou  art  made  dweller; 
And  scale  thee  thy  commiseioo : 
But 't  is  with  a  condition. 
That  thou  remame  here  taster 
Of  all  to  the  great  master. 
And  looke  unto  their  faces. 
Their  qualities,  and  races. 
That  both  their  odour  take  bio. 
And  relish  merry  make  him. 

For,  Bacchus,  thou  art  freer 
Of  cares,  and  over>seer 
Of  feast,  and  merry  meeting. 
And  still  b^in'st  the  greeting: 
See  then  thou  dost  attend  him, 
LysBus,  and  defend  him. 
By  all  the  arts  of  gladnesse. 
From  any  thought  like  ■adncmc. 

So  mayst  thou  still  be  yooogar 
Then  Phosbus ;  and  much  stroofler 
To  give  mankind  their  eases,      ^ 
And  cure  the  world's  diseases: 

So  may  the  Mvses  follow 
Thee  still,  and  leave  Apollo 
And  thinke  thy  streame  more  quicker 
Then^ppocrenes  liquor : 
And  thou  make  many  a  poet. 
Before  his  braine  doe  know  it  ^ 
So  may  there  never  quarrell 
Have  issue  ftom  the  banrell  i 
But  Venus  and  the  Qnces 
Pursue  thee  in  all  places. 
And  not  a  song  be  other 
Then  Cupid,  and  his  mother. 

That  when  king  James  above  here 
Shall  foast  it,  thou  maist  lova.thera 
The  causes  and  the  guests  too. 
And  have  thy  tales  and  jests  too^ 
Thy  circuits,  and  thy  rounds  free. 
As  shall  the  feast's  feire  grounds  bcw 

Be  it  he  hold  commuoioQ 
In  great  sunt  Oeoige's  union  ; 
Or  gratulatcs  the  passage 
Of  some  wel- wrought  embasmges 
Whereby  he  may  knit  sure  up 
The  wished  peace  of  Europe: 
Or  else  a  health  advances. 
To  nut  his  court  in  dances. 
And  set  us  all  on^ktpping. 
When  with  his  rojaU  shipping 
The  narrow  seas  are  shadie. 
And  Charles  brings  home  the  USe. 
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AN  EPIGRAM 

OK  •mi  CODRT-PUCUX. 


)oes  the  Coart-Pucell  then  so  censure  me, 
nd  thinkes  I  dare  not  her?  Jet  the  world  see. 
/'hat  though  her  chamWr  be  the  very  pit 
/here  fight  the  prime  cocks  of  the  game,  for  wit  ? 
nd  that  as  any  are  strooke,  her  breath  creates 
ew  in  their  stead,  out  of  the  candidates  ? 
Hiat  though  with  tribade  lust  she  force  a  Muse, 
nd  iu  an  epiccene  fury  can  write  uewes 
quail  with  that,  which  for  the  best  newes  goes, 
s  aerie  light,  and  as  like  wit  as  those  ? 
rhat  though  she  taike,  and  can  at  once  with  them, 
bke  state,  religion,  bawdrie,  all  a  tbeame. 
nd,  as  lip>thirstie,  iu  each  word's  expense, 
^th  labour  with  tbe  phrase  more  then  the  sense  ? 
That  though  she  ride  two  mile  on  bolynlayes 
o  church,  as  others  doe  to  feasts  and  playes, 

0  shew  their  tires?  to  view,  and  to  be  viewM  ? 
/Tiat  though  she  be  withvelvct  gownes  indu'd, 
nd  spangled  petticotes  brought  forth  to  eye, 

3  new  rewards  of  her  old  secrecie !    t 

'"hat  though  she  hath  won  on  trust,  as  many  doe, 

nd  that  her  truster  feares  her  ?  must  I  too  ? 

never  stood  for  any  place :  my  wit 

hinkes  it  selfe  nought,  though  she  should  valew  it 

am  no  states-man,  and  much  lease  divine 

CH-  bawdry,  't  is  her  language,  and  not  mine. 

aithest  I  am  from  tbe  idoUtrie 

6  stuflfes  and  laces,  those  my  man  can  buy. 

nd  trust  her  I  would  liast,  thdt  hath  forswore 

1  contract  twice;  what  can  she  perjure  more  ? 
ideed,  her  dreasmgsome  omq  might  delight, 
ter  foce  there  *s  none  can  like  by  candle  light 
Tot  be,  that  should  the  body  have,  for  case 

b  his  poore  instrument,  now  out  of  grace, 
hall  I  advise  thee,  Pucell  ?  steale  away       [day; 
rom  court,  while  yet  thy  fame  hath  some  small 
"he  wits  will  leave  you,  if  they  on^e  perceive 
'ou  cling  to  lords ;  and  lords,  if  them  you  leave 
or  sermoneeres;  of  which  now,  one,  now  other, 
"hey  say,  you  weekly  invite  with  fits  o'  th*  mother, 
iud  practise  for  a  miracle ;  take  heed 
'his  age  would  lend  no  foith  to  0orrel*s  deed ; 
h  if  it  would,  the  court  is  the  worst  place, 
loth  for  tbe  motben,  and  the  babes  of  grace, 
'or  there  the  wicked  in  the  chaire  of  scome* 
WAX  call  >t  a  bastard,  when  a  prophet*s  borne. 


AN  EPIGRAM 


ro  THt  HONOUtlD - 


-couNnssBor- 


The  wisdomc,  madam,  of  your-prtvate  life, 
(There  with  this  while  you  live  a  widowed  wife, 
Lud  the  right  wayes  you  take  unto  the  right, 
^o  conquer  mmour,  and  trtunsph  on  spight ; 
Tot  only  shunning  by  your  act,  to  doe 
)ught  that  is  ill,  but  the  suspition  too, 
s  of  so  bmve  example,  as-  he  were 
To  friend  to  vertue,  could  be  silent  here. 
*he  rather  when  the  vices  of  the  time 
ire  grovne  so  fruitfuU,  and  foise  pleasures  climbe 
ly  all  oblique  degrees,  that  killing  height  [weight 
'rom  whence  they  fall,  cast  downe  with  their  owne 
VOL  V. 


And.  though  all  praise  bring  nothing  to  yomr  name; 

Who  (herein  studying  Conscience,  and  not  foae)  ^ 

Are  in  your  selfe  rewarded ;  yet 't  will  be 

A  cbeerefull  worke  to  all  good  eyes,^to  see 

Among  the  daily  mines  that  fall  foule 

Of  sute,  of  fome,  of  body,  and  of  soule. 

So  great  a  vertue  stand  upright  to  view. 

As  makes  Penelope's  old  foble  true. 

Whilst  your  Ulisses  hath  ta'ne  leave  to  goe. 

Countries  and  climes,  manners  and  men  to  know. 

Only  your  time  you  better  entertaine, 

Then  tbe  great  Humerus  wit  for  her  could  faine; 

For  you  admit  no  companie  but  good,  ' 

And  when  you  want  thosefriends,orneereinblood. 

Or  your  allies,  you  make  your  bookes  your  friends. 

And  studie  tbem  unto  the  nobler  ends, 

Searching  for  knowledge,  and  to  keepe  your  mind 

The  same  it  was  inspired,  rich,  and  refin*d. 

These  graces,  when  the  rest  of  ladyes  view 

Not  boasted  in  your  Ufe,  but  practised  true. 

As  they  are  hard  for  them  to  make  their  owne, 

So  are  they  profluble  to  be  knowne : 

For  when  they  find  so  many  meet  in  one. 

It  will  be  shame  for  them  if  they  h«ve  none. 


LORD  BACON'S  BIRTH^PAY. 

Hails  happie  Genius  of  this  antient  pile ! 
How  comes  it  all  things  so  about  the  smiie  ? 
The  fire,  tbe  wine,  the  men !  and  iu  the  midst 
Thou  stand*st  as  if  some  mysterie  thou  did'st ! 
Pardon,  I  read  it  in  thy  face,  tbe  day 
For  whose  retumes,  and  niany,  all  these  pray : 
And  so  doe  I.    This  is  the  sixtieth  yeare 
Since  Bacon,  and  thy  lord  was  bom,  and  here; 
Sonne  to  the  gravi  wise  keeper  of  the  seale. 
Fame  and  foundation  of  the  English  weale. 
What  then  his  father  was,  that  since  is  he. 
Now  with  a  title  more  to  the  degree ; 
£ngland*s  high  chancellor :  the  d(estin*d  heire 
In  his  soft  cradle  to  his  father's  chaire. 
Whose  even  thred  tbe  Fates  spinne  round  and  full. 
Out  of  their  choysest,  and  their  whitest  wooU. 
T  is  a  brave  cause  of  joy,  let  it  be  knowne. 
For  't  were  a  narrow  gladnesse,  kept  thine  owne. 
Give  me  a  deep-crown'd-bowle,  that  I  may  sing 
In  raysing  him  tbe  wisdome  of  my  kiUg. 


A  POEME 

1BMT  MB  BY  SIB  WILLIAM  BURLAJK. 

THS  PAIRT^  TO  TUX  POIT. 

To  paint  thy  worth,  if  rightly  I  did  know  it. 
And  were  but  painter  halfe  like  thee  a  poSt, 

Ben,  1  would  show  it: 

But  in  this  skill,  m'  unskilfull  pen  will  tire, 
Thou,  and  thy  worth,  will*still  be  found  farre  higher  $ 
And  I  a  lier. 

Then,  what  a  painter's  here?  or  what  an  eater 
Of  great  attempts!  when  as  his  skill's  no  greater. 
And  he  a  cheater? 


1  i 
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Then  ^«t  a  p(Mt*8  bare  ^ 


JOMdON'S  FOEMS. 


wbom,  hf  coufeBBiou 
Of  all  wilh  alio,  to  paint  without  digretsion 

There  's  do  expremon. 


MY  AKSWER. 


TBI  FOrr  TO  THE  YAxmstu 


Wht  }  though  I  seeme  of  a  prodigious  wast, 

I  ain  not  so  voluminous  and  vast. 

But  there  are  lines  wherewith  I  might  b'  embraced. 

nis  true,  as  my  womhe  swells,  so  my  backe  stoupes, 
And  the  whole  lurape  growes  round,  de(bnnM,  and 

droupes. 
But  yet  the  tun  at  H<eidel)>erg  had  houpes. 

You  were  not  tied  by  any  painter's  law 
To  square  my  circle,  I  confesse;  but  draw 
My  superficies :  that  was  all  you  saw. 

Which  if  in  compass  of  no  art  it  came 

To  be  described  by  a  monogram, 

With  one  great  blot  yo'  had  fcrm*d  me  as  I  am. 

But  whilst  yan  curious  were  to  have  it  be 

An  archetipe  fot  all  the  world  to  see, 

Yon  made  it  a  Ware  piece,  but  not  like  me. 

O,  had  I  now  your  manner,  maistry,  might. 
Your  power  of  handling,  shadow,  ayre,  sind  spright. 
How  I  would  draw,  and  take  hold  and  delight. 

But,  you  are  be  can  paint;  I  can  but  write: 
A  poet  hath  no  more  hut  black  and  white, 
Ne  knowes  he  flatt*ring  colours,  or  false  light. 

Yet  when  of  friendship  I  would  draw  the  face^ 
A  lettered  mind,  and  a  large  heart  would  place 
To^all  poiterttie ;  I  will  write  Burlase. 


AN  EPIGRAM 

TO  waLIAM,  lAKLl  OP  MSWeMOTtS. 

Whin  first,  my  lord,  I  saw  you  backe  your  horse, 

Provoke  hu  mettail,  and  command  his  force 

To  all  the  uses  of  the  field  and  race. 

Me  thought  I  read  the  aaoient  art  of  Thrace, 

And  saw  a  centaure,  past  those  tales  of  Greece, 

So  seemed  your  hosse  and  you  both  of  a  peece ! 

You  show'd  like  Perseus  upon  Pegasua; 

jOr  Castor  mounted  on  h»  CjrlUurvM : 

Or  what  we  heare  our  home-borne  legend  tall 

Of  hold  sir  Bevis  and  his  Arundell : 

Nay,  so  jrour  seata  his  beauties  did  endorse,  . 

As  I  began  to  wish  my  selfe  a  horse  ; 

And  surely,  had  T  but  your  stable  seene 

Before,  I  thinke  my  wish  abeolv*d  had  beane.. 

Far  never  saw  I  yet  the  Muses  dwell. 

Nor  any  of  their  houshold  halfe  so  welK 

So  wcin  as  whan  I  saw  the  floore  and  rooma^ 

I  look'd  for  Hercules  to  be  the  groome: 

And^cri'd,  away  with  the  Casariao  bread. 

At  these  inMDortaU  numgers  Virgil  fed. 


EPISTLE 


TO  MI.  Aaroua  sQUf ». 


I  All  to  dine,  friend,  where  I  must  be  weigb'd 

For  a  just  wager,  and  that  wager  paid 

If  1  doe  lo^e  it :  jod,  without  a  tale, 

A  merchant's  wife  is  regent  of  the  scale. 

Who  when  she  heard  the  match,  concluded  sUeQ^ht, 

An  ill  oommoditie !  't  must  make  good  \' 

So  that  upon  the  point  my  corporall  fearc 

Is,  she  will  play  dame  justice  too  severe; 

And  hold  me  to  it  close;  to  stand  upright 

Within  the  ballance,  and  not  want  a  mite  ; 

But  rather. with  advantage  to  be  found 

Full  twentie  stone,  of  which  I  lack  two  pottod : 

That 's  six  in  silver;  now  within  the  socket 

Stinketh  my  credit,  if  into  the  pocket 

It  doe  not  come :  one  piece  1  have  in  store. 

Lend  me,  deare  Arthur,  for  a  wceke  five  more. 

And  you  shall  make  me  good,  in  weight,  andlasfasa% 

And  then  to  be  retum'd ;  or  protestation 

To  goe  out  after-^ — till  wheu  take  this  letter 

For  your  securities    I  can  no  better. 


TO  MP.  JOHN  BfTRGES. 

Would  God,  my  Burges,  I  eoold  tbmka 
Thoughts  worChy  of  tby  gift,  this  inke. 
Then  would  I  promise  here  to  give 
Verse  that  should  thee  and  me  out-live. 
But  since  the  wine  hath  steepVi  my  braioew 
t  only  can  the  paper  staine ; 
Yet  with  a  dye  that  Scares  no  moth. 
But  scariet>Iike  oiit-lafts  the  clotbw 


EPISTLE 
TO  SIT  uarr  cavitt. 

Yoo  woo  not  verses,  tnadam^  3Poa  won  me^ 
When  you  would  play  sofwbly,  and  aofrsK 
A  booke  to  a  few  lynef  t  bnt  it  was  fit 
You  won  them  too,  ynnr  oddes  did  merit  itr 
So  have  you  gattt*d  ateisaat,  and  a  Musok 
The  first  of  which  I  foare  yon  will  refuse; 
And  you  may  justly,  being  » taidie,  oold; 
UnprofiUble  chattell,  fat  and  old. 
Laden  with  belUey  and  doth  hardly  approach 
His  friends,  but  to  breake  chaires,  or  eracke  a 
His  weight  is  twootf  sfeooe  within  ftvo  paand; 
And  that 's  msde  up  as  doth  the  purse  abound* 
Bfarrie,  the  Mnee  is  one  can  tfead  title  aiiv. 
And  stroke  the  wates,  nhnhK  chast,  and  €um^ 
Sleepe  in  a  vii^n's  bosome  srithont  foaie^ 
Run  all  the  rounds »  a  softiadye's  eare^ 
Widow  or  wife,  without  the  jealousie 
Of  either  suiter,  or  a  servant  by. 
Such  (if  her  manners  like  yon)  ^doe  send^ 
And  can  for  other  greoes  ber  coMBiendt 
To  OMike  youoaerry  on  the  drwilng  Aoole 
A  OKNningSft  and  at  aftevnoonea  ta  foole 
Away  ill  oompangr,  and  belpe  in  rHne^ 
Your  Joanei0  pawa  her  ■triaaohnlia  tioMw 
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By  this,  akhengh  fon  Cwcic  aot  the  bmd. 
Accept  hii  Mme;  and  tell,  1  know  you  can. 
How  many  ▼enes,  madam,  are  yoiir  duei 
I  can  lose  oooe  in  teodring  tfafse  to  you. 
I  gaine,  in  having  leave  to  keepe  my  day, 
▲od  ahould  grow  rich,  hod  I  macb  man  to  pay. 


TO  MASTER  JOHN  BURGS& 

FATHia,  John  Barges, 

Necesntie  ones  ^ 

My  wofoll  cne, 

To  »r  Robert  Pie: 

And  that  he  will  venter 

To  tend  mf  d^ibntwr. 

Tell  bimhis  Ben 

Knew  the  time,  when 

HekMr'dtbeMueea; 

Tboag h  now  he  refiisei, 

To  take  apprehension 

Of  a  yeare's  pension^ 

And  aore  if  behind: 

Pat  hi«i  in  mind 

Cbnatinaa  it  neere; 

And  neither  good  chsaie^ 

Mirth,  fooling,  nor  wit, 

Kor  any  least  fit 

Of  gambol,  or  spoct. 

Will  come  at  the  cooit ; 

If  there  be  no  money. 

No  plover,  or  ooney 

Will  come  to  the  table. 

Or  wine  to  enable 

The  Muse,  or  the  poet. 

The  par^  will  know  it. 
Nor  any  qnick-warming-pan  heipe  him  to  bed. 
If  the  'chei|uer  be  emptie,  so  will  be  his  head. 


£PIGRAM 

TO  MT  BOOK-SEILER. 

Taov,  IMead,  wilt  heare  all  eensnres,  onto  thee 
All  moathes  are  open,  and  all  stomacks  tnei 
Be  tboQ  my  bo6ke's  intelligteoer,  note 
What  each  man  siyes  of  i^  and  of  what  coat 
His  judgement  is  ,•  if  he  be  wise,  and  praise, 
Thanke  him :  if  other,  be  can  give  no  bayes. 
If  his  wit  reach  no  higher,  but  to  spring 
Thy  wife  a  fit  of  laugher,  a  cramp-ring 
Will  be  reward  enen^,  to  weare  like  those. 
That  hang  their  richest  jfewells  i'  their  nose  p 
Like  a  rung  beare,  or  swine,  grunting  out  wit 
As  if  that  part  lay  for  a  [  ,     ]  most  fit ! 
If  they  goe  on,  and  that  thou  lov*st  a-life 
Their  perfnm'd  judgements,  let  them  kisse  thy  wile. 


AN  EPIGRAM 

TO  WILUAM  KAMJI  6f  WIWCASTU. 

Thbt  talk  of  fenchig,  and  the  use  of  annes. 
The  ait  of  niging,  and  avoydmg  harmes. 
The  noble  science,  and  the  maisbring  skill 
Ofraakingjustappfoacbcshd#tokiU:  . 


To  hit  in  angles,  and  to  elash  with  time: 

As  all  defence,  or  ofience  were  a  chime  1 

I  hate  such  measur'd,  give  m^  roettall'd  fire. 

That  trembles  in  the  blaze>  but  (then)  mounts 

higher! 
4  quick,  and  dazeling  motion !  when  a  paire 
Of  bodies  meet  like  rarified  ay  re ! 
Their  weapons  shot  out  with  that  flame  and  force, 
As  they  out-did  the  lig^ning  in  the  course  | 
This  were  a  spectacle  \,  a  sight  to  draw 
Wonder  to  valour!  No,  it  is  theriaw 
Of  daring  not  to  doe  a  wrong ;  'tis  true. 
Valour  to  sleight  it,  being  done  to  you ! 
To  know  the  heads  of  danger !  where 't  is  fit 
To  bend,  to  breake,  provoke,  or  sufler  it ! 
All  this  (my  lord)  is  valour !  this  is  yours  t 
And  was  your  father's !  all  your  ancestours' ! 
Who  durst  live  great,  'mpi^st  all  the  oold^  and 

heates 
Of  humane  life !  as  all  the  firosts,  and^tweates 
Of  fortune  J  when,  or  death  appeared,  or  bands! 
And  valiant  were^  with  or  without  their  hands. 


AN  EPITAPH 

OV  HBITKT  LOKO  LA-WARB. 
TO  TBI  PASSBI-BT. 

Ir,  passenger,  thou  eanst  but  leade, 

SUy,  drop  a  teare  for  hJm  that 's  dead : 

Henry,  the  brave  yoang  lord  La-ware, 

Minerva's  and  the  Moses*  care ! 

What  conld  thdr  care  doe  'gainst  the  spight 

Of  a  disease,  that  lov'd  no  light 

Of  honour,  nor  no  ayre  of  good ; 

But  crept  like  darknesse  through  his  blood, 

OffiF«nded  with  the  dazeling  flame 

Of  vertue,  got  above  bis  name  ? 

No  noble  furniture  of  parts. 

No  love  of  action,  and  high  arts. 

No  aime  at  glorie,  or  in  warre. 

Ambition  to  become  a  starre, 

Cbuld  stop  the  malice  of  this  ill. 

That  spread  his  body  o're,  to  kill : 

And  only  his  great  soole  envy'd. 

Because  it  durst  have  noblier  dy'd. 


AN  EPIGRAM. 


That  you  have  scene  the  pride,  beheld  the  sporty 
And  all  the  games  of  fortune  plaid  at  courii 
View'd  there  the  mercat,  read  the  wretched  rate 
At  which  there  are  would  sell  the  prince  and  state, '  * 
That  acvce  you  heare  a  publake  voyce  alive,  ' 
But  whisper*d  couMells,  and  those  only  thrive; 
Yet  are  got  off  thence  with  cleare  mind  and  hands 
To  lift  to  Heaven:  who  is  t  not  understands 
Your  happinesse,  and  doth  not  speake  yon  blesl^ 
To  see  you  set  apart  thus  from  the  rest, 
T*  obtaine  of  God  what  all  the  land  should  aske? 
A  nation's  sinne  got  pardoo'd !  't  were  a  taske 
Fit  for  a  bishop's  knees  i  O  b^  them  oft. 
My  lord,  tiH  felt  griefe  make  oor  stone  hearts  soft^ 
And  we  doe  wnepe  to  water  for  oor  sinne. 
He,  that  in  snch  a  flood  tm  we  are  in 
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Of  riot  and  ooosumptioo,  knaves  \lie  tray 
To  teach  the  people  how  to  fast,  and  pray, 
And  doe  their  penance  to  avert  God*8  rod. 
He  is  the  man,  and  favorite  of  God« 


AN  EPIGRAM 

TO  BIKO  CBAaUU  FOR  ONI  BUHDRSD  POVHDS  BS  OXfT 
MB  nt  MY  tICKNBSSB. 

Gbbat  Charles,  among  the  holy  gifts  of  grace 

Annexed  to  thy  person,  and  thy  place, 

'T  is  not  enough  (thy  pietie  is  snch) 

To  core  the  call'd  king's  eriil  with  thy  touch ; 

But  thou  wilt  yet  a  kinglier  mastrfe  trie. 

To  cure  the  poetfs  erill,  povertie : 

And,  in  these  cures,  do'st  so  thy  selie  enlarge. 

As  thou  dost  cure  oor  erill,  at  thy  charge. 

Nay,  and  in  this,  thoa  show'st  to  value  more 

One  poet,  then  of  other  foike  ten  score. 

O  pietie!  so  to  weigh  the  poores' estates  I 

O  bountie !  so  to  diflference  the  rates  I 

What  can  the  poet  wish  his  king  may  doe. 

But  tliat  he  cure  the  people*s  eviU  too } 


KING  CHARLES,  AND  tUEENE  MARV. 

FOR  THK  LOSBB  Of*  'I'HBIlt  nRtT-BORN, 

AN  BPIGIAM  tX>MfOLATOBlB. 

Who  dares  denie  that  all  first  (rnits  are  due 

To  God,  denies  the  god-head  to  be  true: 

Who  doubts  those  fruits  God  can  with  gaine restore, 

Doth  by  his  doubt  distrust  his  promise  more. 

He  can,  he  will,  and  with  large  interest  pay. 

What  (at  his  Uking)  he  will  take  away. 

Then  royall  Charles,  and  Mary,  doe  not  grutch 

That  the  Almightie's  will  to  you  is  such : 

But  tbanke  hisgreatoesse,  and  his  goodnesse  too ; 

And  thinke  all  still  the  best  that  he  will  doe. 

That  thought  shall  make,  he  will  this  losse  supply 

With  a  long,  large,  and  blest  posteritie! 

Jfw  God,  whose  essence  is  so  infinite. 

Cannot  but  heape  that  grace  he  wiU  requite. 


AN  EPIGRAM 

TO  OUa  GBBAT  AND  GOOD  KINO  CHABLES  ON  HIS  AXNI- 
VBBSABY  UAY. 

k  How  bappy  were  the  subject !  if  he  knew. 
Most  pious  king,  but  his  owne  good  in  you ! 
How  many  times,  live  long,  Charles,  would  he  say, 
If  he  but  weigh'd  the  blessings  of  this  day  ? 
And  as  it  tumes  oor  joyfi^U  yeare  about. 
For  safetie  of  such  majestic  cry  out  ? 
Indeed,  when  had  great  Brittaine  greater  cause 
Then  now,  to  love  the  soveraigne  and  the  lawes  ? 
When  yo«  that  raigne  are  her  example  growne. 
And  what  are  bounds  to  her,  you  make  your  owne  ? 
When  your  assidious  practise  doth  secure 
That  fiutb  whicfi  she  professeth  to  be  pure  ? 


When  all  yoor  life's  a  president  of  dayes, 
And  murmure  cannot  quarrdi  at  your  wayes? 
How  is  she  barr^  growne  of  love !  or  broke! 
That  nothing  can  her  gratitude  provoke! 
O  times!  O  manners!  surfSet  bred  of  ease. 
The  truly  epidemical]  disease! 
*T  is  not  alone  the  merchant,  but  the  cbvne 
Isbanke-rupttum'dl  thecasaoek,cloake,andgo«Be, 
Are  lost  upon  accompt !  and  none  will  know 
How  much  to  Heaven  lor  thee,  greatCbaries,tlieT 


AN  EPIGRAM 

ON  THB  PBINCB's  BOm. 

And  art  thou  borne,  brave  babe  ?  blest  be  thy  birtb ' 
That  so  hath  crown'd  oor  hopes,  oor  spring,  and 
The  bed  of  the  chast  lilly,  and  the  rose !     [esith, 
What  month  then  May,  was  fitter  to  disclose 
This  prince  offlowers  ?  soone  shoot  thoo  ap»  and  grot 
The  same  that  thoo  art  promiaM,  b«t  be  slow 
And  long  in  changing.    Let  oar  nepbewes  tee 
Thee  quickly  [come]  the  gmrdenli  eye  to  be, 
And  there  to  stand  so.  Haste,  now  envioas  Moooe, 
And  interpose  thy  seMe,  ('care  not  how  soone.) 
And  threat*  the  great  eclipse.  Two  honres  bat  ramie, 
Sol  will  re-shine.    If  not,  Charles  bath  a  soanf. 

Nm  agfRptute  merehtr 

Festmai  Caesar  ^  ptaeume  UK. 


AN  EPIGRAM 

TO  THE  QUBENB,  THBN  LYING  W.      1630. 

Hailb,  Mary,  full  of  grace,  it  once  was  said. 
And  by  an  angell,  to  tbe  blessed'st  maid 
The  mother  of  our  Lord :  why  may  not  I 
(Without  prophanenesse)  yet,  a  poet,  cry 
Haile,  Mary,  full  of  honours,  to  my  queeoe, 
The  mother  of  our  prince  ?  when  was  there  seeo^ 
(Except  the  joy  that  the  first  Mary  broogbe, 
Whereby  the  safetie  of  man-kind  was  wroof  bt) 
So  generall  a  gladnesse  to  au  isle ! 
To  make  the  hearts  of  a  whole  nation  smile. 
As  in  this  prince  ?  let  it  be  lawinll,  so 
To  compare  small  with  great,  as  stiU  we  owe 
Glorie  to  God.    Then,  haile  to  Mary  1  ^vnng 
Of  so  much  safetie  to  the  rtalme,  and  kiof  . 


AN  ODE,  OR  SOAU 

BV  ALL  THB  M USBt. 

IN  cbubbation  op  hbb  MAJBtna's  Bnmi-fiAr.    1^^^ 

C7io.  Up,  publike  joy,  rcftiODber 
This  sixteenth  of  November, 

Some  brave  un-common  way: 
And  though  the  parish-steeple 
Be  silent  to  the  people. 

Ring  thou  it  holy-day. 
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/^^«i.     What,  though  the  thriftie  Tower 
And  guaam  there,  spare  to  poura 

Tbiir  noisei  forth  in  thunder: 
Am  fearfUU  to  awake 
Thtt  citie,  or  to  shake 

Their  guarded  gates  asodder  ? 

7%«^    Yet,  let  oar  trumpets  sound ; 

And  cleave  both  ayre  and  ground, , 

With  beating  of  our  drums : 
Let  every  lyre  be  strung, 
Harpe,  lute,  Theorbo  sprung, 

With  touch  of  datntie  thuois  I 

J5««/.      That  when  the  quire  »  full. 
The  harmony  may  pull 
.   The  angels  from  their  sphearet: 
And  each  intelligence 
May  wish  it  selfe  a  sense) 
Whilst  it  the  ditde  hearer 

Tirp.    Behold  the  royall  Maiy, 

The  daughter  of  great  Harry ! 

And  sister  to  just  Lswis ! 
Comes  in  the  pompe  and  glorie 
Of  all  her  brother's  stone. 

And  of  her  Other's  prowesse ! 

JBrat^    She  sbowes.  SO  farre  above 

The  dined  qacene  of  love. 

This  sea-girt  isle  upon : 

As  here  no  Venus  were; 

But,  that  she  raigniug  here, 

Had  got  the  ceston  on ! 

Colli.    See,  see  our  active  king 
Hath  taken  twice  the  ring 
Upon  his  pointed  lance : 
Whilst  all  the  ravish'd  rout 
IXw  mingle  in  a  shout. 
Hay  !  for  the  llowre  of  France! 

f  Vo.     This  day  the  court  doth  measure 
Her  joy  in  state  and  pleasure ; 

And  with  a  reverend  feare. 
The  revells,  and  the  play, 
Summe  up  this  crowned  day. 

Her  two  and  twentith  yeare! 


Polg. 


Sweet!  happy  Mary !  all 
The  people  her  doe  call ! 

And  this  the  wombe  dtvine ! 
So  fraitfull,  and  so  (aire. 
Hath  brought  the  land  an  heire  I 

And  Chiurles  a  Caroline. 


AN  EPIGRAM 

TO  TBI  BOOSB-BOLOi      1630. 

What  can  the  cause  be,  when  the  king  hath  given 

His  poet  sack,  the  house-hoU  will  not  pay  ? 
Are  tliey  so  scanted  in  their  store  ?  or  driven 

Tor  want  of  knowing  the  poet,  to  say  him  nay  ? 
WeU,  they  should  know  him,  would  the  king  but 

His  poet  leave  to  sing  his  house-bold  true ;  [grant 
Held  frame  such  ditties  of  their  storey  and  want. 

Would  make  the  very  greeao-«]oth  to  looke  blew : 


And  imther  wish,  in  their  expense  of  sack. 
So,  the  alkmance  from*  the  king  to  use. 

As  the  old  bard,  should  no  Canary  lack, 
T  were  betUr  spare  a  butt,  then  spill  his  Mnse. 

For  in  the  genius  of  a  poet*s  verse. 
The  king's  fome  livej.    Go  now,  denie  his  teirce. 


EPIGRAM 

TO  A  maiin,  and  soimt.  • 

SoNMB,  and  my  friend,  I  had  not  calPd  you  so 
To  me,  or  beeoe  the  same  to  you,  if  show. 
Profit,  or  chance  had  made  us:  but  1  know 
What  by  that  name  we  each  to  other  owe, 
Freedome,  and  troth }  with  ioft  from  those  begot. 
Wise-crafts  on  which  the  flatterer  ventures  not. 
His  is  more  safe  commoditie,  or  none: 
Noy  dares  he  come  in  the  comparison. 
But  as  the  wretched  painter,  who  so  ill 
Painted  a  dog,  that  now  his  subtler  skill 
Was,  t'  have  a  boy  stand  with  a  club,  and  fright 
All  live  dogs  from  the  lane,  and  his  shop's  si|^t* 
Till  he  had  sold  his  piece,  drawne  so  unlike : 
So  doth  the  flattrer,  with  forre  cunning  strike 
At  a  friend's  fineedome,  proves  all  circling  meanes 
To  keepe  him  off;  and  how-so-e're  be  gleanes 
Some  of  bis  formes,  he  leU  him  not  come  neere 
Where  he  would  ^e,  fbr  the  distinction's  feare. 
For  as  at  distance  few  have  facultie 
To  judge,  BO  all  men  comming  neere  can  spie. 
Though  now  of  flattery,  as  of  picture  are 
More  Subtle  workes,  and  finer  pieces  farre^ 
Then  knew  the  former  ages:  yet  to  lif(^ 
All  is  but  web  and  painting;  be  the  strife 
Never  so  great  to  get  them :  and  the  ends. 
Rather  to  boast  rich  hangings  then  rare  friends. 


TO  TVB  nmoBTAix 
MEMORIE  ANi>  FRIENDSHIP 

OP  THAT  irOBLk  PAIRS,  MR  LCClVt  CART,  AMD 
SIR  H.  MORItOlf. 


Braw  infimt  of  Sagnntnm,  deare 

Thy  comming  forth  in  that  great  yeare. 

When  the  piodigiouB  Hannibal  did  crowne 

His  nge,  with  naing  your  immortall  towne. 

Thou,  looking  then  about, 

E!re  thou  wert  halfe  got  out. 

Wise  child,  did*st  hastily  retnme^ 

And  mad*st  thy  motber*i  wombe  thine  urne. 

How  summ'd  a  circle  didst  thou  leave  ma 

Of  deepest  lore,  could  we  the  center  find  ! 


Did  wiser  nature  draw  thee  back. 

From  out  the  horrour  of  that  sack. 

Where  shame,  foith,  honour,  and  regard  of  right 

Lay  trampled  on ;  the  deeds  of  death,  and  night 

Urg'd,  hurried  forth,  and  horid 

Upon  th'  affrighted  world : 
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Sword,  firt,  aad  fmaMt,  wMi  Mfcry  roeli 
And  all  on  ntmott  raiM  set ; 
At,  oopld  tb^  but  lifc't  auMriet  foro-iee, 
No  doubt  all  infuiti  ivoold  rotvnie  iiko  tbee  ? 

For,  nhat  is  Hfe,  if  roeasur'd  by  the  qpace, 

Not  by  the  act  ? 

Or  masked  man,  if  Tala'd  by  his  fisce, 

Abore  his  fact? 

Here  *•  one  oot-UvM  his  peeres, 

And  tok)  forth  iburescore  yearet; 

He  Teied  time,  and  bqsied  the  whole  state  i 

Troubled  both  foes,  and  firieodss 

Bat  ever  to  no  ends: 

What  did  this  stirrer,  but  di«  late  ? 

How  well  at  twentie  had  he  fidne,  or  stood ! 

For  three  of  his  foure-soore  he  did  bo  good. 

TBllVaill. 

He  entred  well,  by  ^6110008  parts, 

Qot  ap  and  thriVd  with  honest  arts: 

He  purchas'd  friends,  and  fame,  and  bononis  then. 

And  had  his  noble  name  adranc'd  with  men : 

But  weary  of  that  fltgbt. 

He  stoop'd  in  all  aien*-s  sight 

To  sordid  flatteries,  acts  of  strife. 

And  sonke  in  that  dead  sea  of  life 

So  deep,  as  he  did  then  death's  waters  sup  ; 

But  that  the  eorfce  of  title  boy'd  him  up. . 

.    TBS  CCXnmHI-TDfelll* 

Alas,  but  Morison  fell  young: 

He  never  fell,  thou  fairst,  my  tongue. 

He  stood,  a  souldier  to  the  last  right  end, 

A  perfect  patriot,  and  a  noble  friend. 

But  most  a  vertuous  sonne. 

All  offices  were  done 

By  him,  so  ample,  full,  and  rountC 

In  weight,  in  measure,  number,  sound. 

As  though  his  age  imperfect  night  appeare. 

His  life  was  of  humanitie  the  spheare. 

TBXSTAlfD. 

Ooe  now,  and'tdl  out  dayes  summM  up  with  feares, 

And  nmha  Itaea  yaasesi    , 

Produce  thy  masse  of  miseries  00  the  stage, 

To  swell  thine  age; 

Repeat  of  thing!  a  thmng, 

To  show  thou  hast  beene  long 

Not  liv*d  i  for  life  doth  her  great  actioM  spdl,  - 

By  what  was  done  and  wvoiH|<it 

In  season,  and  so  bvowfbt 

To  light:  herneasQMi  ara^  haw  mil 

Each  syllable  answer'd,  and  was  ibrm*dv  how  feore; 

These  make  the  lines  of  life,  and  that 's  her  ayrn. 


I\ik  not  growing  Kke  a  tree 

In  bulke,  doth  make  man  better  be; 

Or  standing  long  an  cake,  thf»e  bimdred  yeare, 

To  fall  a  logge,  at  last,  dry,  bald,  and  scare : 

A  lillie  of  a  day. 

Is  feirer  farre,  in  Mky, 

AHhough  it  fan,  and  die  that  nighty 

It  was  the  plant  and  flowre  of  light. 

In  small  proportions  we  just  beauties  see? 

Aq4  '^  y^KNt  measures  tift  may  perfect  be. 


nn  oooHBa-TtntNi. 


Gall,  noble  Lucius,  then  fior  wine,  . 

And  let  thy  lookes  with  gladoesse  shiner 

Accept  this  garland,  plant  it  00  thy  haad^ 

And  thinke,  nay  know,  thy  Morisoo*s  not  desd. 

He  leap'd  the  pretedt  age, 

Possest  wift  holy  rage. 

To  see  that  bri^  eteniall  days 

Of  which  we  priests,  and  po^  say  • 

Such  truths,  as  we  expect  for  bappy  meo. 

And  there  he  lifcfl  with  neaoriei  and  Ben 

Johnson,  who  soog^this  of  him,  €*rs  he  went 
Hiii^elfe  to  rest. 

Or  taste  a  part  of  thstfuU  jay  ha  meant 
To  have  exprest. 
In  this  bright  asterisme: 
Where  it  were  friendship's  sdiisme, 
(Were  not  his  Loons  Isng  with  us  ta  tarry) 
To  separate  these  twi- 
lights, the  Dioscnri  | 
And  keepe  the  one  halfe  from  his  Harry. 
But  fete  doth  so  altesnate  the  designe. 
Whilst  that  in  Hearen,  this  light  on  earth  most  shjaa^ 

nx  ivavK. 

And  shine  as  tou  exalted  are; 

Two  names  of  friendship,  bnt  one  starre : 

Of  hearts  the  union.    And  those  not  by  chance 

Made,  or  indenture,  or  leasM  out  t*  advance 

The  profits  for  a  time. 

No  pleasures  vaine  did  chime. 


Of  rimes,  or  ryots»  at  your 

Orgies  of  drinke,  or  fehi'd  { 

But  simple  tore  of  greatnesse  and  of  good; 

Th«t  knits  bravo 


tax  COOMTXa-TUXVK. 

This  made  you  first  to  know  the  why^ 

You  lik'd,  then  after  to  apply 

That  liking ;  and  approach  so  one  the  f  other, 

Till  either  grew  a  portion  of  the  other : 

Each  stiled  by  his  end. 

The  copie  of  his  friend. 

You  liVd  to  be  the  great  surnames. 

And  titles,  by  which  all  made  claimes 

Unto  the  vertue.    Nothing  perfect  done, 

But  as  a  Gary,  or  afiforiaoB. 


And  such  a  force  the  feire  example  had. 

As  they  that  saw         * 

The  good,  and  durst  not  practise  k,  were  glad 

That  such  a  law 
t  Was  left  yet  t»  man-kmd; 
\  Where  tlwy  might  i«ad,  and  Ifaid 

Friendship,  indeed,  iras  written,  not  m  ^aorfli: 

And  with  the  heart,  not  pen. 

Of  two  so  early  men. 

Whose  lines  her  roflea  were,  and  records. 

Who,  e*re  tfte  first  dbwne-blbomed  on  the  chhv 

Had  soir'dthese  ft«itr  aodgot  the  harvest  m. 
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'TO  TBS  MQirr  BOH.  TBS 

tOUn  HIGH  TREASURER  OF  ENGLAND 
AST  xnms  MSKDicAKr.     1631. 


LORD, 

FooBX  vretcbed  states,  prest  by  extremities, 
Are  fo.ioe  to  seeke  for  succours,  and  supplies 
Of  princes'  aides,  or  good  men's  charities. 

Disease  tiie  eDemie,  and  his  engineeres. 
Want,  with  the  rest  of  his  conceard  campeeres, 
Have  cast  a  trench  about  me,  now  five  yeares; 

And  made  those  stroo^  appvoaehes  by  fislse  braies, 
Reduicts,  halfe-moones,  home-worhes,  and  such 

close  wayes. 
The  Muse  not  peepes  out,  one  of  hundred  dayes ; 

Bui  lyes  block*d  up,  and  straightned,  narrowM  in, 
Fix'd  to  the  bed,  and  boords,  unlike  to  win 
Health,  or  scarce  breath,  as  she  had  never  bin ; 

Uolesse  some  saving  honour  of  the  crowns^ 
2>are  tbinke  it,  to  relieve,  no  lesse  renowne, 
A  bed-rid  wit»  then  a  besieged  townee 


TO  THE  KING 

ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAT,  NOT.  l9,  163). 
AM  BPlBBAir  AimiVSBSAHIS. 

This  is  kmg  Charles  his  day.   $peake  it  thou  Towve 

Unto  the  ships,  and  they  from  tier  to  tier 
Discharge  it  'boot  the  iJand,  in  an  hoore. 

As  lovd  as  thunder,  and  as  swift  as  fire. 
Let  Ireland  meet  it  boi  at  tea  halfe  way. 

Repeating  all  Qreat  Brittain*s  joy,  and  more. 
Adding  her  owne  glad  aocenU  to  this  day, 

Like  Eceho  playing  from  the  other  shore. 
What  drums,  or  trumpet^,  or  great  ord'aance  can, 

The  poetrie  of  steej^es*  with  the  bells. 
Three  kingdomes'  mirth,  in  light,  and  aerie  man. 

Made  lighter  with  the  wine.    All  noises  else. 
At  bonefiies,  lockeU,  fire-workes,  with  the  shoutes 

That  cry  that  giadnesse^  which  their  hearU  would 

Had  they  but  grace  of  thinking,  at  these  routes, 

On  th'  often  oomming  of  this  holy-day: 
And  ever  close  the  burden  of  the  song. 
Still  to  have  such  a  Charles,  but  this  Charles  long. 
The  wish  is  great;  but  where  the  prince  is  such. 
What  prayers  (people)  can  you  tiiifie  too  much ! 


on  THB  EIGHT  HON-  AND  VBKTDOOS 

LORD  WESTON, 

LORD  HIGBTHNABUKBR  OF  ■N6IJIN»,  UPON  TBS 

DAT  HE  WAS  MADE  EARLE  OF  PORTLAND, 

PEB.  17,  163f. 

TO  TBS  ENVIOUS. 

Looks  up,  thou  seed  of  envie,  and  still  bring 
Thy  faint  and  narrow  eyes  to  reade  the  king 
In  his  great  actions :  view  whom  his  large  hand. 
Hath  cais*d  to  be  the  port  onto  his  land ! 


Weston!  that wnUn^VMal  that sfe of stete! 
Whoseldomesleepes!  whom  bad  men  only  hate! 
Why  doe  I  irriUt^  or  stirre  up  thee. 
Thou  sluggbhspawne,  that  canst,  bttt  wilt  not  see*. 
Feed  on  thy  selfe  for  spight,  and  show  thy  kind : 
To  vertue,  and  true  worth,  be  ever  blind. 
Dreame  thou  could'st  hurt  tt»  but  before  thon  wake, 
T  effect  it;  feele,thou  'ast  madethine  owne  heart 


TO  rUE  SIORT  HON< 

HIEROME,  LORD  WESTON, 

AN  ODE  GRATULATORIB, 

pos  BIS  anvsNt  vsom  his  embassh.    1632. 

SncB  pleasure  as  the  teeming  Earth 
Doth  take  an  easie  Nature's  birth. 

When  she  puts  forth  the  life  of  ev'ry  thing: 
And  in  a  dew  of  sweetest  raine, 
She  lies  deliver'd  without  paine. 

Of  the  prime  beantie  of  the  y  eare,  the  Spring. 

The  river  in  their  shores  doe  ran, 
The  dowdes  rack  deare  befhre  the  Sun, 

The  rudest  winds  obey  the  calmest  ayre. 
Rare  plants  f^wn  ev'ry  banke  doe  rise. 
And  ev'ry  plant  the  sense  surprise. 

Because  the  order  of  the  whole  is  Unt  \  ^ 

The  very  verdure  of  her  nest. 
Wherein  she  sits  so  richly  drest. 

As  all  the  wealth  of  season  there  was  spread  i 
Doth  show  the  Graces  and  the  Houres  , 
Have  multipti'd  their  arts  and  powexs. 

In  making  soft  her  aromatique  bed. 

Such  joyes,  such  sweets  doth  your  retome 
Bring  all  your  friends  ({aire  lord)  that  bums 

With  love  to  heare  your  modestie  relate. 
The  hus'nesse  of  yoor  blooming  wit. 
With  all  the  frirft  shalllbUow  it. 

Both  to  the  honour  OJT  the  king  and  state. 

O  how  will  then  our  eoort  be  pkas'd. 
To  see  great  Charies  of  ttfavaile  e^d. 

When  he  beholds  a  graft  of  his  owne  haDd^ 
Shoot  up  an  olive  fruitfoU,  fiure^ 
To  be  a  shadow  to  his  heire, 

And  both  a  stMngth*  and  beantie  to  his  land ! 


EPlTHALAMIONi 


A  SONG, 

CtUBBATQIO  na  NOfTIALS  OS  THAT  NOILS  OSNIlBltAV, 
MS.  UISSOMB  WESTON,  SON  AND  HEIRS  OP  TUB  LOSD 
WESTON,    LOSD   BlOn  nSASUBBS  OF  BliStANO,  WH^ 

TBS  LAST  PBiWeEssiDAirr,  BMiGirrsa  OS  Bsm  n.  of 

UNOIS  lwrf1»A*»P,  AND  SiSTia  OP  THB  iOSVIViNO  DOBS 
OPTT 


Though  \hou  hast  past  thy  summer  standing,  stay 
A-while  with  us,  bright  Sun,. and  help  our  light; 

Thou  can'st  not  meet  more  glory  on  the  way. 
Between  thy  tiopicks,  to  arrest  thy  sight. 
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Then  thoa  ihalt  lee  to  day 

We  wooe  tli«e,  gtay 
And  see  wbmt  can  be  aeeoe, 
The  bounfcie  of  a  king,  and  beauUe  of  hit  qneeoe ! 

See,theprooea8ion!  what  a  holy  day 

(  Bearing  the  promise  of  some  better  fate) 
Hath  filed,  with  Caroches,  all  the  way, 
Fh>m  Greenwich,  bither,  to  Row-bampton  gate ! 
When  look'd  the  yeare,  at  bat. 

So  like  a  feast }  , 

Or  were  affaires  in  tune. 
By  all  the  spheares  consent,  so  in  the  heart  of  June  ? 

What  beantie  of  beauties,  and  bright  youths  at 

cbaige 

Of  summer's  liveries,  and  gladding  greene. 

Do  boast  their  loves,  and  brav'ries  so  at  large. 

As  they  came  all  to  see,  and  to  be  scene !    . 

When  look'd  the  earth  so  flne. 

Or  so  did  shine 

In  all  her  bloome  and  flower ; 

To  welcome  home  a  paire,  and  deck  the  nuptial 

bower  ? 

» 

It  is  the  kindly  season  of  the  time. 

The  month  of  youth  which  calls  all  creatures  forth 
To  doe  their  oflSces  in  nature's  chime. 
And  celebrate  (perfection  at  the  worth) 
Manage,  the  end  of  life. 

That  holy  gtrife, 
And  the  allowed  warre : 
Through  which  not  only  we,  but  all  our  species  are. 

Harke,  how  the  bells  upon  the  waters  play 

Their  sister-tunes  from  Thames  his  either  side, 
As  they  had  leamM  new  changes  for  the  day. 
And  all  /lid  ring  th'  approches  of  the  bride, 
ThiB  lady  Frances,  drest 

Above  the  rest 
Of  all  the  maidens  faire,  [haire. 

In  graeefull  ornament  of  garland,  gemmes,  and 

See,  how  she  paceth  forth  jn  virgin-white, 

like  what  she  is,  the  daughter  of  a  duke. 
And  sister:  darting  forth  a  dazling  light 
On  all  that  oome  her  simpl^sse  to  rebuke  ! 
Her  tresses  trim  her  back. 

As  she  did  lack 
Nought  of  a  maiden  qneeoe, 
"With  oiodestie  so  crownM,  and  adoration  leene. 

Stay,  thou  wilt  see  what  rites  the  virgins  doe ! 

The  ehoisest  virgin-troup  of  all  the  land ! 
IVjrting  the  ensignes  of  united  two. 
Both  crownesr  and  kingdomesin  their  either  hand: 
Whose  majesties  appeare. 

To  make  more  cleare' 
This  feast,  then  can  the  day 
AHhoogh  that  thoa,  O  Sun,  at  our  entreaty  stay ! 

See,  how  with  tomb  and  with  lilliea  shine, 
(Lillies  and  rases,  flowers  of  either  sexe) 
The  bright bride'spaths»embelish'd  moretbenthine 
With  light  of  love,  this  paire  doth  intertexe  I 
SUy,  see  the  ^rgins  sciw 
(Where  she  shall  goe) 
The  emblemes  of  their  way.    . 
O,  now  thou  smil'st,  foire  San,  and  shin'st  as  thou 
wouldst  stay  { 


JONSON'S  P(»aiS. 

With  what  full  hands,  and  in  how  plenteous  siMmn 
HavetheybedeWdtheearth,wheresfaedothticad, 
As  if  her  ayrie  stqia  did  spring  the  floweri. 
And  all  thejnmind  were  gajrdeo  where  ibe  U! 
See,  at  another  doore. 
On  the  same  floore. 
The  bridegfoome  meets  the  bride 
With  all  the  poope  of  youth,and  all  our  coQitbeadb 

Our  court,  and  all  the  grandees ;  now.  Son,  koke, 

And  looking  with  thy  best  inquirie,  tell. 
In  all  thy  age  of  joomais  thou  hast  tooke, 
Saw'st  thou  that  paire,  became  theae  iita«>«li. 
Save  the  preceding  two? 
Who,  in  all  they  doe. 
Search,  Son,  and  thou  wih  find         [iioi 
They  are  th'  ezampled  paire,  amd  miiroiir  of  ihdr 

Force  from  the  phceniz  then  no  rarhie 

Of  sex,  to  rob  the  creature ;  but  from  nnn, 
The  king  of  creatures;  take  his  paritie 

With  angels,  Muse,  to  speake  these :  nothisgciA 
Illustrate  these  but  they 

Thenttelves  to  day» 
Who  the. whole  act  expresses 
All  else  we  see  beside  are  sbadowes  and  goe  lesK. 

It  is  their  grace  and  fovour  that  makes  seeae 
And  wonder'd  at  the  bounties  oftbis  day: 
All  is  a  story  of  the  king  and  queeoe  I 
And  what  of  dignitie  and  honour  may 
Be  duly  done  to  those 

Whom  they  have  choae, 
And  set  the  marke  upon. 
To  give  a  greater  name  and  title  to  their  ovoe! 

Weston,  their  treasure,  as  their  treasam-. 

That  mine  of  wisdome»  and  of  counselb  deep, 
Great  say-master  of  state,  who  cannot  erre, 
But  doth  his  carract,  and  just  standard  keeps 
In  all  the  prov'd  assayes, 

And  legall  wayes 
Of  tryals,  to  worke  downe  [crowe 

Men's  loves  unto  the  lawes,  and  lawes  to  lore  the 

And  this  well  mov*d  the  judgement  of  the  king 

To  pay  with  honours,  to  his  noble  soone 
To  day,  the  father's  service;  who  could  htiog 
Him  up,  to  doe  the  same  himselie  bad  done. 
That  forre-all-seeing  eye 

Could  soone  espie 
What  kind  of  waking  man 
He  had  so  highly  set;  and  in  what  Baibfcto. 

Stand  there;  for  when  a  noble  na^ire's  rsis'd, 

It  brings  friends  joy,  foes  griefe,  postoritiefsipe; 
In  him  the  times,  no  lesse  then  prince,  are  pnis'd, 
And  by  his  rise,  in  active  men,  his  aane 
I>oth  emulation  stirre ; 

To  th'  dull,  a  spur 
It  is:  to  th'  envious  meant 
A  meereupbcaidinggriefe,  and  toit*riogpoDishaKBt 

See,  how  the  chappell  opens ;  where  the  king 
And  bishop  stay,  to  consummate  the  rites : 
The  ho)y  prelate  prayes^  then  takes  tbe  nag, 
Askes  first,whogive?  her(I  Charies)theohepligl»tt 
One  in  tbe  other's  hand, 

Whilst  they  both  stead 
Hearing  their  charge,  aod  then        [Aow"* 
Tlie  solenbne  quire  cryes,  Joy;  and  tbey  rtXom, 
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>  IkSppybmn^l  and  tboo  more  hsppy  place, 

^Whieli  to  tins  use  wer^  Imilt  mod  consecrmte  ! 
*o  liftTe  thy  God  to  blesse,  thy  king  to  grece, 
iknd  this  their  chosen  bishop  celebrate ; 
And  knit  the  nuptiall  knot. 

Which  time  shall  not. 
Or  cankerM  jealoosie, 
P^ith  mil  corroding  arts,  be  able  to  ontie  *. 

na0  eteppell  empties,  and  thoo  may'st  he  gone 

Now,  Son,  and  post  away  the  rest  of  day : 
TlMae  two^  now  holy  church  hath  made  them  one, 
JDoe  long  to  wake  themselves  so^  another  way ; 
There  b  a  feast  behind^ 

To  them  of  kind. 
Which  their  glad  parents  tanght 
OiMtotlwotber,  kmg  ere  them  to  fight  werehrooght. 

Hri^i^^  haste,  officious  Sun,  and  send  them  night 

Soafteboiiresbeforeit  should,  that  these  may  know 
AU  that  their  Cithers  and  their  mothers  might 
Of  nnpiiall  sweets,  at  such  a  season,  owe. 
To  propagate  their  names, 

And  keepe  their  fitmes 
Afive,  which  else  would  die ; 
F6r  fune  keepes  vertue  up,  and  it^s  posteritie. 

Th»  ignoble  never  liv'd,  they  were  a-while 

like  swine,  or  othei^  cattell  here  on  Earth  : 
Their  names  are  not  recorded  on  the  file 

Of  life,  that  fall  so ;  Christians  know  their  birth 
Alone,  and  such  a  race, 
We  pray  may  grace. 
Your  frnitfull  spreading  vine, 
Bui  dare  not  aske  our  wish  in  language  fesoennine: 

Yet,  as  we  may,  we  will,  with  chast  desires, 

(The  holy  perfumes  of  a  marriage  bed) 
Be  kept  alive  those  sweet  and  sacred  fires 
Of  love  between  you  and  your  lovely-head: 
That  when  you  both  are  old. 

You  find  no  cold 
There;  but,  renewed,  say, 
(After  the  last  child  borne)  this, is  our  weddbg  day. 

Till  yon  behold  a  race  to  fill  your  hall, 

A  Richard,  and  a  Hierome,  by  their  names 
Upon  i  Thomas,  or  a  Francis  call ; 

A  Kate,  a  Frank,  to  honour  their  grand-dames, 
And  'tweene  then-  grandsire's  thighes, 

Like  pretty  spies, 
Peepeforthagemme;  to  see 
Bow  each  one  playes  his  part,of  the  large  pedigree. 

And  never  may  they  want  one  of  the  stem. 
To  be  a  watchfull  servant  for  this  state  | 
Bot  like  an  arme  of  eminence  'mongst  them, 
Ei^eod  a  reaching  vertue  early  and  late : 
Whilst  the  maine  tree  still  found 

Upright  and  sound. 
By  this  sun*s  noonested  's  made 
So  great;  his  body  now  alone  prefects  the  shade. 

They  both  are  slipt  to  bed ;  shut  fast  the  doore. 

And  let  him  freely  gather  loves  first-fruits, 
He*s  master  of  the  office  ;  yet  no  ippre 
Exacts  then  she  is  pleasM  to  pay :  no  suits, 
Strifes,  murmures,  or  delay, 

WiU  last  till  day; 
Night,  and  the  sheetes  will  show 
The  longing  «oople  all  that  elder  lovers  know. 


THE  HVMBIJI  mmO!l  OP  POORE  SSR. 

TO  TH*  ssar  OP  monakchs,  MAsraas,  hik, 
KING  CHARLES; 

— —  Doth  most  humbly  show  it. 
To  your  majestic,  your  poet : 

That  whereas  your  royall  father, 
James  the  bte8se<l,  p!easM  the  rather. 
Of  his  speciall  grace  to  letters. 
To  make  all  the  Muses  debters 
To  his  bountie ;  by  extension 
Of  a  free  poetique  pension, 
A  large  hundred  markes  annuitie. 
To  be  given  me  in  gratuitie 
For  done  service  and  to  come : 

And  that  this  so  accepted  summe* 
Or  dispenc'd  in  bookes,  or  bread, 
(For  with  both  the  Muse  was  fed) 
Hathdrawne  on  me,  from  the  times. 
All  the  envie  of  the  rimes. 
And  the  ratling  pit-pat-noyse. 
Or  the  lesse-poetiqae  boyes ; 
When  their  pot-guns  ayme  to  bit. 
With  their  pellets  of  sinall  wit. 
Parts  of  me  (they  judg'd)  deoay'd. 
But  we  last  out,  still  unlay'd. 

Please  your  majestic  to  make     ^ 
Of  yoor  grace,  for  goodnesse  sake. 
Those  3rour  fiither's  markes,  your  pounds ; 
Let  their  spite  (which  now  abounds) 
Then  goe  on,  and  doe  its  wont; 
This  wonid  all  their  envie  burst; 
And  so  wiirme  the  poet's  tongue, 
You'ld  reade  a  snake  in  his  next  song. 


TO  IVS  RIGHT  HONOUlABtX, 

THE  LORD  TREASURER  OF  ENGLANV. 

AM  IPIOSAM. 

Ip  to  my  mind,  great  lord,  I  had  a  state, 
I  would  present  you  now  with  curious  plate 
Of  Nuremberg,  or  Turkic ;  bang  your  roomes 
Not  with  the  Arras,  but  the  Persian  loomes. 
I  would,  if  price  or  prayer  could  them  get. 
Send  in,  what  or  Romano,  Thitaret, 
Titian,  or  Kaphael,  Michael  Angelo 
Have  left  in  fame  to  eqnall,  or  out-goe 
The  old  Greek-bands  in  picture,  or  in  stone. 
Tliis  I  would  doe,  could  I  know  Weston,  one 
Catch'd  with  these  arts,  wherein  the  judge  is  wise 
As  farre  as  sense,  and  onely  by  the  eyes. 
But  you,  1  know,  my  lord;  and  know  you  can 
Discerne  betweene  a  statue  and  a  man ; 
Can  doe  the  things  that  sUtues  doe  deserve, 
And  act  the  businesse  which  they  paint  or  carve. 
What  you  have  studied  are  the  arts  of  life; 
To  compose  men  and  manners ;  stint  the  strife 
Of  murmuring  subject*;  make  the  nations  know 
What  worlds  of  blessings  to  good  kings  they  owe:* 
And  mightiest  monarcbs  feele  what  large  increase 
Of  sweets,  and  safeties,  they  possesse  by  peace. 
These  I  lookc  up  at,  with  a  revcreut  eye. 
And  strike  religion  in  the  standcrs-by ; 
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Which,  thoof  h  I  cannot,  m  an  architect 
In  glorioos  i^et  or  pyramids  erect 
Unto  your  honours  I  can  tunc  in  song 
iUood,  and  (happ'ly)  it  may  last  as  long. 


AN  EPIGRAM 

10  Wt  HVSI,  TBB  LAinr  PIOBV,  OM  Bia  HVSBAHXS  SA 
KlliXUII  DIGBY. 

THio'v  happy  Mase,  thou  know  my  Dighy  well ; 
Yet  read  him  in  these  lines :  he  doth  exoell 
In  honour,  courtesie,  and  all  the  parts 
Gburt  can  call  hen,  or  man  could  call  his  arts. 
He's  prudent,  valiant,  just,  and  temperate; 
In  him  all  vertue  is  beheld  in  stnte-r 
And  he  is  built  like  some  impetiall  name 
For  that  to  dwell  m,  and  be  still  aft  home. 
His  breast  is  a  brsrve  palace,  a  broad  street. 
Where  all  heroiqne  ample  thoughts  doe  meet ; 
Where  nature' such  a  large  survey  hath  ta*en, 
Ai  other  soules  to  his  dwelt  in  a  lane: 
Witnesse  his  action  done  at  Scanderane ; 
Upon  my  birth-day,  the  eleventh  of  June; 
When  the  apostfe  Bamabee  the  bright 
Unt6  our  yeare  doth  give  the  longest  light, 
In  signe  the  subject,  and  the  song  wilt  live 
l^ich  I  have  vow*d  posteritie  to  give. 
Ooe,  Muse,  in,  and  salute  him.    Say  he  be 
Busie»  o^  ffowne  at  fint ;  when  he  sees  thee 
He  will  cleave  vp  his  forehead ;  thinke  thou  bring'st 
Good  omen  to  him,  mthe  note  thou  sing^ : 
'  For  he  doth  leve  my  venes,  and  will  looke 
Upon  them,  (neat  to  Spenser^  noble  booke) 
And  praise  them  too.  O!  what  a  fune  *t  will  be ! 
What  reputation  to  my  lines  and  me  '. 
When  be  shall  read  them  at  the  treasurer's  bord ! 
The  knowing  Weston,  and  that  learned  lord 
AUowes  them !  Then  what  copies  shall  he  had. 
What  transcripli  Ix^d!  how  ery'dup.and  how  glad 
Wilt  thou  be»  Muse,  when  this  shall  them  be&ll 
Being  sent  to  one,  they  will  be  read  of  all. 


Naw  years  expect  new  gifts:  sister,  your  harpe, 
Lute,  lyre,  theorbo^  all  are  calPd  to  day. 

Your  change  of  notes,  the  flat,  the  meane,  the  sharpe, 
To  show  the  ritca,  and  t'  usher  forth  the  way 

Of  the  new  jreaie,  in  a  new  silken  warpe. 

To  fit  the  softnesse  of  our  years-gift :  when 

We  sing  the  best  of  monarchs,  masters,  men  ; 

f^or,badwehefe  said  le8se,wehad  sung  nothingthe% 


NEW-YEARES-^iFT^ 

mvQ  TO  sniG  ciuaLis,  1635. 

JUcU/r  To  day  old  Janns  opens  the  new  yeare, 

Cftori.       And  shuts  the  old.  Haste,  haste,  all  loyall 

swaines,  [appeare, 

That  know  the  times,  and  seasons  when  t' 

And  offeryunr  just  service  on  these  plaines ; 

Best  kings  expect  flnt-flruits  of  your  glad 


1.  PiM  is  the  great  presertarsfoorboaai 

2.  To  him  we  owe  all  proflU  of  oor  grotui^ 
3w  Our  milke.  4.  Our  fells,  5.  Ourflet«i 

6.  and  first  lambs.  [noa^ 

7.  Our  teeming  ewes,  8.  and  lustie-i&^fituf 
9.  See  where  he  walkes  with  Uinby  his  git 
Sound,  sound  his  praises  load,  and  vithki, 


Olor. 


Of  Pmi  we  sing,  the  bestof  hii8lai»Piiv 
That  drivei  the  hart  to  tedu  amel 
wayes, 
Slup.    And  in  the  chape,  more  IhsaSjrlmiiici^ 
dor.        Heare,  O  yea  grovei,  and  kilk  waad 
his  praise. 

Of  hngfalMit  Mim  doe  we  laimfmrrair 
Sister  of  Pan,  and  gkny  of  theipriBe: 
Nym,   WhowSJkesoneaTth,asMayiliU*estibb 
Qtor.        Biven,  and  valUe^  eccho  whstsen;. 

Of  Pan  we  sing,  the  chiefe  of  1eadflis,Pa, 
That  leades  our  flocks  aad  m,  wi  caiii 
both  forth 
Sktp,    To  better  pastures  then  great  Psks  cm: 
dor.        Heare,  O  you  grovesi  and  bills  mmk 
his  worth. 

Of  brjj^htest  Mira  b  our  S019 ;  t]i«  gnce 
/^       Of  all  that  nature  yet  to  fifedidbnf. 
dor.    And  were  she  lost,  could  best  sopply  ts 
place. 
Riven  and  valleys  eccho  wbst  ve  sag. 

1.  WhereeVe  they    tresd   th'  eoafflod 

ground, 
The  fsirest  flow^  are  alwsyes  foandj 

2.  As  if  the  beauties  of  the  yesre, 
Still  waited  on  'hem  where  tbey  vat 

1.  He  is  the  father  of  our  peace ;  [creait 
9.  She,  to  the  crowne,  bstb  brougiit  » 
1.  We  know  no  other  power  then  his,  | 
Pan  only  our  great  shep*srd  is, 
dor.  Our  great,  our  good.  Where  oae's  S)  ** 
In  truth  of  colours,  both  aie  bat 

Haste,  haste  you  thither,  all  yoo  {«(>» 


Tbathaveaflock,orherd,iq)oat]Msepltf0i 
This  is  the  great  preserver  of  oor  booiid^ 
To  whom  you  owe  all  dutiesof  ywirgroa»bi 
Your  milkes,  your  foils,  your  fleeces  lod  fint 
lambes,  [«"■* 

Your  teeming  ewes,  as  weU  ss  wm 
Whose  psaises  let*s  report  unto  the  vooA. 
That  they  may  take  it  eceho^ by  theliftA 
Tis  he,  'tis  he,  in  sioging  be, 
And  hunting.  Pan,  esceedeth  tbec 
He  gives  all  ptentie,  and  lacietse, 
He  is  the  author  of  oar  peaes. 

Where  e»re  he  goes  upon  the  f 'wad. 
The  better  grasse  and  floweis  sre  fc«i* 
To  sweeter  pastures  lead  he  cso, 
Then  ever  Pisles  could  or.Psn; 
He  drives  diseases  from  onr  feMs, 
The  theefo  firom  spoyle  his  pwojee  «*» 
Pan  knowes  no  other  power  then  bs, 
This  only  the  great  sfaep'^rd  im 
t\%  he  'tis  be,  &e. 
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Vajre  fiieadi  tis  true,  yoar  beaatict  more 

My  besrt  to  a  respect  j 
Too  fitUfl  to  be  paid  with  \af% 

Too  gteat  lor  yoar  neglect. 

I  neitber  love,  nor  yet  am  free, 

For  thongh  the  flame  i  find- 
Be  not  intense  in  the  degree, 

Tis  oC  the  purest  kind. 

It  little  wants  of  love  bat  peine. 
Your  beautie  takes  my  sense. 

And  lest  you  should  that  price  disdaine. 
My  thoughts,  too,  feele  the  influence. 

Tb  not  a  passion's  first  accesse 

Readie  to  multiply, 
Bat  like  bve>s  calmest  state  it  is 

Ppasest  with  yictorie. 

It  is  like  loTe  to  truth  fedac*d ; 

All  the  false  ralue's  gone 
Which  were  created,  and  indae'd 

By  food  imagination. 

"Us  either  fisncie,  6r  'tis  fate, 

Tb  love  you  more  then  1 5 
I  love  you  at  your  beautie*s  rate, 

Lesse  were  an  ii^urie. 

like  unstamp'd  gold,  I  weigh  each  grace, 

9o  that  yoo  may  collect    t 
Th'  intfiasiqae  value  of  your  iace. 

Safely  from  my  respect. . 

And  this  respect  would  merit  love, 

Were  not  so  faire  a  sight 
Payment  enough;  for  who  dare  move 

Reward  for  his  delight  ? 


THE  KlJSr&S  BIRTH^DAV. 

lovsw.  op  thy  selfe,  my  gpentle  Muse, 

Tbougfa  now  our  greene  conceits  be  gray, 
ind  yet  once  more  do  not  refuse 
To  uke  thy  Phrygian  har|H  and  play 
In  honour  of  this  cheerefull  day : 

Long  may  they  both  contend  to  prove^ 
That  best  of  cniwnes  is  such  a  love. 

Make  first  a  song  of  joy  and  love^ 
WTiich  chastly  flames  in  royall  eyes, 

rhen  tuue  it  to  the  spheares  above. 
When  the  benigoest  stars  doe  rise, 
And  sweet  coijanctioos  grace  the  skies, 
long  may,  &c. 

To  tiiis  iet  all  good  hearts  rewund. 
Whilst  diadems  invest  his  head ; 

long  may  he  live,  whose  life  doth  bound 
More  then  his  lawes,  and  better  led 
By  high  example  tiien  by  dread. 
Long  may,  he* 

Long  may  he  round  about  him  set 
His  roses,  and  his  lillies  blowue : 
Long  may  bis  only  deare  and  he 
Joy  in  ideaa  of  their  owne. 
And  kingdomes*  hopes  so  timely  sowne. 
Long  may  they  both  eontend  to  profve. 
That  best  of  crowiiet  is  toch  a  love. 


TO  MY  LORD  TBS  Kim, 

QM  TBI  cnusniiio  HIS  saooim  sokvi  uius. 

That  thoo  ait  lov*d  of  God,  this  work  is  done^ 
Great  king,  thy  having  of  a  secofid  sonne : 
And  by  thy  blessing,  may  thy  people  see 
How  much  they  are  belov'd  of  God,  in  thee  j 
Would  they  woukl  understand  it!  princes  are 
(Jreat  aides  to  empire,  as  they  arejgreat  care 
To  pious  parents,  who  would  have  their  blood 
Should  take  first  seisin  of  the  poblique  good. 
As  hath  thy  James,  deans'd  fromorigioail  droase^ 
This  day,  by  bapcisme,  and  his  Saviour's  crosse. 
Grow  up,  sweet  babe,  as  blessed  in  thy  namo^ 
As  in  renewing  thy  good  grandsire's  fome ; 
Me  thought  Great  Brittaine  in  her  sea  before 
I  Sate  ^e  enough,  but  now  secured  njore. 
'  At  land  she  triumphs  in  the  triple  shade. 
Her  rose  and  lilly,  intertwiod,  have  made. 

Octano  secura  meo,  tecurior  vmbrit* 


ANELEGIE 


OH  THt  Um  AHm  PA'ttrUtT,  MARCtflONBSS  OP  WXMTOM. 

What  gentte  ghost,  besprent  with  A|!ril  dew, 
Hayles  me  so  solemnly  to  yonder  yewgh  ? 
And  beekning  wooes  me  from  the  faUll  tree 
To  t)Iuck  a  garland,  for  her  seHc,  or  me  ? 
I  doe  obey  yoo,  beautie !  for  in  death 

I  You  sceme  a  foire  one !  O  that  you  had  breath. 
To  give  your  shade  a  name !  stay,  sUy,  I  fede 
A  horronr  in  me  t  all  my  blood  h  Steele ! 
Stifie  1  Starke!  my  joynts  'tinstone  another  knock! 

;  Whose  daughter?  ha !  great  Savage  of  the  Rock ! 

'  He's  good,  as  great     I  am  almost  a  stone ! 

i  And  e*re  I  can  ask  more  of  her  she's  gone ! 

'  Alas,  I  am  all  marble !  write  the  rest 
Thou  wouldst  have  written.  Fame,  upon  my  brest : 

,  It  is  a  large  foire  table,  and  a  true. 
And  the  disposure  will  be  something  new. 
When  1,  who  would  the  poet  have  become, 

j^At  least  may  beare  th'  inscription  to  her  tombe. 
She  was  the  lady  Jane,  and  marx^hiouisse 
Of  Wmchester ;  the  heralds  can  tell  this. 
Earie  Rivers*  grand-<?hild->serve  not  formes,  good. 

Fame, 
Sound  thou  her  vertues,  give  her  soale  a  name. 

1  Had  I  a  thousand  mouthes,  as  many  tongues. 
And  voyce  to  raise  them  from  my  brazen  lungs, 
I  durst  not  aime  at  that :  the  dotes  were  such 
Thereof  no  notion  can  expresse  how  much 

:  Their  carract  was  I  I,  or  my  trump  must  brea£e. 
But  rather  I,  should  I  of  that  part  speake ! 
It  is  too  neere  of  kin  to  Heaven,  the  soule. 
To  be  describ'd.  Fame*s  fingers  are  too  foule 
To  touch  these  mysteries !  we  may  admire 
The  blaze  and  splendour,  but  not  handle  fir«  I 

'  What  she  did  here,  by  great  example,  well,   ' 
T'  inlive  posteritie,  her  fome  may  tell ! 
And,  calling  truth  to  witnesse,  make  that  good 
From  the  mherent  graces  in  her  blood ! 
Else,  who  doth  praise  a  person  by  a  new, 
t  But  a  £un*d  way,  doth  rob  it  of  the  true. . 
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Her  tweetoeaae,  loftiiette,  her  fmire  coartesie. 
Her  wary  guardet,  her  wUe  simplioitie* 
Were  tike  a  ring  of  Tertaes,  IxKit  her  set. 
And  pietie  the  center  where  all  met. 
A  reverend  state  she  had,  an  awfnll  e3re, 
A  dazling,  yet  toTlttng,  nuyestie: 
What  nature,  fortune,  histitutioo,  fact 
Could  summe  to  a  perfection,  was  her  act ! 
How  did  she  leave  the  worid?    with  what  con- 
tempt^ 
Just  as  she  in  it  lrr*d  !  and  so  exempt 
From  all  aflection !  when  they  urg*d  the  cure 
Of  her  disease,  ,haw  did  her  soule  assure 
Her  suffKogs,  as  the  body  had  beene  away  ! 
And  to  the  torturers  (her  doctors)  say. 
Stick  on  your  cupping-glasses,  feare  not,  put 
Yojtir  hottest  causticks  to,  bume,  lance,  or  cut : 
Tis  but  a  body  which  you  can  torment. 
And  I,  into  the  world,  all  soule  was  sent ! 
Then  comforted  her  lord,  and  blest  her  sonne, 
Chear'd  her  (aire  sisters  in  her  race  to  runne. 
With  gladnesse  temper'd  her  sad  parents*  teares, 
Made  her  friends'  joyes,  to  get  above  their  foares. 
And,  in  her  last  act,  taught  the  standers-by. 
With  admiration  and  applause  to  die ! 
,  Let  angels  sing  her  glories,  who  did  call 
Her  spirit  home  to  her  originall ! 
Who  saw  the  way  was  made  iti  and  were  sent 
To  carry,  and  conduct  the  complement 
Twizt  death  and  Iffo !  where  her  mortalitie 
Became  her  birth-day  to  etemttie ! 
And  now,  through  circumfused  light,  she  lookes 
On  nature's  secrets  there,  as  her  owne  bookes : 
Speakes  Heaven's  language!  and  disoourseth  free 
To  every  order,  ev*ry  hierarcbie ! 
Behokls  her  Bfaker !  and  in  him,  doth  see 
What  the  beginnings  of  all  beauties  be ; 
And  all  beatitudes,  that  thence  doe  flow : 
Which  they  that  have  the  crowne  are  sure  to 

knowl 
Goe  now,  her  happy  parents,  and  be  sad. 
If  you  not  understand  what  child  you  had. 
If  you  dare  grudge  at  Heaven  and  repent 
T*  have  paid  againe  a  blessing  was  i>ut  lent. 
And  trusted  so,  as  it  deposited  lay 
At  pleasure,  to  be  call'd  for  every  day ! 
If  you  can  envie  your  owne  daughter's  blisse. 
And  wish  her  state  lesse  happie  then  it  is ! 
If  you  can  cast  about  your  either  eye. 
And  see  all  dead  here,  or  about  to  dye  ! 
The  starres,  that  are  the  jewels  of  the  night. 
And  day,  deceasing !  with  the  princci  of  light, 
"The  Sunne!  great  kings!  and  mightiest  kingdoraes 

fall! 
Whole  nations!  nay  mankind!  the  world,  with  all 
That  ever  had  beginuing  there,  to  'ave  end  ! 
With  what  injustice  should  one  soule  pretend 
T*  escape  this  common  knowne  neccssitie. 
When  we  were  all  borne,  we  began  to  die ; 
And,  but  for  that  contention  and  brave  strife 
The  Christian  hath  t*  eiyoy  the  future  life. 
He  were  this  wretcbed*st  of  the  race  of  men : 
But  as  he  scares  at  tliat,  he  bruiseth  then 
The  serpent's  head :  gets  above  death  and  sinne 
And,  sure  of  Heaven,  rides  triumphing  io. 


EUPnEMEi 
oa 

THE  FAIRB  FAME, 

LBFT  TO  posnarm  or  that  imocr^iioaLi  um^  in 

LAST  VtNITU.  DMBY,    LAIV    WIR  OP  tllXUaUB 

mcsr,  nnoBT;^  a  QaanvnuM  absoloii  n  m 

MUlfBiaS. 

comitniiG  OP  THSsa  tw»  pibcb^ 
■m  uEiMCATiov  OP  ma  cbadls. 

TBI  SOMG  OP  HSa  DBSODfr. 

TBI  picTviii  OP  HBa  Bomr. 

HBR  Minn. 

HBR  BtlMO  CaOSBM  K  MUSS. 

Hia  PAiaa  oppicss. 

■la  HAPPIB  matcb. 
Bia  BOPBPIfLL  ISSUB. 

BBB  Anoesaxix,  oa  bbcatioii  to  IMS  sAim 
Bia  tMcaipnoir,  oa  caowvs. 

Vkam  ammre  vobtpUu^  drfunetxm  ReUgio,   rur. 


I.  THE  DEDICATION  OP  HBE  CEADtC 

Faibb  Fame,  who  art  ordain'd  to  crowne 
With  ever-greene,  and  great  renowne. 
Their  heads  that  Envy  woold  bold  downe 
With  her«  in  shade 

Of  death  and  darknesse;  and  deprive 
Their  names  of  being  kept  alive. 
By  thee,  and  Conscience,  both  who  thrive 
By  the  just  trade 

Of  goodnesse  stUl :  vocK^isafo  to  take 
This  cradle,  and  for  goodnesse*  sake, 
A  dedicated  eBsigne  make 

Thereof  to  Time. 

That  all  posteritie,  as  we. 
Who  read  what  the  Crepondia  be. 
May  something  by  that  twilight  see 
'Bove  rattling  rime. 

For,  though  that  rattles,  timbrels,  toyes, 
Take  little  hifrints  with  their  noyse. 
As  prop'rest  gifts,  to  girles,  and  boyes 
Of  light  expense; 

Their  corrals,  whisUes,  and  prime  costes. 
Their  painted  maskes,  their  paper  Doaw^ 
With  sayles  of  silke,  as  the  firit  notes 
Surprise  their  BW*^' 

Yet,  here  are  no  such  trifles  ^'w^^***' . . 
No  cobweb  calls;  i»  surcoates  wtongni 
With  gold,  or  claspes,  which  might  he  ■«•» 
On  every  stall. 

But  here's  a  song  of  her  descent ; 
And  oaU  to  the  high  pariiameat 
Of  Heaven;  where  seraphim  take  iw 
Of  ordering  »U. 
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*1^ls»  uttttM  tvj^  Ml  Mincnit  Midf 
Who  claimes  (of  rerereoce)  to  be  beud. 
As  commiAg  with  hii  harpe,  prepar*d 
To  chant  her  'gree, 

Is  song :  as  sis'  her  gettiog  up 
By  Jacob*s  ladder,  to  the  top 
Of  that  eteniall  port  kept  ope* 
For  such  as  she. 


II.  THE  S01I6  OP  HSR  IIBSCEHT. 

!!iG  the  jost,  and  nncontrord  descent 
3f  dame  Venetia  Digbjr,  styl'd  the  iaire : 
:  mind,  and  body,  the  moft  excellent 
rhat  ever  nature,  or  the  later  ayre 
%-e  two  such  houses  as  Northumberland 
\nd  Stanley,  to  the  which  she  was  co-heire. 
sake  it,  you  bold  Penates,  you  ihat  stand 
kt  either  stemne,  and  know  the  veines  of  good 
ID  from  yonr  rootss;  teU»  testifie  the  grand 
Meeting  of  graces,  that  so  swell'd  the  6uod 
vertues  in  her,  as,Hn  Short,  she  grew 
The  wonder  of  her  sexe,  and  of  yonr  blood, 
id  t«U  thoo,  AUe*Legh,  none  can  tell  noretroe 
Thy  neeoe*s  line,then  thou  that  ga?'st  thy  name 
to  the  kindred,  whence  thy  Adam  drew 
Mesehines'  honour  with  the  Cestrian  fame 
'  the  first  Lupus,  to  the  fiuailie 
By  Ranulph  ' 

[The  rest  of  this  song  is  lost  ] 


III.  THE  PlCTUaB  OF  tBB  BODY. 

SiTm«G,  and  ready  to  be  drawne,  , 

What  makes  these  velvets,  silkes,  and  lavne, 
Embroderies,  feathers,  fringes,  lace. 
Where  every  lim  takes  like  a  face  ? 

Send  these  suspected  helpes  to  aide 
Some  forme  defective  or  decay'd ; 
This  beautie  without  falshood  fayre, 
Needs  nought  to  cloath  it  but  the  ayre. 

Yet  something,  to  the  pamtert  view, 
Were  fitly  interpos*d ;  so  new : 
He  shall,  if  he  can  understand, 
Worke  with  my  fancie,  his  owne  hand. 

Draw  firft  a  cloud :  all  save  her  neck  j 
And,  out  of  that,  make  day  to  breake ; 
Tin,  like  her  face,  it  doe  appeare, 
And  men  may  thinke  all  light  rose  there. 

Then  let  the  beames  of  that  disperse 
The  cloud,  and  show  the  universe ; 
But  at  such  distance,  as  the  eye 
May  rather  yet  adore  then  spy. 

The  Heaven  destgnM,  draw  next  V  spring. 
With  all  that  youth  or  it  can  bring : 
Fours  rivers  brandling  forth  like  seas. 
And  paradise  confining  these. 


Last  draw  the  circles  of  this  globe, 
And  let  there  be  a  starry  robe 
Of  constellationi 'bont  her  horld ; 
And  thou  hast  paintfd  beaatie*s  world. 

But  painter,  see  thon  doe  not  sell 
A  copie  of  tills  peeoe ;  nor  tell  . 
Whose 'as:  but  if  it  favour  find. 
Next  sitting  we  wfil  draw  her  mind. 


IV.  THB  MIND. 

PAiKTBa  yo'  are  come,  but  may  be  gone. 
Now  I  have  better  thought  thereon, 
This  work  I  can  performe  akme. 
And  git^  you  reascvs  more  then  omt.  * 

Not,  that  your  art  I  doe  refuse : 

But  here  I  may  no  colours  use. 

'  Beside,  your  hand  will  never  hit. 

To  draw  a  thing  that  cannot  sit. 

You  could  make  shift  to  paint  an  eye, 
An  eagle  towring  in  the  skye. 
The  Sunne,  a  sea,  or  soundlesse  pit ; 
But  these  are  like  a  mind,  not  it 

No,  tb  expressc  a  mind  to  senses 
Would  aske  a  Heaven's  intelligence ; 
Since  nothing  can  report  that  flame. 
But  what's  of  kinne  to  whence  it  came. 

Sweet  mind,  then  speiCR  your  seUe,  and  say. 
As  yon  goe  on,  by  what  brave  way 
Our  sense  you  doe  with  knowledge  fill, 
And  yet  remaine  our  wonder  stilE 

I  call  you  Muse,  now  make  it  true : 
Henodforth  may  every  line  be  you ; 
That  all  may  say,  that  see  the  frame. 
This  is  no  picture,  but  the  same. 

A  mind  so  pure,  so  perfect,  fine. 
As  'tis  nut  radient,  but  divine: 
And  so  disdaining  any  tryer ; 
Tis  got  where  it  can  try  the  fire.    ' 

There  high  exalted  in  the  spheans. 
As  it  another  nature  were. 
It  moveth  all  and  makes  a  flight 
As  circular  as  infinite. 

Whose  notions  when  it  will  expresse 
In  speech,  it  is  with  that  excesse 
Of  grace  and  mosique  to  the  eare, 
A3  what  it  spoke  it  planted  there. 

The  voyce  so  sweet,  the  words  so  f^ire. 
As  some  soft  chime  had  stroak'd  the  ayre ; 
And  though  the  sound  were  parted  thmce. 
Still  Mi  an  eccho  in  the  sense. 

But,  that  a  mind  so  rapt,  so  high, 

80  swift,  so  pure,  should  yet  apply 

It  selfe  to  US,  and  come  so  nigh 

Earth's  grossnemo;  there's  the  how,  and  why. 
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Is  it  becMiM  It  M6t  m  duff. 
And  stack  in  day  iMre,  it  wooM  pull 
Us  forth  by  nme  celestiall  tfifrht 
Up  to  ber  owne  sobljiiied  bight  ? 

Or  hatb  she  b«re,  upon  the  gitmadt 
Some  paradise,  or  palace  fbund 
In  all  the  boonds  of  beautie  fit 
For  here  to  inhabit?  There  is  it. 

Thrice  happy  house,  that  hast  receipt 
For  this  so  loftie  forme,  so  streight. 
So  polisht,  perfect,  round,  and  ct^, 
As  it  slid  moulded  o^  from  Heaven. 

Not  swellmg  like  tka  ocera  promIL 
Bat  stooping  geotiyt »»  a  doud,    ^ 
^  smooth  as  of  le  ponr'd  forth,  i#^d  calme 
As  showers,  and  sweet  as  drops  of  balme. 

Smooth,  soft,  and  sweet,  in  all  a  floud 
Where  it  may  run  to  any  good ; 
And  where  it  stayes,  it  there  becomes 
A  nest  of  odorous  spice,  and  gummes. 

In  action,  winged  as  the  wind. 
In  rest,  like  spirits  left  behind 
Upon  a  banke,  or  field  of  flowen. 
Begotten  by  that  wind  and  showers. 

in  thee,  (aire  mansion,  let  it  rest. 
Yet  know,  with  what  thou  art  possest; 
Thou  entertaining  in  thy  brest 
But  such  a  mind,  mak^st  God  thj  guest 


[A  whole  qoatemioa  in  the  vaM4\e  of  this  poem 
is  lost,  containing  entirely  the  three  next 
pieces  of  it,  and  all  of  the  firartli  (which  in 
the  order  of  the  whole,  is  the  eighth)  except- 
ing the  very  end  :  which  at  the  top  ef  the 
next  qoatenuoD  goeth  on  thus :] 

But,  for  you  (growing  gentlemen),  the  happy 
branches  of  two  so  illustrious  houses  as  these,where- 
ftom  your  honoured  mother  is  in  both  lines  de- 
scended; let  me  leave  you  this  last  legacie  of 
counsell ;  which  so  soone  as  yon  arrive  at  yeares 
of  mature  understanding;  open  you  (sir)  that  are 
the  eMest,  and  read  it  to  your  brethren,  for  it  will 
eonceme  yon  all  alike.  Vowed  by  a  faithful!  ser- 
vant, and  client  of  your  Ismilie,  with  his  latest 
breath  expiring  it*  B.J. 


KEmiME,  lOfflf  GEORGE. 

Boast  not  these  titles  of  your  ancestors ;     [yours : 
(Brave  youths)  th'  are  their  pooeasions,  none  of 
When  your  owne  vertoes  eqnallM  have  then*  names, 
Twill  be  bnt  fUro  to  leaae  upon  their  fames  j 
For  they  are  strong  suppetters :  bnt,  tiH  then. 
The  greatest  are  but  growing  gentlemen. 
It  is  a  wretohed  tbinf  to  trust  to  reeiw. 
Which  all  men  doe,  that  nige  aot  their  oiwoe  lleeds 
Up  to  their  anofestora ;  the  rivvr'a  tide,        [bide: 
By  which  yo'  are  pIaM«d  ih9«t  your  linnt  shall 


Hang  all  your  roniiMi  with  ome  bifs  pedignc:; 
'Tis  vertwe  alane,  is  tme  nabititie. 
Which  vertne  fiwm  yoor  father  ripe  will  fiUl; 
Study  illusttwaa  him,  mad  yon  have  sil 


t:^,  BUGiB  oir  MT  mns, 
Tin  nvir  homovkcd  lavt,  thb  law  rmm  mgi 

WHO  LXVDiG  OAVB  MB  LIAVX  TO  CAU  BBSe. 


■■a  MIoeEOXiz,  oa  aBLATfOH  romusm. 
Sera  quidem  iaoto  strmtnr  medidaa  dobi 

'Twxax  time  that  t  dy»d  too,  now  she  is  M, 
Who  was  ray  Mnsa,  and  life  of  sll  I  §ef6. 
The  apirit  that  I  ^rrato  wlO,  and  eoocdTVi, 
AH  that  wasf  good,  or  gnat  in  «e  ihe  wetr'd. 
And  set  it  foilh  $  the  rert  wiere  cohwsbi  fise, 
Spun  oot  hi  name  of  aaie  cf  the  old  nioe! 
To  hang  a  window  Mr  nahe  daihe  Ihe  nomt, 
Till  swept  away,  th*  wen  eaneell'd  inA  absM 
Nothing,  that  could  teaume,  or  y«t  cso  ftine 
A  sorrow  in  me,  Ite  to  wait  to  her  I 
O!  had  I  scene  ber  laid  oot  a hdre cone, 
By  Death,  on  earth,  I  AodM  bavehad  RDone 
On  Nature,  for  her?  fllio  did  let  ber  lie, 
I  And  saw  that  poKion  of  her  feUe  to  die. 
Sleepie,  or  stupid  Nature,  cooldst  thoo  psit 
With  such  a  raritie,  and  net  vowse  dft 
With  all  her  aydes,  to  save  her  fVen  theieife 
Of  vulture  Death,  and  those  relentless  does  ? 
Thoo  wouldst  have  kat  the  pbcsobt,  bad  ttie  kiW 
Beene  trusted  to  thee  t  not  to  *t  sdfe  asogn'd. 
liooke  on  thy  sloth,  and  give  thy  tdfc  aodaof, 
(For  so  thou  art  with  me)  now  she  is  gooe. 
My  wounded  mind  cannot  sustaine  this  stroke, 
It  rsges,  runs,  flies,  standi,  and  would  proroke 
The  world  to  ruin  with  it;  in  her  ftll, 
I  suthme  up  my  owne  bre«kiog,  and  wvh  sD. 
Thou  hast  no  more  blowes.  Fate,  to  drire  at  ooe: 
What's  left  a  poet,  when  his  Muse  is  gone? 
Sure,  I  am  dead,  and  know  it  not!  I  ^^ 
Nothing  I  doe ;  but,  like  «  heavy  wbeela, 
Am  tnined  with  another^  powers.    My  pa^ 
Whoories  me  about,  and,  to  blaspheme  Id  fiskw 
1  murmure  against  God,  for  baring  ts'ea    , 
Her  blessed  soule  benoe,  forth  this  vsDey  tvk 
Of  teares,  and  dungeon  of  calamitie ! 
I  envie  it  the  angels  amitie!  . 

The  joy  of  saints!  the  crownc  for  which  it  lf«».  ^ 
The  glorie,  and  gaine  of  rest,  which  the  place  gnra 
Dare  I  pn^hane,  so  irreligious  be, 
To  'greet,  or  grieve  her  soft  euthanssee ! 
So  sweetly  token  to  the  eoatt  of  bfiae, 
As  spirits  had  stolne  her  eplrit  in  a  fciiB^ 
From  off  her  pifkNT  and  deluded  bed; 
And  left  her  lovely  body  writheoght  desd ! 

Indeed,  she  is  not  dead  1  but  laid  to  >i«<Pf 
In  earth,  till  the  last  trampe  awake  the  iheepe 
And  goates  together,  whHber they  nnMteosK 
To  heare  their  Jodge  and  hisetemsBdooaiei 
To  have  that  flnaN 


Expected  with  the  fleshe^s  restitntam.  „ 

For,  as  there  are  three  natures,  ?^J"[f* 
One  corporall  only,  th'  other  ipnl^^L 
Like  single ;  so,  there  is  A  thhd,  et 
Of  body  and  spirit  together,  phK'd 
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tose  other  two;  wbicb  mti0tbe  jndlg^  ororovm'd: 

(is  as  it  guilty  is,  or  guiltlctte  fouod, 

ost  come  to  take.a  flenteooe,  hy  the  sense 

'  that  great  evidence*  the  oooscienoe ! 

bo  wiU  be  there  egeinst  that  day  prepared, 

accuse,  of  quit'all  parties  to  be  heard! 

daf  of  joy,  «id  suieCie  to  the  just  i 

bo  in  that  feaist  of  resurrection  trust ! 

lat  great  eternall  holy-day  of  rest 

t  body  and  soule !  where  Leve  is  all  the  gncrt! 

id  the  whole  han^|uet  is  full  sight  of  God  I 

'  i-^y  the  circle,  and  sole  period ! 

1  other  gladnesse»  with  the  thongfat  is  barr'd  ; 

}pe,  hath  her  end !  and  Faith  hath  her  reward ! 

lis  being  thus:  why  should  my  tongue  or  pen 

esume  to  interpell  that  fulnesse,  when 

>thing  enn  more  adome  it  then  the  seat 

lat  she  is  icg  or  make  it  more  compleat  ? 

itter  be  dumbe  then  superstitions  ! 

ho  Tiolates  the  god-bead,  is  most  Titioos 

lainst  the  natine  he  would  worship.    He 

ill  boDour'd  he  in  all  simpltcitie  \ 

ive  all  his  juetions  woodved  at,  and  riew'd 

1th  silence,  jand  aaasement !  not  with  rude, 

ill,  and  pcophane,  weake  and  imperfect  eyes» 

are  hosie  search  made  in  his  mysteries !    [guest, 

e  knowes  what  wotke  h'  bath  done^  to  call  this 

at  of  her  noble  bod|(,  to  this  feast : 

id  give  her  place,  according  to  her  blood 

noDgst  her  peeess,  those^rinoes  of  all  good  t 

ints,  martyrs,  paopbebi,  with  those  hierarchies, 

igels,  arch-angels,  principalities, 

ie  dominationa,  Tertoes,  and  the  powers, 

tie  thrones,  the  ehembe^  and  seraphiek  bowers, 

bat,  plaated  round,  there  sing  hefore  the  lamh^ 

new  song  to  his  praise,  and  great  I  .AM : 

nd  she  doth  know,  out  of  the  shade  of  4eatb, 

liat  *t  is  t' ei^  an  everlasting  breath  1 

0  have  her  oaptiv^d  spirit  freed  from  flMfa, 
nd  on  ber  innoecttcc  a  garment  fresh 

nd  white,  as  that,  put  on  t  and  in  her  hand 
^ith  boughs  of  palme^  a  crowned  victrice  stand ! 
nd  will  yon,  worthy  sonne,  sir,  knowing  thisi  • 
ut  black,  and  monming  on  ?  and  say  you  ttnae 
wife,  a  Ikiend,  a  lady,  or  a  love ; 
Hwm  her  Redeemer,  honourHl  hath  abov« 
er  fellowes,  with  the  oyle  of  gladoesse,  bright 

1  Heav'n's  empire,  and  with  a  robe  of  light  ? 
hither,  you  hope  to  come ;  and  there  to  find 
|hat  pure,  that  pvetious,  and  exalted  mind 
ott  once  enjoyM  :  i  shcirt  space  seven  ye 
ompar*d  unto  that  long  eteraitie, 

'hat  shall  re-joyne  ye.    Was  she,  then,  so  deare, 

i^hen  she  departed  ?  you  wiU  meet  her /there, 

luch  more  desir'd,  and  dearer  then  before, 

'7  all  the  wealth  of  hless'mgs,  and  the 'store 

accumulated  on  heP,  by  the  Lord 

^  life  and  light,  the  Sonne  of  God,  the  Word! 

here  all  the  hiqipy  soules  that  ever  wes^     . 

hall  meet  wilfa  gladoesse  in  one  theatre ; 

^nd  each  shall  know  there  one  another's  face, 

(y  beatifick  vettne  of  the  place.     \ 

^here  shall  the  brother  with  the  sister  walke, 

uid  9ons  and  danglers  with  their  parents  talke  ) 

^t  all  of  God;  they  still  shaU  have  to  say, 

^t  make  him  All  m  AU,  their  theme,  that^day : 

rhat  happy  day,  that  never  shall  see  n^ht  I 

^here  he  wiU  he,  aU  bemstie  to  the  sight  : 

nTine  or  delicious  fraita  unto  the  taste ; 

^  BMsique  in  the  eacas  will  ever  last ; 
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Unto  the  sceat,  a  spicerie,  or  balme; 

And  to  the  touch,  a  flower,  like  solt  as  palmCi 

He  will  all  glory,  all  petfeotiou  be, 

God,  in  the  union,  and  the  TVinitie  I 

That  holy,  great,  and  glorious  mysterie. 

Win  there  revealed  be  hi  majestic! 

By  light,  and  condbrt  of  spirituall  grace; 

The  vision  of  our  Savionr,  feoe  to  face  n 

In  his  homanitfe  1  to  heare  him  preach 

The  price  of  our  redemption,  and  to  teach 

Through  his  inherent  righteonsnesse,  la  death. 

The  safetie  of  our  soules,  and  ibrfeit  hieath  I 

What  fttlnesse  of  beatitude  Is  here? 

What  love  with  mercy  mixed  doth  appeare  ? 

To  style  us  friends,  who  mere  by  nature^  fees  ^ 

Adopt  us  hehres,  by  grace,  who  were  of  those 

Had  lost  our  selves  ?  and  prodigally  spent 


Our  native  portions,  and  possesMd  rent ; 

Yet  have  all  debts  forgiven  us,  and  advance 

B'  imputed  right  to  an  inheritance 

In  his  etemall  Iringdome,  where  weeit 

Eqnall  with  angels,  and  oo-'heiresof  it. 

Nor  dare  we  ui^er  blasphemy  conceive 

He  that  shall  be  otfr  supreme  judge,  should  leave 

Himselfe  so  un-inform'd  of  his  elect, 

Who  knowes  the  heart  of  all,  and  can  dissect 

The  smallest  fibre  of  our  flesh ;  he  can 

Find  all  our  aftomes  from  a  point  t'  a  span! 

Our  closest  creekes,  and  comers,  and  can  Craee 

Each  line,  as  it  were  graphick,  in  the  fece. 

And  best  he  knew  her  noble  character. 

For  'twas  himsdfe  wtio  ferm'd,  and  gave  it  her. 

And  to  that  ferme  lent  two  euch  veines  of  blondl 

As  nature  ooold  not  more  inorease  the  floa4. 

Oftitleinher!  all  uobilitie 

(But  pride,  that  schisme  of  incivilitie) 

She  bad,  and  it  hecame  her!  she  was  fit 

T»  have  knowne  no  envy,  Jmt  hy  snffring  it ! 

She  had  a  mind  as  calme  m»  she  was  feire ; 

Not  tost  or  troubled  with  light  lady^^ayre. 

But  kept  an  even  gaite;  as  some  straight  tree 

Mov'd  by  the  wind,  so  oomely  mbved  she. 

And  by  the  awfull  manage  of  her  eye 

She  swaid  ail  bus'nesse  in  the  fhmiKe  \ 

To  one  she  said^  doe  this,  he  did  it;  so 

To  another,  move;  he  went;  to  a  third,  go^ 

He  fun;  and  all  did  strive  with  dilig^ce 

V  obey,  and  serve  her  sweet  commandements.. 

She  was  in  one  a  many  parts  of  life  ; 

A  tender  mother,  a  discree^r  wife, 

A  solemne  nmtress,  and  so  good  a  frien^ 

So  cbariUble,  to  religioos  end. 

In  all  her  petite  actions,  so  devote, 

As  her  whole  life  was  now  become  one  note* 

Of  pietie,  and  private  holinesae. 

She  spent  more  time  in  teases  her  seUe  to  dresse 

For  her  devotions,  and  those  sad  essayes 

Of  sorrow,  then  all  pompe  of  guwdy  dales-: 

And  came  fefth  ewr  cheered  with  the  rod 

Of  divine  comfort,  when  sb'  had  taik'd  with  God. 

Her  broken  sig^es  did  never  misse  whole  sense  r 

Nor  can  the  bruised  heart  want  eloqoenoe : 

For,  prayer  is  the  incense  tnost  perfomes 

The  holy  altars,  when  it  least  presomes. 

And  her's  were  all  humilitie !  they  heat 

The  doore  of  grace,  and  found  the  mercy-sent 

In  fireqnent  Ipiealdng  by  the  pious  psalmes 

Her  rolemne  benres  she  spent,  or  giving  almes. 

Or  doing  other  deeds  of  ^^mritie. 

To  cloath  the  naked,'  feed  the  hungry.    She 
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Would  sit  io  ao  inftrmery^  whole  dafes 

Poring,  as  oa  a  ouip,  to  Bad  the  vajrea 

To  that  etemall  rast,  where  now  sh*  hath  pb^e 

By  sore  election,  and  predestinM  grace; 

She  saw  her  Savioor,  by  an  earlie  light, 

locamate  hi  the  atMoger,  shining  bright        ^ 

On  all  the  world !  she  saw  him  on  the  croise 

Suffiring,  and  dymg  to  redeeme  our  losse  \ 

She  saw  him  rise,  triumphing  over  death. 

To  justice,  and  quicken  us  in  breath! 

She  saw  him  too  in  glory  to  '.sceod 

For  his  designed  worke  the  perfect  end 

Of  raising,  judging,  and  rewsrdiug  all 

The  kind  of  man,  on  whom  his  doome  should  hXV. 

All  this  by  faith  she  saw,  and  framki  a  plea. 

In  manner  of  a  daily  apostrophe. 

To  him  should  be  her  judge,  true  God,  true  man, 

Jesus,  the  ooely  gotten  Christ !  who  can 

As  being  redeemer,  and  repairer  too 

(Of  lapsed  nature)  best  know  what  to  doe. 

In  that  great*  act  of  judgement:  which  the  fisther 

Hath  given  wholly  to  the  soone  (the  rather 

As  being  the  sonne  of  man)  to  show  his  power. 

His  wiidome,  and  bis  justice,  in  that  bonre. 

The  last  of  houres,  aiid  shutter  up  of  all ; 

Where  first  bis  power  will  appeare,  by  call 

Of  all  are  dead  to  life !  his  wisdome  show 

In  the  discerning  of  each  conscience  so ! 

And  most  his  justice^  in  the  fitting  parts, 

And  giving  does  to  all  mankind's  deserts  ! 

In  this  sweet  extasie,  she  was  rapt  hence. 

Who  reades  will  pardon  my  intelligence. 

Thai  thos  have  ventur*d  these  ^ue  straines  upon ; 

To  publish  her  a  saint.    My  Muse  is  gone. 

In  p'utatis  memariam 

quam  prmias 

VtnMtut  tu4B  iUtutrunm, 

SSarii.  dign.  Digbeie 

Hanc  AnoeeilN,  tihi,  tuitque,  tacro. 

The  Tenth,  being  her  Inscription,  or  Crowne,  is  lost 
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raoM  HoaAcs's  sbatus  ills,  qui  psocvi.  mqotiis. 

Happib  is  he,  that  from  all  bosinesse  cleere. 

As  the  old  race  of  mankind  were. 

With  his  owne  oxen  tills  his  sire*s  left  lands, 

And  is  not  in  the  usuner^  bands : 

Nor  souldier  like  started  with  rough  alannes. 

Nor  dreads  the  sea's  inraged  harmes: 

But  flees  the  barreand  courts,  with  the  proud  bords, 

And  waiting  chambers  of  great  lords. 

The  poplar  tsdl,  he  then  doth  marrying  twine 

With  the  growne  issue  of  the  vine ; 

And  with  his  hooke  lops  off  the  firuitlesse  race. 

And  sets  more  happy  in  the  place : 

Or  in  the  bending  vale  beholds  a-ferre 

The  lowing  herds  thera  graxing  are : 

Or  the  prest  hooey  in  pure  pots  doth  keepe 

Of  earth,  and  sheares  the  tender  sfaeepe : 

Or  when  thatautumne  through  the  fields  lifts  round 

His  h^d,  with  mellow  apples  crown*d. 

How  plucking  peares,  his  owne  hand  grafted  had, 

And  pnrple*matching  grapes,  he's  glad! 


With  which,  Priapvs,  he  may  tbanke  thy 

And,  Sylvane,  thine  that  keptst  bis  lands ! 

Then  now  beneath  some  ancient  oke  he  mmj 

Now  in  the  rooted  grasse  him  lay. 

Whilst  from  the  higher  bankes  doe  sBde  the 

The  soft  birds  qnarrell  in  the  woods. 

The  fbuntaines  mormure  as thestreamea  doe  creeps 

And  all  invite  to  easie  sleepe. 

Then  when  the  thondring  Jove,  his  snow  and  riwwres 

Are  gathering  by  the  wintiy  ho«irea ; 

Or  hence,  or  thoioe,  he  drives  with  man 

Wikl  bores  into  his  tojrles  pitch'd  round 

Or  straines  on  his  small  fbrke  his  tubtill 

For  th*  eatmg  thrush,  or  pitfalls  seta : 

And  snares  the  fearfuU  hare,  and  new< 

And  'counts  them  sweet  rewards  so  ta^ao. 

Who  (amongst  these  delights)  would  not  fbcvet 

Love*s  cares  so  evili,  and  so  great  ? 

But  if,  to  boot  with  these,  a  chaste  wile  meet 

For  houshold  aid,  and  children  sweet ; 

Such  as  the  Sabines,  or  a  son-bumt-biowse, 
j  Some  lustie  quick  Apultan's  spouse. 

To  deck  the  haUow'd  berth  with  old  wood  firM 

Against  the  husband  comes  home  tif*d; 

That  penning  the  glad  flock  in  hurdles  by 

Their  swelling  udders  doth  draw  dry : 

And  from  the  sweet  tub  wine  of  this  yeare  takes^ 

And  unbought  viands  ready  makes: 

Not  Lucrine  oysters  I  could  then  more  prise. 

Nor  turbot,  nor  bright  golden  eyas : 
j  If  with  bright  floods,  the  winter  troobled  mn^ 
I  Into  our  seas  send  any  such : 

Th*  Ionian  god-wit,  nor  the  ginny-hen 

Could  not  goe  downe  my  belly  then 

More  sweet  then  olives,  that  new  gathered  be 

From  fittest  branches  of  the  tree ; 

Or  the  heib  sorreil,  that  loves  meadows  attll. 

Or  malkiwtes  loosing  bodyes  ill : 

Or  at  the  feast  efbooods,  the  lambe  then  alaioe. 

Or  kid  forc't  lirom  the  wdfe  agaioe. 

Among  these  cates  how  glad  the  sight  doth  cone 

Of  the  fed  flocks  approaching  home ! 

To  view  the  weary  oxen  draw,  with  bare 

And  Quoting  necks,  the  ttnmed  share! 

The  wealthy  household  swarme  of  bondmen  met. 

And  'bout  the  steeoung  chimney  set  1 

These  tbooghts  when  usurer  Alphius,  now  about 

To  tnme  more  farmer,  bad  spoke  out 

'Gainst  th'  ides,  his  moneys  he  gets  m  with  peine, 

At  tb'  calends,  puts  all  out  agaioe. 


FROM  HORACE, 

ODE  THE  FIRST,  THE  FOURTH  BOOKS. 

TO  TENVS. 

ywnvt,  agatne  thou  mov*st  a  wane 

Long  intermitted  pray  thee,  pray  thee  spare : 

I  am  not  such  as  m  the  reigne 

Of  the  good  Cynara  I  was;  refraine. 

Sower  mother  of  sweet  loves^  fbrbeafe 

To  beod  a  man  now  at  bis  fiftieth  yeare 

Too  stubbome  for  coosmands,  so  slack : 

Goe  where  yooth'a  soft  entreaties  call  thee  beek. 

More  timely  hie  thee  to  the  house, 

With  thy  bright  swans  of  Pauhis  Maximus : 

There  jest,  and  feast,  make  him  thine  hsst. 

If  a  fit  livor  thou  dost  seeke  to  toast: 
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or  Iftc's  both  noble*  lovely,  yoaog, 
od  for  the  troubled  clyent  fyls  his  toogiie^ 
biici  of  a  hundred  arts,  and  fitrre 
^  J 1  he  display  the  ensioes  of  thy  warre. 
likci   wheo  be  smilinj:  finds  his  grace 
iTit*!  tbee  'bore  all  his  rivals*  gifts  take  place, 
[«  ^will  tbee  a  marble  statue  make, 
i«oe«th  a  sweet-wood  loofe,  neere  Alba  Lake : 
*bevic  shall  thy  dainty  nostriil  take 
A  many  a  gumme,  and  for  thy  soft  eare*8  sake 
bmll  verae  be  set  to  barpe  and  lute, 
nd  Phrygian  hautboy,  not  without  the  flute. 
Iiere  tarice  a  day  in  sacred  laies, 
"be  youths  and  tender  maids  shall  sing  thy  praise : 
Lnd  in  the  Salian  manner  meet 
"lurice  'bout  thy  altar  with  their  ivory  feet 
*«  nov,  nor  wench,  nor  wanton  boy, 
>eli^t8»  nor  crednbus  hope  of  mutuall  joy, 
9or  care  I  now  healths  to  propound ; 
>r  with  fresh  flowers  to  girt  my  temple  round. 
>at,  why,  oh  why,  my  Ligurine, 
lorw  my  thin  teares,downe  these  palecheeks  of  mine? 
>r  why,  my  well-grac'd  words  among, 
VHb  an  uncomely  silence  ikiles  my  .tongue? 
lard-hearted,  I  dreame  every  night 
bold  tbee  last !  but  fled  hence,  with  the  light, 
^Is ether  in  Mars  his  field  thou  be, 
>r  Tyber's  winding  streames,  I  follow  thee. 


ODE  IX.    BOOKE  III. 

TOLYDIA. 

DIAUX10S  OP  HORACE  AND  LTDU* 
HORACE. 

Waiiffr,  Lydia,  I  was  lov'd  of  thee, 
hnA  Cbont  thy  ivory  neck)  no  youth  did  fling, 

His  armes  more  acceptable  free, 
I  thought  me  richer  then  the  Persian  kmg. 

LYDU. 

Wfaibt  Horace  lov'd  no  mistres  more. 
Nor  after  Cfee  did  his  Lydia  sound ; 

In  naifte,  I  went  all  names  before. 
The  Roman  Ilia  was  not  more  renown'd. 

,  HORACE. 

T  b  true,  V  am  Thracian  Chloe*s,  I 
Who  sings  so  sweet,  and  with  such  cunning  plaies, 

ilj,  for  her,  TIM  not  feare  to  die, 
80  Fate  would  giye  her  life,  and  longer  daies. 

f.TDIA. 

And  I  am  mutually  on  fire 
With  gentle  Calais  Thurine,  Oraith'8  locme; 

For  whom  I  doubly  woald  eiqiire, 
80  Fate  would  let  the  boy  a  long  thred  run. 

HORACE. 

But,  say  old  love  retume  should  make. 
And  us  dis-joyn'd  fierce  to  her  brazen  yoke, 

That  I  bright  Ooe  off  should  shake ; 
And  to  left  Lydia,  now  the  gate  stood  ope. 

LTDU. 

Though  he  be  ftiircr  then  a  starre; 
Thou  fighter  then  the  barke  of  any  tree. 

And  then  rough  Adria,  angrier  fture; 
Yet  would  I  wish  to  lovt,  Uve,  die  with  thee. 

VOL.  V. 
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JLiBER,  of  all  thy  friends,  thou  sweetest  care, 

i'liou  worthy  in  etemall  flower  to  fare, 

If  thou  be'st  wise,  with  'Sjrrian  oyle  let  shine 

Thy  locks,  and  rosie  garlands  crowne  thy  head; 
Darke  thy  cleare  glasse  with  old  Falemian  wine  { 

And  heat,  with  softest  lore,  thy  softer  bed. 
He,  that  but  living  halfe  his  dayes,  dies  such, 
Makes  his  life  longer  then  t  was  given  him,  much. 


EPIGRAMMES. 

TO  THE 
ORKAT  EXAMPLE  OF  HONOVS  AND  VERTUE, 

THE  MOST  NOBU 

WILLIAM,  EARLE  OF  PEMBROKE, 

LORD  CHAMBERMINB,  &C. 
MT  LORD, 

While  yon  eannot  change  your  merit,  I  dare  not 
change  yonr  title :  it  was  that  made  it,  and  not  I. 
Under  which  name  I  here  offer  to  your  lordslup 
the  ripest  of  my  studies,  my  Epignmmes  \  wfaidiy 
though  they  carry  dan:^  in  the  sound,  do  not 
therefore  seeke  yonr  shelter :  for,  when  I  made 
them,  I  had  nothing  in  my  conscience,  to  express- 
ing of  which  I  did  need  a  cypher.    But,  if  I  be 
falne  into  those  times,  wherein,  for  the  likeo^sse 
of  vice,  aod  facts,  every  one  thinks  another's  ill 
deeds  objected  to  him ;  and  that  in  their  ignorant 
and  guilty  mouths,  the  copmion  voyce  is  (for  their 
security)  "  Beware  tlie  poet,"  confessing  therem 
so  much  love  to  their  diseases  as  they  would  rather 
make  a  party  for  them,  than  be  either  rid,  or 
told  of  them :  I  must  expect,  at  yonr  lordship's 
hand,  the  protection  of  troth,  and  liberty,  while 
you  are  constant  to  your  ovm  goodnesse.  .  In 
thanks  whereof  I  retarne  yon  the  honor  of  leadnig 
forth  so  many  good,  and  great  names  (as  my  verses 
mention  on  tiie  better  part)  to  their  remembiance 
with  posterity.  Amongst  whom,  if  I  liave  praysed, 
nnfoitnnately,  any  one  that  doth  not  deserve;  or, 
if  all  answer  not,  in  all  nnmbers,  the  pictures  I 
have  made  of  them :  I  hope  it  will  be  forgiven 
me,  that  they  are  no  01  pieces,  though  they  be  not 
like  the  persons.    But  I  foresee  a  neerer  fote  to 
my  book,  than  this :  that  the  vices  therein  vrill  be 
owned  before  the  vertues  (though,  there,  I  have 
avoided  aO  particulars,  as  I  have  done  names)  and 
some  will  be  so  ready  to  discredit  me,  as  they  will 
have  the  impudence  to  belye  themselves.    Por,  if 
I  meant  them  not,  it  is  so.     Nor  can  I  hope 
otherwise.   For  why  shonUl  they  remit  iwy  thing 
of  their  riot,  tiieir  pride,  their  selfo-loTe^  and  other 
Kk 
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inherent  graces,  to  consider  tnitb  or  ▼ertoe  y  but, 
yrith  the  trade  of  the  world,  lend  their  long  eares 
against  men  they  lo^e  not :  and  hold  their  deare 
mountebank,  or  iester,  in  farre  better  condition 
than  all  the  study,  or  stndiers  of  humanity  ?  for 
such  i  would  rather  know  them  by  their  visards, 
f  tiU,  than  they  should  publish  their  fiices,  at  their 
peril],  in  my  theater,  where  Cato,  if  he  lived, 
might  enter  without  scandall. 

Your  lordship's 

most  faithfull  honorer, 

BIN. JONBON. 

EPIGKAMMES, 


TO  THE  RBADSR. 

PtAT  thee,  take  oare,  that  tak*st  my  book  in  hand, 
To  read  it  well :  that  is,  to  understand. 


TO  MY  BOOK. 

Pr  will  be  looked  for.  Book,  wbeo  some  but  see 
Thy  title,  Epigrammes,  and  nam'd  of  me. 
Thou  sbould'st  be  bold,  licentious,  full  of  gall, 
Wormewood,  and  sulphare,  sharp,  and  tootb'd  with- 
Become  a  petulant  thing,  hurle  inke,  and  wit  [all, 
As  mad-men  stones :  not  caring  whom  they  hit. 
Deceive  their  malice,  who  could  wish  it  so. 
And  by  thy  wiser  temper  let  men  know 
Thou  art  not  covetous  of  least  selfe-fame. 
Made  from  the  hazard  of  another's  shame. 
Much  le8se,with  lewd,  prophane,  and  beastly  phrase. 
To  catch  the  world's  loose  laughter,  or  vaioe  gaze. 
He  that  departs  with  his  own  honesty 
Tor  vulgar  praise,  doth  it  too  dearely  buy. 


III. 

TO  MY  BOOK-SELLER. 

Thou,  that  mak'si  gaine  thy  end,  and  wisely  well, 
Call'st  a  book  good,  or  bad,  as  it  doth  sell. 
Use  mine  so  too :  I  give  thee  leave.     But  crave. 
For  the  luck's  sake,  it  thus  much  favour  have. 
To  lie  upon  thy  stall,  till  it  be  sought ; 
Not  Offer'd,  as  it  made  sute  to  be  bought ; 
Kor  have  my  title-leafe  on  posts,  or  walls. 
Or  in  cleft-sticks,  advanced  to  make  calls 
For  termers,  or  some  clerck-like  serving-man. 
Who  scarce  can  spell  th'  haitl  names :  whose  knight 

lesse  can. 
If,  without  these  vile  arts,  it  will  not  sell. 
Send  It  to  Bucklers-bury,  there 't  will  well. 


IV. 

TO  kiNG  JAMES. 

How,  best  of  kings,  dost  thou  a  scepter  beare ! 
Ifow,  besi  of  poets,  dost  thoii  laurell  wcare  ! 
But  two  things  rare,  the  Fates  had  in  their  store. 
And  gave  thee  both,  to  show  they  could  no  more. 


POEMS. 

For  such  a  poet,  while  thy  daies  were  gteeae, 
Thou  wert,  as  chiefe  of  them  are  said  t*  have  bee*. 
And  such  a  prince  thou  art  we  daily  see. 
As  chiefe  of  those  still  promise  they  will  be. 
Whom  should  my  Muse  then  flye  to,  but  tbe  beat 
Of  kings  for  grace ;  of  poets  for  my  tert  i 


V. 
ON  THE  UMIOIf . 

Whim  was  there  contract  better  driven  by  Fifee  ? 
Or  celebrated  with  more  truth  of  state } 
Tbe  world  the  temple  was,  the  priest  a  king. 
The  spoused  paire  two  realmes,  the  sea  tb«  im^ 


VL 

TO  ALCRYMISTB. 


Ip  all  you  boast  of  your  great  art  be  trae ; 
Sure,  willing  poverty  lives  most  in  3^00. 


vir. 

DM  THE  MEW  HOT-HOUSE. 

Wherb  lately  harbourd  many  a  famous  whore, 
A  purging  bill,  now  fix'd  upon  the  doore, 
Tels  you  it  is  a  hot-house :  so  it  ma\ 
And  still  be  a  whore-house.    Th'  are  synonyms. 


vin. 

CM  A  ROBBERY. 


RrowAY  rob'd  Duncote  of  three  hundred  pound, 
Ridway  was  tane,  arraignM,  condenan'd  to  dje; 

But,  for  this  money  was  a  courtier  found,     {crjt; 
Beg'd  Ridwaye's  pardon:    Duncote*  now,  d^j 

Rob'd  both  of  money,  and  the  law's  reliefe ;  ! 

The  courtier  is  l>ecome  the  greater  thiefe.  < 


IX. 

TO  ALL,  TO  WHOM  I  WRITE. 

May  none,  whose  scattered  names  honour  my  booi, 
For  strict  degrees,  of  I'ank,  or  title  look : 
T  is  'gainst  tbe  manners  of  an  epigram  : 
And,  1  a  poet  here,  no  herald  am. 


TO  BTY  LORD  IGNORAITT. 

Tqoc  ca]l*st  me  poet,  as  a  terme  of  shame : 
But  I  have  my  revenge  made,  in  thy  name. 


X^ 
ON  sometbihg  that  walkes  some-whebe. 

At  court  I  met  it,  in  clothes  brave  enough. 
To  be  a  coUrtier ;  and  looks  grave  enough. 
To  seeme  a  statesman :  as  I  neere  it  came. 
It  made  me  a  great  face,  I  ask'd  the  name. 
«  A  lord,"  it  i;ried,  **  buried  in  flesh,  and  bkxKl, 
And  such  from  whom  let  no  man  hope  least  good, 
For  I  will  do  none :  and  as  little  ill. 
For  I  will  dare  none."    Good  lord,  walk  dead  stiH* 
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XFL 

OV  UZUTENANT  tHIPT. 

tirr,  here,  in  towne,  not  meanest  Mmaag  tquircs, 
bat    hauot   Pickt^batcb,   Menh-Lambetb,    and 

WTiite-fipycTi, 
eeps  bimaelfe,  with  halfe  a  man,  and  defraya 
be  charge  of  tbatsUte  with  this  charme,God  payes. 
Y  that  one  spell  he  lives,  eats,  drinks,  arrayes  , 
imselfe :  his  whole  revenue  is,  god  payes. 
be  quarter  day  is  come  5  the  hostesse  sayes, 
le  muat  have  money :  he  rtturnes,  God  payes. 
be  taylor  brings  a  soite  home ;  be  it  'ssayes, 
x>ks  o»rc  the  bill,  likes  it:  and  says,  God  payes. 
e  steales  to  ordinaries ;  there  he  playes 
t  dice  his  bonrowM  money:  which,  God  payes. 
ben  takes  up  fresh  commodities,  for  dayes ; 
gnea  to  new  bonds,  forfeits:  and  cries,  God  payes. 
iat  lost,  he  keeps  his  chamber,  reades  essayes, 
ikes  pbysick,  teares  the  papers:  still  God  payes. 
r  ebe  by  water  goes,  and  so  to  playes ; 
ills  for  his  stoole,  adomes  the  stage:  jGod  payes. 
>  every  cause  he  meets,  this  vbiee  he  brayes : 
is  only  answer  is  to  all,  God  payes. 
ot  his  poore  cocatrice  but  be  betrayes 
30S :  and  for  his  letcbery,  scores,  God  payes. 
3t  see !  th*  old  baud  hath  servd  him  in  his  trim, 
HA  him  a^pocky  whore.    She  hath  imidhim. 


XVI. 

TO  BRAlNE-HARDy. 


Hardt,  thy  braine  is  valiant,  't  is  confest; 
Thou  more,  that  with  it  every  day  dar'st  jest 
Thy  selfe  into  fresh  braules:  ^hcn,  call 'd  upon. 
Scarce  thy  week's  swearing  brings  thee  off,  of  one. 
So,  in  short  time,  th*  art  in  arrerage  growne 
Some  hundred  quarrels,  yet  dost  thou  fight  none; 
Nor  need'st  thou :  for  those  few,  by  oath  rcleast. 
Make  good  what  tbou  dar'st  do  in  all  the  rest 
Keep  thy  selfe  there,  and  think  thy  valure  right; 
Hethatdaresdamnehlmselfe,  dares  more  than  fight 


XIII. 

TO  DOCTOR  EMPIRICS. 

Rin«  men  a  dangeroos.disease  did  scape, 
r  old,  they  gave  a  cock  to  .£sculape ; 
:t  me  give  two :  that  doubly  am  got  free, 
t>m  my  disease's  danger,  and  from  thee. 


XIV. 
TO  WILLIAM  CAMDEH. 

iMDBK,  most  reverend  head,  to  whom  I  owe 
!1  that  I  am  in  arts,  all  that  Tknow. 
low  nothing's  that  ?)  to  whom  my  countrey  owes 
le  great  renowne,  and  name  wherewith  she  goes, 
utn  thee  the  age  sees  not  that  thing  more  grave, 
ore  high,  more  holy,  that  she  more  would  crave, 
liat  name,wbat  skill,what  foith  hast  thou  in  things ! 
l)at  sight  in  searching  the  most  antique  springs ! 
hat  weight,  and  what  authority  in  thy  speech  ! 
an  scane  can  make  that  doubt,  but  thou  canst 
irdon  free  truth,  and  let  thy  modesty,      [teach, 
liich  caw|tten  dl,  be  once  ore-come  by  thee, 
any  of  thme  this  better  could,  than  I, 
It  for  their  powers^  accept  my  piety. 


XV. 

ON  COURT-WORME. 

LL  men  are  wormes :  but  this  no  man.    In  silke 
'  was  brought  to  court  first  wrapt,  and  white  as 
liere,  afterwards,  it  grew  a  butter-flye  a  [nulke; 
'hich  was  a  cater-piller.    So  t  will  dye. 


XVII. 

TO  THE  LEARNED  CRITICS. 

May  others  feare,  fiye,  and  traduce  thy  name. 
As  guilty  men  do  magistrates :  glad  I, 

That  wish  my  poemes  a  legitimate  fome, 
Charge  them,  for  crown,  to  thy  sole  censore  bye. 

And  but  a  spring  of  bayes  given  by  thee. 

Shall  out^live  garlands  stolne  from  the  chast  tree. 


XVIII. 

TO  MT  MEBRE  ENGLISH  CENSURBR. 

To  thee,  my  way  in  epigrammes  seemes  new, 
When  both  it  is  the  old  way,  and  tbe  true. 
Thou  saist,  that  cannot  be :  for  tbou  hdst  scene 
Davis,  and  Weever,  and  the  best  have  beene. 
And  mine  come  nothing  like.     I  hope  so.    Yet, 
As  theirs  did  with  thee,  mine  might  credit  get : 
If  tbou  'Idst  but  use  thy  faith,  as  thou  didst  then. 
When  thou  wert  wont  t'  admire,  not  censure  men* 
IVy  thee  beleeve  still,  and  not  judge  so  fast. 
Thy  faith  is  all  the  knowledge  that  thou  hast 


XIX. 

ON  SIR  COD  THE  PERFUMED. 

T^AT  Cod  can  get  no  widdow,  yet  a  knight, 
I  sente  the  cause :  he  wooes  with  an  ill  sprite. 


XX. 

TO  THE  SAME  SIR  COD.« 

Tb'  expence  in  odours  is  a  most  vaine  sin, 
Except  thou  couldst,  sir  Cod,  weare  them  within. 


XXI. 

ON  REFORMED  GAM'STER. 

LoiD,  how  ts  Gam'ster  chang'd !  his  haire  close  cut  I 
His  neck  fenc'd  round  with  rufie !  his  eyes  halfe  shut! 
His  clothes  two  foshions  off,  and  poore !  his  sword 
Forbidd'  his  side  !  and  nothing,  but  the  word 
Quick  in  his  lips !  who  hath  this  wonder  wrought? 
The  late  tane  bastinadp.    So  I  thought 
What  severall  ways  men  to  their  calling  have  ! 
The  bodie's  s^p^  I  see,  the  sonle  may  save. 
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XXII. 
ov  mr  nRST  oaugbtbr. 

Hns  lies  to  each  her  parenU'  rutb, 

Mary,  the  daughter  of  their  youth : 

Yet,  all  HeaTeo's  gifti  bdng  Heaven'a  due. 

It  makes  the  father  letse  to  rue. 

j^t  sixe  month's  end,  she  parted  hence 

With  safety  of  her  innocence ; 

Whose8oaleHeaTen'squeen.(wboaeDpme  shebeares) 

In  comfort  of  her  mother's  tear^ 

Hath  plac'd  amongst  her  rirgin-traine : 

Where,  while  that  serer'd  doth  remaine. 

This  grave  partakes  the  fleshly  birth. 

Which  cover  U^tly,  gentle  earth. 


,  XXUI. 

TO  JOHN  DOlf  NE. 

DoKKB,  the  delight  of  Phoebus,  and  each  Muse, 
Who,  to  thy  one,  all  other  braines  refuse; 
Whose  every  work,  of  thy  most  early  wit. 
Came  forth  example,  aud  rem^ines  so  yet ; 
Longer  a  knowing,  than  most  wits  do  live  j 
And  which  no  afiection  praise  enough  can  give ! 
To  it,  thy  language,  Iptt^rs,  arts,  best  life. 
Which  might  with  halfe  mankind  maintaine  a  strife; 
All  whfch  I  meane  to  praise,  and  yet  I  would ; 
But  leave,  beoaose  I  cannot  as  I  should ! 


XXIV. 


TO  THB  PARLIAMENT. 

Tbeek^s  reason  good,  that  you  good  laws  should 

make: 
Men*s  manners  ne're  if  ere  viler,  for  your  aske. 


xxy. 

ON  SIR  TOLUPTVOUS  BEAST. 

Whiu  Beast  instructs  his  faire  and  innoceqt  wife 
In  the  past  pleasures  of  his  sensuall  life, 
Telling  the  motions  of  each  petUcote, 
And  how  his  Gantmcde  mov*d,  and  how  his  goate. 
And  now,  her  (hoorely)  her  own  cucqueane  makes. 
In  varied  shapes,  which  for  his  lust  she  takes: 
What  doth  he  else,  but  say,  *'  lieave  to  be  chaste, 
Just  wife,  and,  to  change  me,  make  woman's  haste." 


XXVI, 

ON  THE  QAMB  BEAST. 

Tram  his  chast  wife,  though  Beast  now  ki^ow  no  more, 
}{e  'adulters  still :  his  thoughts  lye  with  a  whoce. 


XXVII. 

ON  SIR  JOHN  ROE. 


In  piac£  qf  ^utcheons,  that  Should  decide  thy  herse. 
Tike  better  pi^iamcnts,  my  teares,  and  vejrsc. 


If  any  sword  could  save  from  Fates,  KoeH  c 
If  any  Muse  out-live  their  spight,  his  can; 

If  any  friends*  teares  cxxild  re^ore,  bis  wooM  ; 
If  any  pious  life  ere  lifted  man 

To  Heaven,  his  hath :  O  happy  state !  wbereiQ 

We,  sad  for  him,  may  glory,  and  not  sin. 


XXVIII. 

ON  DON  BURLT. 

Don  Surly,  to  aspire  the  glorioios  name 
Of  a  great  man,  and  to  be  tboagbt  the 
Makes  seriooft  nse  of  all  great  trade  he 
He  speakes  to  men  with  a  Rhinocerote's  noM;, 
Which  he  thinks  great ;  and  so  rcades  venes,  too: 
And  that  is  done,  as  he  saw  great  men  doe. 
H*  has  tympanies  of  bosniesse,  in  his  face, 
And  can  fo^ipet  men*s  names,  with  a  great  ^racc 
He  will  both  argue,  and  discourse  in  oatbe^ 
Both  which  are  great     And  laugh  at  in  mak 

cloathes; 
That 's  greater,  yet :  to  crie  his  owne  up  neat 
He  doth,  at  meales,  alooe,  his  pheasant  eat. 
Which  is  maine  gpeatnesse.    And,  at  his  still  boa< 
He  drinks  to  no  man:  that^  too,  like  a  lord. 
He  keeps  another's  wife,  which  is  a  spice 
Of  solemne  greatnesse.    And  he  dare«,  at  dke, 
Blaspheme  God  greatly.  Orsomepoorehiwleba^ 
That  breathes  in  his  dog*s  way:  and  this  is  grc^ 
Nay  more,  for  greatnesse  sake,  he  will  lie  one 
May  heare  my  Epigrammes,  but  like  of 
Suriy,  use  other  arts,  these  only  can 
Stile  thee  a  mpst  gr(ji|t  foole,  bat  np  gresit 


XXIX. 

TO  SIR  ANNUAL  TILTBR. 

TiLTER,  the  most  may'  admire  thee,  tbough  aot  I. 
And  thou,  right  guiltlesse,  inay*st  pleibd  toit,  vij^ 
For  thy  late  sharpe  device.    I  say  't  b  fit 
All  braines,  at  times  of  triumph,  should  nmoe  vtl. 
For  then,  our  water-condaits  doe  ninne  wine; 
But  that 's  put  in,  thou'lt  say.    Why,  to  is  tbioe. 


XXX. 

TO  PERSON  GUILTIE. 

OviLTiE,  be  wise;    and  though  thou  knov^  tta 

crimes 
Be  thine,  I  tax,  yet  doe  not  owne  my  rimes: 
'T  were  madnesse  hi  thee,  to  betray  thy  feme. 
And  person  to  the  world ;  ere  I  thy  name, 


XXXI. 

ON  BANCK,  THB  USURER. 

B|Nq^  feeles  no  lamenesse  of  his  knottie  goot, 
His  mooeycs  travails  for  hioi,  in  and  out : 
And  though  the  soundest  legs  goe  every  day, 
He  toyles  to  be  at  Hell,  as  soone  as  they. 
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XXXIT; 

Off  SIR  JOHir  ROK. 


tAT  two  brave  perilU  of  the  private  nrord 

Um\d  not  effect,  nor  all  the  Furies  doe, 

It  selfe-divided  Belgia'did  aff>rd; 

Vhat  not  the  envie  of  the  seas  reachM  too, 

i  cold  of  Mofico,  and  fat  Irish  ayre, 

lis  often  cbaoge  uf  clime  (though  not' of  mind) 

tat  could  not  work ;  at  home  in  bis  repaire 

Va3  bis  blest  falbe,  but  our  hard  lot  to  find. 

lich  shewes,  where  ever  death  doth  please  t'  ap- 

peare, 
x»  sefenes,  swords,  shot,  sicknesse,  all  are  there. 


XXXIIL 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  not  offend  thee  with  a  vtiine  teare  more, 
id-mentioo'd  Roe :  thou  art  but  gone  before, 
lither  the  worid  must  follow.     And  I,  now, 
eathe  to  expect  my  when,  and  make  my  bow. 
tiich  if  most  gracious  Heaven  grant  like  thine, 
tio  wets  my  grav^  can  be  no  friend  of  mine< 


XXXIV. 

OF  DEATtf . 

i  that  feires  death,  or  monmes  it,  in  the  just, 
ewes  of  the  resurrection  little  trust 


XXXV. 

TO  XING  JAMBB. 

HO  would  not  be  thy  subject,  James,  t*  obay 
prince  that  rules  by  example  more  than  sway? 
hose  manners  draw  more  than  thy  powers  eon- 

straiue. 
id  in  this  short  time  of  thy  happiest  reigne, 
ist  porg'd  thy  realmes,  as  we  have  now  no  cause 
;ft  us  of  feare,  but  first  odr  crimes,  then  lawes. 
ke  aydes  *gflinst  treasons  who  halh  found  before? 
id  then  in  them,  bow  could  we  know  God  more? 
rst  thou  presented  wert,  our  king  to  be, 
nd  since,  the  whol^  land  was  presenr'd  for  tfaeb 


XXXVI. 


TO  THB  GHOST  OF  MARTIAI.. 

[abtul,  thou  gaT^t  farre  nobler  Epigimmmes 
b  thy  Domitian,  than  I  can  my  James : 
at  in  my  royall  subject  I  passe  thee, 
bou  flattered*st  thine,  mine  cannot  flatter'd  be. 


XXXVII. 
OM  CHBT'RIL  THB  LAWYER^ 

ro  caate,  nor  client  fot,  will  Cfaer'ril  leese, 
tut  as  they  come,  on  both  sides  he  takes  fees, 
Lnd  pleaseth  both.     For  while  he  melts  his  grease 
'or  this :  that  wimni^  for  whom  he  htAdt  hit  peace« 


xxxvm. 

TO  PERSON  GUILTIB. 


GuiLTiB,  because  I  bade  you  late  be  wise, 
And  to  conceale  your  ulcers,  did  adrise. 
You  laugh  when  you  are  touch'd,  and  long  before 
Any  man  else,  you  clap  jrour  hands  and  rore. 
And  cry,Good !  good  I  Thii  quite  perverts  my  sense, 
And  lyes  so  forre  from  wit,  t  is  impudence. 
Beleeve  ti,  Guiltie,  if  you  lose  your  shame, 
rie  lote  my  modesties  and  tell  your  nubei 


XXXIX. 

ONOLDGOLTi  . 

Fok  all  night-sinnes,  with  other  wives,  unknown, 
Colt,  now,  doth  daily  penance  in  his  own. 


XL. 

ON  MARGARET  RATCLIFFB. 

M  AiiLB,  weepe,  for  thovr  do'st  cover 
A  dead  beaatie  under-neath  thee; 
Kich'  sis  naiture  could  bequeath  thee: 
G  rant  then,  no  rude  hand  remove  her. 
A II  the  gazers  on  the  skies 
R  ead  nbt  in  foire  Heaven's  stone, 
£  xpreaser  truth,  or  truer  glorie, 
T  ban  they  might  in  her  bright  eyeitf 

{i  are  as  wouder  ^as  her  wit ; 
A  nd  like  nectar  eVer  flowing: 
T  ill  time,  strong  by  her  bestowing, 
C  onquer'd  bath  both  life  and  it. 
L  ife  whose  griefe  w^s  out  of  fashlonr 
I  n  these  times;  few  so  have  ru!d 
F  ate  in  a  brother.    To  conclude, 
F  or  wit,  feature,  and  true  passion, 
E  ai^th,  thott  hast  not  such  another^f 


Gtfsbb,  dew  baud,  is  tura'd  pbysificd, ' 

And  gets  more  gold  than  all  the  colledge  cin: 

Such  her  quaint  practice  is,  so  it  allures. 

For  what  she  gave,  a  whore;  a  band,  she  cwrtfL* 


XUI; 

oil  GILES  AND  iONB. 

Wrfo  sayes  that  Giles  and  Johe  at  discord  be  ? 
Th'  observing  netghUoars  no  soch  mood  can  see. 
Indeed,  poore  Giles  repents  he  married  ever. 
Bufe  that  his  Jone  doth  too.   And  Giles  would  never^ 
By  his  free-will,  be  in  Jone's  company. 
No  more  would  Jone  be  should.   Giles  riseth  early, 
And  having  got  him  out  of  doores  is  glad. 
The  like  is  Jone.    But  turning  home  is  sad. 
And  so  is  Jone.    Oft-times'  when  Giles  doth  finde 
Harsh  fights  at  home,  Giles  wisheth  he  were  Uind, 
AH  this  doth  Jone.    Or  that  his  long-yearaM  life 
Where  quite  otit-^^n.   The  like  wish  hattt  his  wife/ 
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joNsoN's  voms. 


The  <9hildreii,  that  he  keepei,  Oilet  sweares  are 
Of  hit  begetting.    And  ao  sweares  his  Jone. 
In  all  affections  she  concurreth  still. 
If,  now,  with  man  and  wife^  to  will  and  nill 
The  selfe-same  things,  a  oot^  of  concord  be : 
I  know  no  couple  b^er  can  agree  ! 


XUII. 


to  RODRRT  BARLE  OF  tALISBVRlE. 

What  need  bast  tbou  of  me  ?  or  of  my  Mnse  ? 

Whose  actions  so  tbemselves  doe  celebrate  ? 
Which  should  thy  countrye^  love  to  speake  refuse, 

Her  foes  enough  would  fame  thee  in  their  hate. 
'Tofore,  great  men  were  glad  of  poets  *.  now, 

I,  not  the  worst,  ain  cotHous  of  thee. 
Yet  dare  not  to  my  thought  least  hope  allow 

Of  adding  to  thy  fame;  thine  may  to  me, 
When  in  my  book  men  reade  but  Cecilli  name. 

And  what  I  writ  thereof  finde  fiirre,  and  fiee 
Prom  servile  flatterie  (common  poets*  shame) 

As  thou  staod'st  eleare  of  the  necessitie* 


XUV. 

ON  CHUrPEy  BANKS  THE  UStTRER'S  KINSMAN. 


Chitfpb,  lately  rich  in  name,  ia  chattels,  goods, 

And  rich  in  issue  to  inherit  all, 

Ere  blacks  were,  booght  for  his  owne  funeral!, 
Saw  all  his  race  approach  the  blacker  floods : 
He  meant  tbey  thither  should  make  swift  repaire, 
When  he  made  hhn  ezectutor,  might  be  heire. 


XLV. 
ON  MY  nRIT  SONNE* 

pAitwiLL,  thou  child  of  my  right  hand,  and  joy ; 

My  sinne  was  too  much  hope  of  thee,  lov'd  boy, 

Seven  yeares  thou  wert  lent  to  me,  and  I  thee  pay, 

Eiacted  by  thy  fate  on  the  just  day. 

O,  could  I  lose  all  fatheiv  now.    For  why, 

Will  man  lament  the  state  he  should  cnvie  } 

To  have  so  soone  scap*d  worid's,  and  fleshe's  rage, 

And,  if  BO  other  miserie,  yet  age  ? 

Rest  in  soft  peace,  and,  ask'd,  say  here  doth  lye 

Ben.  Jonson  his  bert  piece  of  poetrie. 

For  who«e  sake,  beoce-fbrth,  all  hb  vowes  be  such. 

As  what  he  Igves  may  never  Kke  too  mBch. 


XLVr. 


TO  flR  LDCKLE8SB  WOO-ALL. 

Is  Chit  the  sir,  who,  some  waste  wife  to  whme, 
A  knight-hood  bought,  to  goe  a  ^oomg  in } 
T  is  Lucklesse  be,  that  (ooke  up  one  on  band 
To  pay  at's  day  of  marriage.     By  my  hand 
The  knight^wrigbt*s  cheated  then :  he'll  nevec  pay. 
Yes,  DOW  he  weares  his  knight-bood  every  day. 


XLVIL 

TO  THE  SAME* 

Sm  Lncilesse,  troth,  for  luck's  sake  passe  by  ( 
He  that  wooes  every  widdow,  will  get  Donat 


XLVai. 

ON  MUNORIL  ESQUl^Etf 

His  bought  armes  Mang*  not  lik'd  ;  for  bis  UrA  day 
Of  bearing  them  in  field,  he  threw  'hem  away : 
And  hath  no  honour  lost,  oo^  duellists  say. 


XLIX. 

to  PLAT-WRIOHT.. 

pLAY-wKfoirr  me  reades,  and  still  my  verses  damno^ 
He  sayes,  I  want  the  tongue  of  epigrammes; 
I  have  no  salt:  no  bawdrie  be  doth  meane; 
For  wittie,  in  his  language,  is  obscene. 
Play-wright,  J  loath  to  have  thy  mannen  1 
In  my  chast  booke :  professe  them  in  thine  c 


U 

TO  SIR  COD. 

LsAVB»  Cod,  tabBCOO-like,  &init  gnmmes  to  tak^ 
Or  fumie  clysters,  thy  moist  lungs  to  bake: 
Arsenike  would  thae  fit  for  societie  make. 


Ur 

TO  XlfiG  JAMB9. 

UrON  TBI  BAPPIB  FAUC  RUMOUR  OF  HIS  OBAIV,  IBft  TWV 

AND  TWENHBTB  DAT  OP  MAam^  1607. 

That  we  thy  losse  might  know,  and  tbou  oor  hmv 

Great  Heav*n  did  well,  to  give  ill  fiame  free  wing; 
Which  though  it  did  but  panick  tenoor  prove. 

And  farre  beneath  least  pause  of  such  a  Vaa^ 
Yet  give  thy  jealous  subjects  leave  to  doubt: 

Wlw  this  thy  scape  from  rumour  gratnlate^ 
No  lesse  than  if  firom  peril! ;  and  devout. 

Doe  b^  thy  care  unto  tfay  after-state. 
Pbr  we,  that  have  our  eyes  still  in  onr  eares^ 
Looke  not  upon  thy  dangers,  but  onr  feans* 


LU. 

TO  CENSORIOUS  COURTUNG. 

Coctnmo,  I  rather  thon  sbonld'st  ntteriy 
Dispraise  my  work,  than  praise  it  frwtUy : 
When  I  am*read»  thou  fain*6t  a  weak  applafli^ 
48  if  thou  weft  my  friend,  but  lack'dst  a  cansb 
lis  but  thy  judgement  fooles :  the  other  way 
ottld  both  thy  folly  and  thy  spite  betray. 


t 


LIU. 
TO  OLD-BXD  GATHXRBA. 

LoMo-oAtHBRiMo  Old-cnd,  I  did  feare  thee  wise, 
When  having  pill'd  a  book,  which  no  man  bayai^ 
Thou  wert  content  the  author*s  name  to  loose: 
But  when  (in  place)  thon  didst  the  patron'^  choosey 
It  was  as  if  thou  printed  bad'st  an  oath. 
To  give  the  world  assurance  thon  wert  both ; 
And  that,  as  pnritanes  at  bapttsme  doe. 
Thou  art  the  fritber,  and  the  witnesse  too. 
For>  but  thy  selfe,  where,  out  of  motly,  's  he 
Could  san  that  line  l»  daditate  to  Ibee  > 
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LIV. 

ON  CHElr'aiL. 


Kv*Rii.  crycs  out,  my  rents  libells  are ; 
i  threatens  the  starre-cbamber,  and  the  batre. 
lat  are  thy  petulant  pleadings^  CbeT*ri],  then, 
At  qult'st  the  cause  so  oft,  and  rayl'st  at  men? 


TO  FRAHCU  BEAUMONT. 

>w  I  doe  lore  thee,  Beaumont,  and  tby  Mum, 
At  onto  me  doft  such  religion  use ! 
>w  I  doe  feare  my  telfe,  that  am  not  worth 
e  least  indolgent  thought  thy  pen  dropi  lorth ! 
oQce  thon  mak'st  me  bappie,  and  unmak'st ; 
id  grwing  largely  to  me,  more  thon  tak'st 
hat  fiite  is  mine,  that  so  it  selfe  bereaves  ? 
hat  art  is  thine,  thit  so  thy  friend  deceiTes  ? 
hen  even  there,  where  most  thou  praisest  me, 
r  writing  better,  1  must  envie  thee. 


LVI. 

ON  POET-APB. 

K>Ra  Poet-ape,  that  would  be  thought  our  chielSe, 
Whose  woria  are  eene  the  frippery  of  wit, 
XMn  brocage  is  become  so  bold  a  theefe. 
As  we,  the  rob'd,  leave  rage^  and  pitie  it« 
I  first  he  made  low  shifts,  would  pick  and  gleane, 
Boy  the  reversion  of  old  playes;  now  growne 
3  *a  little  wealth,  and  credit  in  the  scene, 
He  takes  up  all,  makes  each  man's  wit  his  owne. 
nd,  told  of  this,  he  slights  it    Tut,  such  crimes 
The  sluggish  gaping  auditor  devonres ; 
e  markes  not  whose  *t  was  fint :  and  after-times 
May  judge  it  to  be  his,  as  well  as  ours, 
jole,  as  if  halfe  eyes  will  not  know  a  fleece 
rom  locksofwooll,  or  shreds  iit>m  the  whole  peece  ? 


LVII. 

ON  BAUOES,  AND  USURERS. 

f,  as  their  ends,  their  fruits  were  so  the  same, 
taudry  and  usury  were  one  kind  of  game. 


LVIII. 
TO  QROOMB  iDBOT. 

DEOT,  last  nighty  I  pray'd  thee  but  forbeare 
^o  reade  my  venes;  now  I  must  to  heare : 
^or  offiring,  witb  thy  smiles,  my  wit  to  grace, 
liy  ignorance  still  laughs  in  the  wrong  place, 
knd  so  my  sharpenesse  thou  no  lesse  dis-joynts, 
Hian  thou  did'st  late* my  sense,  loosing  my  points, 
io  have  I  scene  at  Christ-masse  sports,  one  tost, 
ind,  hood-wink'd,  for  a  man,  embrace  a  post 


LIX. 

ON  SPIES. 


Spies,  you  are  lights  in  stite,  but  of  base  stuffe, 
(Vho,  when  you  've  burnt  your  selves  downe  to  the 

snufie, 
Stinke,  and  are  throwne  away.    End  faire  enough. 


IX. 


TO  WILLIAM  LORD  MOUNTBAGLB* 

Lot,  what  my  countrey  shouI<i  have  done  (have 

An  obeliske,  or  columne  to  thy  name,       [raisM 
Or,  if  she  would  btii  modestly  have  prais'd 

Thy  fact,  in  brasse  or  marble  writ  the  same) 
I,  that  am  glad  of  thy  great  chance,  here  doe  \ 

And  proud,  my  worke  shall  out-last  common 
deeds, 
Durst  thinke  it  great,  and  worthy  wonder  too, 

But  thine,  for  which  I  doot,  so  much  exceeds ! 
My  oountrie*H  parents  I  have  many  knowne ; 

But  saver  of  my  countrey  thee  alone. 


LXI. 
TO  POOLS,  OR  KNATB. 

Tor  praise,  or  dispraise  is  to  me  alike ; . 
One  doth  not  stroke  me,  nor  the  other  strike. 


LXIL 


TO  FINE  LADT  WOULD-BE. 

FiNx  madam  Would-be,  wheribre  should  yon  fba#e,' 
That  love  to  make  so  well,  a  child  to  beare  ? 
The  world  reputes  you  barren :  but  I  know 
Your  'pothecary,  and  his  drag  tayes  nob 
Is  it  the  peine  affirights  I  that  'a  soone  forgot. 
Or  your  complexion's  loise  ?  you  have  a  pot, 
That  can  restore  that.    Will  it  hurt  your  feature  ? 
To  make  amends,  yo*  are  thought  a  wholesome 

creature. 
What  should  the  cause  be  ?  ■  Oh,  you  live  at  court  i 
And  there's  both  losse  of  time,  and  losse  of  sport 
In  a  great  belly..   Write,  then  on  thy  wombe; 
Of  the  not  borne,  yet  buried,  here's  the  tombe. 


LXIIL 

TO  ROBBRT  BARtE  OF  8ALISBI7RIB. 

Who  can  consider  thy  right  courses  run. 
With  what  thy  vertue  on  the  times  hath  won^ 
And  not  thy  fbitnne ;  who  can  clearely  see, 
The  judgement  of  the  king  so  shine  m  thee  y 
And  that  thou  seek'ftt  reward  of  thy  each  ac^. 
Not  from  the  pnblick  Toyoe,  but  private  fi^t } 
Who  can  behold  all  enrie  so  declm'd 
By  constant  snffiring  of  thy  eqoall  mind; 
And  can  to  these  be  silent,  Salisburie, 
Without  bis,  thine^  and  all  times  injurie  ? 
Curst  be  hb  Muse,  that  could  lye  dumbe,  or  hid 
To  so  true  worth,  though  thou  thy  selfiB  fiNrbid. 


LXIV. 


TO  THE  SAMfe. 

OrOM  TBI  ACCBS8I0N  OP  TBI  TUASUaiXSHIP  TO  HIM. 

Nor  glad,  like  those  that  have  new  hopes,  or  suites^ 
With  thy  new  place,  bring  I  these  early  fruiu 
Of  love,  and  what  the  j^olden  age  did  hold 
A  treasure,  art:  condemned  in  th'  age  of  gold^ 
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Kor  glad  as  those,  that  old  dependents  be, 
To  see  thy  father's  rites  new  laid  on  thee. 
Kor  glad  for  fashion.    Nor  to  show  a  fit 
Of  flattery  to  thy  titles.    Nor  of  wit. 
But  I  am  glad  to  see  that  time  survive, 
Where  merit  is  not  sepulcher^d  alive. 
Where  good  men*s  vertues  them  to  honours  bring. 
And  not  to  dangers.    When  so  wise  a  king 
Contends  t*  have  worth  enjoy,  from  his  regard. 
As  her  owne  conscience,  still,  the  same  reward. 
Hiese  (noblest  Cecil)  IsbourM  in  my  thonght. 
Wherein  what  wonder  see  thy  name  hath  bronght  ? 
That  whil'st  I  meant  but  thine  to  gratulate, 
Pve  sung  the  greater  fortunes  of  our  state. 


LXV. 

TO  MY  M 09B. 

AwAT,  and  leave  me,  thoo  thing  most  abhord. 

That  hast  beiray'd  me  to  a  worthleise  lord ; 

Made  me  commit  most  fierce  tdolatrie 

To  a  great  image  through  thy  luxurie. 

Be  thy  next  master's  more  unluckie  Muse, 

And,  as  thon  *hast  mine,  his  hoores,  and  youU^  abuse. 

Get  him  the  times*  Jong  grudge,  the  court's  ill  will; 

And  reconcird,  keepe  him  suspected  still. 

Make  him  fosle  all  his  friends ;  and,  which  is  wotk. 

Almost  all  wayes,  to  any  better  course. 

With  me  thou  leav'st  an  happier  Muse  than  thee, 

And  which  thou  brought*st  me,  welcome  povertie, 

She  shall  instruct  my  after-thoughts  to  write 

Things  manly,  and  not  smellmg  pantfite. 

But  I  repent  me :  stay.    Who  e're  is  rais'd. 

For  worth  he  has  not,  he  is  tax'd,  not  pran'd. 


LXVI. 
to  SIR  ABNar  CART. 

That  neither  fame,  nor  love  might  wanting  be 
To  greatnesse,  Cary,  I  sing  that,  and  thee. 
Whose  house,  if  it  no  other  honour  had. 
In  onely  thee,  might  be  both  great,  and  glad. 
Who,  to  upbraid  the  sloth  of  this  our  time. 
Durst  valour  make,  almost,  but  not  a  crime. 
Which  deed  I  know  not,  whether  were  more  high. 
Or  thou  more  happie,  it  to  jostifie 
Against  thy  fortune :  when  no  foe,  that  day. 
Could  conquer  thee,  but  chance,  who  did  betray. 
Love  thy  great  losse,  which  a  renowne  hath  wonne^ 
To  live  when  Broeck  not  stands,  nor  Root  doth 


Lofve  honours,  which  of  best  example  be,* 
When  they  cost  dearest,  and  are  done  most  free. 
Though  every  fortitude  deserves  applause. 
It  may  be  much,  or  little,  in  the  cause. 
He's  valiant'st,  that  dares  fight,  and  not  for  pay; 
That  vertoous  is,  when  the  reward's  away. 


LXvn. 

TO  THOMAS  BARLB  OF  BUFFOtKk. 

SmCB  men  have  left  to  doe  praise-worthy  things, 
Most  thmk  all  praises  flatteries.    But  truth  brings 

>  The  castle  and  river  neere  where  he  was  taken. 


That  sound,  and  that  authority  with  her  i 
As,  to  be  rais'd  by  her,  is  onefy  fome. 
Stand  high,  then,  Howard,  digh  in  eyes  of  bmo, 
High  in  thy  blood,  thy  place,  but  bi^iett  then. 
When,  in  men's  wisho,  so  thy  vertues  winvgbt. 
As  all  thy  honours  were  by  them  fint  snogfat: 
And  thou  design'd  to  be  the  same  thou  art. 
Before  thou  weit  it,  in  each  good  man's  heart 
Which,by  no  lesse  oonfirm'd,  than  thy  king's  dboioe. 
Proves,  that  is  God's,  which  was  the  people's  v  ' 


.  LXVin. 

OH  PLAT-WRIGBT. 

PijiT-waioBT  convict  of  publick  wrongs  to  me^ 
Takes  private  beatings,  and  begins  againe. 
Two  kinds  of  vak>ur  he  doth  show  at  ones; 
Active  in  's  braine,  and  passive  in  his  bones. 


1X1X0 

TO  PBRTtNAX  COB. 

Cos,  thou  nor  souldier,  theefe,  nor  fencer  art. 
Yet  by  thy  weapon  liv*st !  ttf  hast  one  good  pat 


LXX. 

TO  WILLIAM  ROS. 

Warn  Nature  bids  us  leave  to  live,  't  is  late 
Then  to  begin,  my  Roe.    He  makes  a  state 
In  life,  that  can  employ  it ;  and  takes  hold 
On  the  true  causes,  ere  they  grow  too  old. 
DeUy  is  bad,  doubt  worse,  depending  wont; 
Each  best  day  of  our  life  escapes  us,  first 
Then,  since  we  (more  than  many)thesetnithskBOV! 
Though  life  be  short,  let  us  not  make  it  so. 


LXXI.- 

ON  COORT-PARRAT. 

To  pluck  downe  mine.  Poll  sets  up  new  wits  st9I, 
Still,  't  is  his  Inck  to  praise  me  'gainst  his  will. 


LXXII. 

TO  COURT-LIRG. 

I  oativB  not,  Court-lhig,  thou  art  started  up 
A  chamber-critick,  and  dost  dine,  and  sup 
At  madame's  table,  where  thou  mak'at  all  wit 
Goe  high,  or  low,  as  thou  wilt  value  it 
T  is  not  thy  judgement  breeds  the  prejodios^ 
Thy  person  only,  Courtling,  is  the  vice. 


IXXIU. 
TO  FINB  GRAND. 

What  is  t,  fine  Grand,  makes  thee  my  friend  Aip 
Or  take  an  epigramme  so  fearefuUy :  [§k. 

As  't  were  a  challenge,  or«  borrower's  letter? 
The  world  must  know  your  greatnesee  is  my  debtsi« 
In-prims,  Grand,  you  owe  me  for  a  jest; 
I  lent  you,  on  meere  acquaintance,  kt  a  font 
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ftm^  a  tale  or  two,  lome  fortnight  aftffir ; 

Thatyet  iiiahit^iiefyou,Mid your  house inUogbter. 

It^m^  the  Babylonian  song  you  ling; 

hem,  a  fiiire  Greeke  pocsie  for  a  ring : 

With  which  a  learned  madame  yon  belye. 

hm,  a  channe  rorrounding  foarefully. 

Your  parHe-per-paU  pictare,  one  halfo  dravne 

hi  sotenme  cypres,  the  other  cob-web-lawne. 

Itmy  a  gulling  mprese  for  you,  at  tUt 

Jtm,  your  mistris'  anagram,  i*  your  hilt. 

Item,  your  owne,  tew'd  in  your  mistrii*  smock. 

Item,  an  efNtaph  on  my  lord's  cock. 

In  most  Tile  Tcrses,  and  cost  me  more  pame, 

Thaa  had  I  made  'hem  good,  to  fit  your  vaine. 

Fortie  things  more,  deare  Grand,  which  you  know 

-true, 
VW  which,  or  pay  me  quickly,  or  Pie  pay  you. 


LXXIV. 

TO  THOMAS  LORD  CHANCBLOR. 

Wsa'sT  thy  weigh*d  judgements,  Egertoo,  I  heare. 
And  know  thee,  then,  a  judge,  not  of  one  yeare; 
Whtl*kt  I  behold  thee  lire  with  purest  hands; 
That  no  affection  in  thy  voyce  commands ; 
That  itiU  th*  art  present  to  the  better  cause; 
JUid  no  lesse  wise,  than  skilfoll  m  the  lawes ; 
WhiPit  thou  art'certahie  to  thy  words,  once  gone, 
As  is  thy  conscience,  which  is  alwayes  one : 
The  virgin,  loog-since  fled  from  Earth,  T  see, 
T*  our  times  retom*d,  hath  made  her  Hearen  in  thee. 


LXXV. 

ON  UFPBy  THl  TEACBnk 

I  CAimoT  thmk  there 's  that  antipathy 
T  wixt  puritnnes,  and  players,  as  some  cry ; 
Though  Lippe,  at  PauPs,  ranne  from  his  text  away, 
T  inreigfa  Against  playes :  what  did  he  then  but  play  ? 


IXXVL 


UXVlIi 


OMB  THAT  DBSIRSO  MB  NOT  TO  NABIb  HIM« 

Bb  safe,  nor  feare  thy  selfo  so  good  a  fame. 
That,  any  way,  my  booke  should  speake  thy  namcl  i 
For,  if  thou  shame,  ranck'd  with  my  friends,  to  goe, 
r  am  more  asham'd  to  have  thee  thought  my  foe. 


Lxx\an. 

TO  HORNBT. 


HoBHvr,  thou  hast  thy  wife  drest  for  the  stall. 
To  draw  thee  custome:  but  her  selfo  gets  all. 


LXXIX. 
TO  BUZABBTH  COUNTBMB  OF  RinXAND. 

That  poets  are  forre  rarer  births  than  lungs, 

Yoor  noblest  fotber  pror'd :  like  whom,  before^ 
Or  then,  or  since,  about  our  Muses'  springs, 

Ckme  not  that  soule  exhausted  so  their  store. 
Hence  was  it,  that  the  Destmies  decreed 

(Save  that  nu3st  masculine  issue  of  his  brabe) 
No  male  unto  him :  who  could  so  exceed 

Nature,  they  thought,  in  all,  that  he  would  foiae« 
At  which,  she  h^ipily  displeas'd,  made  you : 

On  whom,  if  he  were  living  now;  to  look. 
He  should  those  rare,  and  ateolnte  numbers  vieVi 

Am  he  would  bume^  or  better  farre  hts  book. 


ON  LOCT  COCNTBSSB  OF  BBDFORII. 

Tna  morning,  timely  raptwith  holy  fire, 

1  thought  to  forme  unto  my  zealons  Muse, 
What  kinde  of  creature  I  could  most  desire. 

To  honour,  serve,  and  love ;  as  poets  use. 
1  meant  to  make  her  foire,  and  free,  and  wise. 

Of  gteateat  bkwd,  and  yet  more  good  than  great, 
I  meant  the  day-starre  should  not  brighter  rise. 

Nor  lend  like  mAuence  fitom  his  lucent  seat. 
I  meant  she  should  be  courteous,  focile,  sweet. 

Hating  that  solemne  vice  of  greatnesse,  pride; 
I  meant  each  softest  vertue  there  should  meet, 

Rt  in  that  softer  bosome  to  reside. 
Only  a  learned,  and  a  manly  soule 

1  purposed  her ;  that  should,  with  even  powen, 
Tht  nM^  the  qiindle,  and  the  sheeres  oontroule 

Of  Derttnie,  and  ipin  her  owne  fiee  houres. 
Such  when  I  meant  to  faine,  and  wishM  to  see. 

My  Muse  bade^  Bedford  write,  and  that  was  she. 


LXXX. 

OF  UFB  AND  OBATH. 

Trx  ports  of  death  are  sins ;  of  lifo,  good  deeds : 
Through  which  our  merit  leads  us  to  our  meeds. 
How  wiUiill  blind  is  he  then,  that  should  stray. 
And  hath  it,  in  his  power,  to  make  his  way! 
This  worid  death's  region  is,  the  other  life's : 
And  here  it  should  be  one  of  our  first  strifes. 
So  to  firont  death,  as  men  might  judge  us  past  itr 
For  good  men  but  see  death,  the  wicked  tast  it. 


LXXXI. 

TO  FROULB  THB  FLAOIART. 

FoEBiAmi  to  tempt  me,  Pronle,  I  will  not  show 
A  line  unto  thee,  till  the  world  it  know; 
Or  that  I  'ave  by  two  good  sufiksient  men. 
To  be  the  wealthy  witnesse  of  my  pen : 
For  all  thou  hear'st,  thou  swear'st  thy  sdfo  didst  doo. 
Thy  wit  lives  by  it,  Pronle,  and  belly  toa 
Which,  if  thou  leave  not  soone  (though  I  am  loth) 
i  must  a  libell  make,  and  cosen  both. 


LXXXIL 

ON  CAf  HIBRD  CAFTAIk  8URLT. 

Soelt's  old  whore  in  her  new  silks  doth  swim  s 
He  cast,  yet  keeps  her  well !  No^  she  keeps  him. 
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lONSON'S  POEMS* 


ucxxiir. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 

To  put  out  the  wordy  whore,  tboa  do^st  me  woo, 
Tbroughout  my  book.    'Troth  put  out  woman  too. 


LXXXIV. 

TO  LUCT  C0I7MTESSB  OF  BEDFORD. 

Maoamb,  I  toid  3ron  late,  how  I  repented, 

I  ask'd  a  lord  a  buck,  and  he  denied  me ; 
And,  ere  I  could  aske  you,  I  was  i^revented : 

For  your  most  uoble  offer  bad  supply'd  me. 
Straight  went  I  home ;  and  there,  most  like  a  poet, 

I  fancied  to  my  selfe,  what  wine,  what  nit     [it, 
t  would  have  spent:  how  er^  Muse  should  know 

And  Phoebus-selfe  should  be  at  eating  it. 
O  madame,  if  your  grant  did  thus  tramfer  me. 
Make  it  your  gift.   See  whither  that  will  beare  me. 


LXXXV. 
TO  SIR  RElf  RT  GOODYERB. 

GooDYEis,  I  'm  glad,  and  gratefiill  to  report. 
My  selfe  a  witnesse  of  thy  few  dayes*  sport : 
l^ere  I  both  leam'd,  why  wise-men  hawking  follow^ 
And  why  that  bird  was  sacred  to  Apollo : 
She  dolh  instruct  men  by  her  gallant  flight. 
That  they  to  knowledge  so  should  toure  upright. 
And  never  stoope,  but  to  strike  ignorance: 
Which  if  they  misse,  they  yet  should  re-advance 
To  former  height,  and  there  in  circle  tarrie, 
Till  they  be  sure  to  make  the  foole  their  quarrie. 
Now,  in  whose  pleitsnres  I  have  this  discerned, 
What  would  his  serious  actions  mo  have  learned  ? 


LXXXVI* 
TO  TAB  tAMB. 

W^BN  I  would  know  thee,Goodyere*  my  thooght  kMks 

UpoD  thy  well-made  choise  of  friends,  and  books; 

Then  doe  I  kive  thee,  and  behold  thy  ends 

In  making  thy  friends  books,  and  thy  books  friends : 

Now,  I  must  give  thy  life,  and  deed,  the  voyce 

Attending  such  a  studio,  soeh  a  choyoe. 

Where,  though  't  be  love,  that  to  thy  praise  doth 

mov^ 
It  was  a  knowledge,  that  begat  that  love. 


LXXXVII. 

OR  CA^AINB  HAZARD  THE  CHEATER. 

ToucB^n  with  the  siane  of  false  play,  in  his  punque, 
Hazard  a  month  forswore  his ;  and  jcrew  drunke 
Each  night,  to  drowne  his  cares :  but  when  the  gaitie 
Of  what  she  had  wrought  came  in,  and  wak'd  his 

bratne. 
Upon  th'  aocompt,  heii  grfew  the  quicker  trade. 
Since  irheD»  he's  i(4>er  agaiHe,  and  all  pUy^  made. 


ixxxvm. 

ON  BNGIitSH  MOUNSIBUR. 

WoDtn  you  beleeve,  when  you  tha  i 
That  his  whole  body  should  qieake  Freoeh,  not  he  ? 
That  so  m ueh  skarfe  of  France;  and  bat,  and  fsthcr, 
And  shooe,  and  tye,  and  garter  should  oodie  bethcr. 
And  land  on  one,  whose  fsee  durst  never  be 
Toward  the  sea,  fkrther  than  haHSs-way  tree? 
That  he,  untraveird,  should  be  French  so  nUicb, 
As  Prencb-oen  in  his  company  shonid  seeme  Dutch  ? 
Or  had  his  farther,  when  he  did  him  get. 
The  French  disease,  with  which  he  laboors  jrel? 
Or  hung  some  mouosieur*s  picture  on  the  wall, 
By  whidi  his  damme  conceived  him,cltitlieaandal! 
Or  is  it  some  French  statue  ?  No:  't  doth  move. 
And  stoope,  and  cringe.  O  then,  it  needs  must  profe 
The  new  Prench-taykMr's  motion,  monthly  made, 
t)aily  to  tume  in  PauPs,  and  helpe  the  trade. 


UDoax. 

TO  EDWARD  ALLEN. 

If  Rome  so  great,  and  in  her  wisest  age, 
Feard  not  to  boast  the  glories  of  hfr  stage. 
As  skilfuU  Roscius,  and  grave  .Ssope,  men. 
Yet  crown*d  with  honours,  as  with  riches,  then; 
Who  had  no  lesse  a  trumpet  of  their  name. 
Than  Cicero,  whose  every  breath  was  fame : 
How  can  so  great  example  dye  in  me, 
Thal|  Allen,  I  should  pause  to  publish  thee  ? 
Who  both  their  graces  in  thy  selfe  hast  more 
Out-stript,  than  they  did  all  that  went  before : 
And  present  worth  in  all  dost  so  contract. 
As  others  speak,  but  only  thou  dost  act. 
Weare  this  renowne.    T  is  just,  that  who  did  give 
So  many  poets  life,  by  one  should  li?^ 


xa 


ON  MILL, 
MY  LADIE's  woman. 

When  Mill  fint  came  to  court,  the  unprofiting  foole, 
Unworthy  such  a  mistris,lBuch  a  sehoole* 
Was  dull,  and  kmg,  ere  she  would  go  to  man: 
At  last,  ease,  app^Ute,  and  example  wan 
The  nicer  thing  to  taste  her  ladle's  page ; 
And,  finding  good  security  in  his  age. 
Went  on :  and  provmg  him  still,  day  by  day, 
Discem'd  no  diflference  of  his  yeares,  or  play. 
Not  though  that  haire  grew  browner  wblch  once 
was  amber,  [ber, 

And  be  growne  youth,  was  called  to  his  ladie*s  cbam- 
SttU  Mill  oootibu'd :  nay,  his  face  growing  wone, 
And  he  removed  to  gent^man  of  the  horse. 
Mill  was  the  same.   Since,  both  his  body  and  hoe 
Blown  up ;  and  he  (too  unwieldy  for  that  place) 
Hath  got  the  stewani's  cbaire :  he  w31  not  tany 
Longer  a  day,  but  with  his  Mill  will  marry. 
And  it  is  hopVl,  that  she,  like  Milo,  wull 
first  bearing  him  a  c*lfe,  betre  him  a  buH 
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XCI. 

TO  SIR  BORACS  VERB« 


WHfca  of  tby  oanMt  I  take,  not  only  bearet 

A  Rom—  found,  bat  Ronnoe  vertue  wwrai, 

niostrotit  Vera,  or  Horaoe ;  fit  to  be 

San0  by  a  Horace,  or  a  Muse  as  freei 

Which  thoa  ait  to  thy  felfe:  wboae  fime  was  won 

In  th'  eye  of  Eorope,  where  thy  deeds  were  done, 

When  oo  thy  trumpet  she  dicl  sound  a  blast. 

Whose  rellish  to  eternity  shall  last 

I  leave  thy  acts,  which  should  I  prosequte 

TluniKi^hoQt,  might  flatt'ry  seeme ;  and  to  be  mute 

To  mny  one,  were  enry :  which  would  lire 

As«iiwt  my  grate,  and  time  could  not  fbrgirew 

I  speaike  thy  other  graces,  not  lease  shown. 

Nor  lease  in  practice ;  but  lene  marfc'd,  lesse  known : 

Hamaoity,  and  piety,  which  are 

As  noble  in  great  chiefe^  as  they  are  rare ; 

And  best  become  the  valiant  man  to  weare. 

Who  more  should  seek  men's  reverence^  than  feare. 


XCU. 

THRU IV  CRY. 

Eac  cherries  ripe,  and  straw-berries  be  gone, 
Unto  the  cryes  of  London  Fie  adde  one; 
Ripe  statesmen,  ripe :  they  grow  in  every  street  j 
At  size  and  twenty,  ripe.    Yon  shall  'hem  meet. 
And  have  'hem  yeeld  no  savour,  but  of  state. 
Ripe  are  their  ruffes,  their  cuffes,  their  beards, 

their  gaite. 
And  grave  as  ripe,  like  mellow  as  their  faces. 
Tbej  know  the  sUtes  of  Christendome,  not  the 

places:  * 

Yet  have  they  seen  the  maps,  and  bought  'hem  too, 
And  onderstand  'hem,  as  most  chapmen  do. 
The  covmsels,  prqjects,  practises  they  know. 
And  what  each  prince  doth  for  intelligence  owe^ 
And  nnto  whom:  they  are  the  almanacks 
For  twelves  yeares  yet  to  come,  what  eaoh  state 
They  carry  in  their  pockets  Tacitos,  [lacks. 

And  the  Gasetti,  or  Gailo-Belgictts: 
And  taike  itscrv'd,  loek'd  up,  and  fbU  of  f^sare, 
Nay,  aaka  yon,  how  the  day  goes,  in  your  eare* 
Keep  aStarre-chamber  sentence  close  twelve  dayes } 
And  whisper  what  a  proclamation  sayes. 
They  meA  in  siies,  and  at  every  mart. 
Are  aore  to  con  the  catalogue  by  heart; 
Or,  every  day,  some  one  at  Rimee's  looks. 
Or  Bit's,  and  there  he  boyes  the  names  of  books. 
They  all  get  Porta,  ibr  the  sundry  wayes 
To  write  m  cjrpher,  and  the  severall  keyes, 
To  ope*  the  character.  They  have  found  the  sfeight 
With  joyee  of  limans,  onions,  pisse,  to  write; 
To  braake  up  scales,  and  ckise  'hem.    And  they 
If  the  states  make  oeace,  how  it  wUI  go       [know. 
With  England.    All  foibiddea  books  they  get 
And  of  the  pewdei>-pbt,  they  will  talke  yet. 
At  naaaing  the  Firench  Ung,  their  beads  they  shake. 
And  at  the  pope^  and  Spaine  sKght  faces  make. 
Or'ga^BStthe  bisbope,  for  the  bvethien,  raile, 
Moeh  like  those  breUiren;  thinknig  ttf  prevaile 
With  ignorance  on  us,  as  they  have  done 
On  them:  and  therefbre  do  not  only  shun 
Others  more  molest,  bat  contemne  us  too, 
Thai  kB9w  «ot  ei^  aneh  itnle,  wn»g,  as  they  do* 


TO  SHt  JOBH  RADCUFFe. 


How  like  a  colomne^  RadcHfle,  left  alone 
.For  the  great  marfce  of  veitoe,  thoeebeing  gone 
Who  did,  alHce  withthee^  thy  house  np4)eare, 
Stand'st  thou,  to  show  the  times  what  you  aU-were  i 
Two  bravely  m  the  battaHe  feu,  and  dy'd,  ' 
Upbraiding  rebelVs  annesy  and  barbarous  pride ' : 
And  two^  that  would  have  Mne  as  greats  as  they. 
The  Belgick  fever  ravished  away. 
Thou,  that  art  all  their  valour,  all  their  spirit, 
And  thine  own  geodnesse  to  enerease  thy  merit,  • 
Than  whose  I  do  not  knoir  a  whiter  sdak, 
Kor  could  I,  had  I  seen  aU  Nature's  toll, 
thou  yet  remaya'st,  un-hnrt,  in  peaoe,  or  war> 
Though  not  unptovMt  which  shows,  thy  fbrtonea  ^ 
Willing  to  eacpiate  the  fiudt  in  thee,  [are  < 

iVhsmrith,  agaiMttfay  bfeod,  they*  offndtrs  be. 


XCIV. 


TO  LUCY  COUNTBtSB  OF  BEDFORD, 

wtni  m.  noMMB's  SAxrais. 

Li7cr,  you  brightnesse  of  our  spheare,  who  are 

life  of  the  Muses'  day,  their  morning  starre ! 

If  works  (not  th'  author's)  their  own  grace  shookl 

h)ok, 
Whose  poemes  would  not  wish  to  be  your  book  ? 
But  these,  desir'd  by  you,  the  maker's  ends 
Crown  with  their  own.    Rare  poemes  aske  rare 

friends. 
Vet  satyres,  dnce  the' most  of  mankind  be 
Their  un-avoided  subject,  fewest  see : 
for  none  ere  tooke  that  pleasure  in  sin's  sense, 
But,  when  they  heard  it  tax*d,  took  more  offence* 
They,  then,  that  living  where^e  matter  is  bred,' 
Dare  lor  these  poems,  yet,  both  aske,  and  read. 
And  like  them  too ;  must  needfully,  though  few. 
Be  of  the  bests  and 'mongst  those  best  are  yon | 
Lucy,  you  brightoesse  of  our  q>heare,  who  are 
The  Muses^  eveniag,  as  their  momingwstarre^ 


xcv. 

TO  SIR  HBRRT  SAYILB/ 

Ir,  my  religicn  safe,  I  durst  embrace 
That  stranger  doctrine  ef  Pythagoras, 
I  should  beleeve,  the  soole  of  Tacitkis 
In  thee,  most  weighty  Savile,  liv'd  to  us : 
So  hast  thou  rendred  him  in  all  his  bounds. 
And  all  his  numbers,  both  of  sense  and  sounds. 
But  when  I  read  that  speciall  piece,  restor'd^ 
Where  Nero  fells,  and  Oalba  is  adored, 
To  thine  owne  proper  I  ascribe  then  more ; 
And  gratulate  the  breach,  I  griev'd  before  s 
Which  Fate  (it  seemes)  caus'd  in  the  historic. 
Only  to  boast  thy  merit  in  fupply. 
O,  would'kt  thou  adde  like  hand  to  all  the  rest  f 
Or,  better  wurke !  were  thy  glad  coimfrey  blest^ 
To  have  her  stone  woven  in  Uiy  thred ; 
Minervae's  loome  was  never  richer  spred. 

I  Inhretandf' 
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For  who  catt  mMter  those  great  parts  like  thee, 
That  liv*st  from  hope,  fW>iii  feare,  from  fsctioa  free; 
That  bast  thy  brest  so  cleere  of  preseot  crimes, 
Tboit  oeed'st  not  shrinke  at  voyce  of  after-time« ; 
Whose  knowledge  claymeth  at  the  helme  to  stand ; 
But,  wisely,  tfamsts  not  ftnth  a  forward  band, 
No  more  than  Salnst  in  the  Romane  State  ! 
As,  then,  bis  caose,  his  glorie  emolate. 
Although  to  write  be  lesser  than  to  doo, 
It  is  the  next  deed,  and  a  great  one  too. 
We  fkeed  a  inan  that  knowes  the  severall  graces 
Of  historie,  and  how  to  apt  their  places; 
Where  breritie,  where  splendour,  and  where  height. 
Where  sweetaesse  is  required,  and  where  weight; 
We  need  a  man,  can  speake  of  the  intents. 
The  counsells,  actions,  orders  and  events 
Of  state,  and  censure  them:  we  need  his  pen 
Can  write  the  things,  the  causes  and  the  men. 
But  most  we  need  hb  fisith  (and  all  have  you) 
That  dares  not  write  things  fidse,  nor  h  ide  things  true. 


iONSON^  PO£MS. 


XCVI. 

TO  JOHN  001111 E. 

Wao  shall  doubt,  Donne,  wh^r  t  a  poet  be. 
When  I  dare  send  niy  epigramdies  to  thee  ? 
That  so  alone  canst  judge,  so*  ak>ne  do*st  make : 
And  ill  thy  censures,  evenly,  do*8t  take 
As  free  simplicitie,  to  dis-avo^, 
As  thou  hast  best  autboritie  t*  allow. 
Read  all  I  send :  and  if  I  finde  but  one 
Mark'd  by  thy  hand,  and  with  the  better  stone. 
My  title^s  seaPd.    Those  that  finr  clap»  doe  write. 
Let  pui'nees*,  porters',  players*  praise  delight. 
And  till  they  burst,  their  backs,  like  aises,  load : 
A  roan  should  seeke  great  glorie,  and  not  broad. 


XCVIL 

ON  THB  NEW  MOTION. 

SiB  you  yond*  motion }  not  the  old  la-ding, 
Nor  captayne  Pod,  nor  yH  the  Eltham-thing; 
But  one  more  rare,  and  in  the  case  so  new: 
His  cloake  with  orient  velvet  quite  lin*d  through ; 
His  rosie  tyes  and  garters  so  ore-blowne. 
By  hb  ea<Mi  glorious  parcell  to  be  knowne ! 
He  wont  was  to  encounter  me  aloud, 
Where  ere  he  met  me ;  now  he's  dumbe  or  proud. 
Know  you  the  cause  ^  H*  has  neither  land  nor  lease, 
Nor  baudie  stock  that  travells  for  encrease. 
Nor  office  in  the  towne,  nor  place  in  court. 
Nor  *bout  the  beares,  nor  noyse  to  make  lords  sport. 
He  is  no  fevorite's  fkvorite,  no  deare  trust 
Of  any  madame,  hath  neadd  squires,  and  mult 
Nor  did  the  king  of  Denmarke  him  salute. 
When  he  was  here.    Nor  hath  he  got  a  sute. 
Since  he  was  gone,  more  than  the  one  he  weares. 
Nor  are  the  queene*8  most  honored  maids  by  th'eaies 
About  his  forme.    What  then  so  swels  each  lim  ^ 
Only  hb  clothes  have  over-leaven'd  him. 


XCVIIL 
to  SIA  THOMAS  ROB. 

Tboo  hast  begun  well,  Roe,  which  st^  well  to^ 
And  I  know  nothing  more  ttaoa  hast  to  dou 


He  that  is  round  within  himselfe  and  streigbt. 
Need  seeke  no  other  strength,  no  other  height; 
Fortune  upon  him  breaks  her  sdfe,  if  ill. 
And  what  would  hurt  his  vertue,  makes  it  stilL 
That  thou  at  once,  then,  nObly  mayst  defexid 
.With  thine  owne  course  the  judgement  of  thy  firieod. 
Be  alwayes  to  thy  gatb«r*d  seMe  the  saoie: 
And  studiecon8cience,more  than  thou  would^stfome. 
Though  both  be  good,  the  latter  yet  is  \ 
And  ever  b  ill  got  without  the  firsL 


XCK. 
TO  THB  SAMB. 

That  thou  hast  kept  thy  k>ve,  encreast  tliy  wSI, 
Better*d  thy  trust  to  kttent ;  that  thy  duU 
Hast  taught  thy  selfe  worthy  thy  pen  to  tread. 
And  that  to  write  things  worthy  to  be  read : 
How  much  of  great  example  wert  thou.  Roe, 
if  time  to  focts,  as  unto  men  would  owe  ? 
But  much  it  now  availes,  what's  done,  of  wboBi: 
The  selfe-same  deeds,  as  diversly  they  come. 
From  place,  or  fortune,  are  made  high  or  km. 
And  even  the  praiser's  judgement  suffen  so.     [be. 
Well,  though  thy  name  lesse  than  oar  great  onei 
Thy  fact  b  more :  let  truth  encourage  thee. 


ON  PLAT-IV RIGHT. 

PLAT-wmtcBT  by  chance  hearing  some  toyes  P  had    J 
Cry'd  to  my  face,  they  were  th*  elixir  of  wit :  [writ, 
Aiid  I  must  now  beleeve  him :  for  to  day, 
Five  of  my  jests,  then  stohie,  past  him  a  play. 


CL 

tNYITINO  A  FRIBND  TO  SUPPBR 

To  night,  grave  sir,  both  my  poore  house  aid  I 
Doe  equally  desire  your  company  s 
Not  that  we  think  us  worthy  such  a  ghest^ 
But  that  your  worth  will  dignifle  our  feast,  [seemc^ 
With  those  that  come ;  whose  grace  nuiy  maketfast 
Something,  which  else,  could  hope  for  no  esteems. 
It  b  the  foire  acceptance,  sir,  creates 
The  entertaynement  perfect:  notthecatas. 
Yet  shall  you  have,  to  reotifie  your  palate, 
An  olive,  capers,  or  some  better  sallad 
Udiring  the  mutton  ;  with  a  short-leg'd  hen. 
If  we  can  get  her,  full  of  eggs,  and  then, 
Limons,  and  wine  for  sauce:  to  these  a  ooney 
Is  not  to  be  despair*d  of,  for  our  money ;    [ebib, 
And  though  fowle  now  be  scarce,  yet  there  sre 
The  skie  not  foiling,  think  we  may  have  larks. 
Pie  tell  you  of  more,  and  lye,  so  you  will  oooe: 
Of  paitrich,  phesant,  wood-cock,  of  which  some 
May  yet  be  there;  and  godwit,  if  we  can: 
Knat,  raile  and  mfie  too.    How  so  ere  my  maa 
Shall  reade  a  peeoe  of  Virgil,  Tkcitus, 
Livie,  or  of  some  better  booke  to  us. 
Of  which  we'll  speakeour  minds,  amidst  our  mette; 
And  rie professe  no  verses  to  repeate: 
To  thb  if  ought  apneare,  which  i  not  know  of, 
That  will  the  pastne,  not  my  paper,  show  <£ 
Digestive  cheese,  and  fruit  there  sure  will  be; 
But  that  which  most  doth  take  my  MoH^  and  Bi^ 
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la  a  pure  cup  of  rich  Canary-wine, 
mniich  is  tha  Mermaid's  now,  but  shall  be  mine: 
Of  which  had  Horace,  or  Anacreon  tasted, 
Thear  liTes»  as  doe  their  lines,  till  now  bad  lasted. 
7ab«oco,  nectar,  or  the  Thespian  spring. 
Are  all  but  Luther's  beers,  to  thb  I  sing. 
Of  this  we  will  sup  free,  but  moderately, 
And  we  will  have  no  Pooly',  or  Parrot  by  5 
ISTor  aball  oar  cops  make  any  guiltie  men  x 
Sat,  at  oar  parting,  we  will  be,  as  when 
VTe  innocently  met    No  simple  word, 
Tliat  shall  be  utter'd  at  our  mirthfuU  boord. 
Shall  make  us  sad  next  morning :  or  affright 
The  libertie,  that  we'le  enjoy  to  night 


ClI. 

TO  WILLIAM  BARLE  OP  PEMBROKE. 

I  DDK  bat  name  thee,  Pembroke,  and  I  finde 
It  is  an  epigramme,  on  all  man-kinde ; 
Against  the  bad,  but  of,  and  to  the  good : 
Both  which  are  ask'd,  to  have  thee  understood. 
Nor  oould  the  age  have  mist  thee,  in  this  strife 
Of  Tioe,  and  vertue ,  wherein  all  great  life 
Ahnost  is  exercis'd :  and  scarce  one  knows. 
To  which,  yet,  of  the  sides  himselfe  he  owes. 
Thej  follow  vertue,  for  reward,  to  day ; 
To  morrow  vice,  if  she  give  better  pay : 
And  are  so  good,  or  bad,  just  at  a  price. 
Am  nothing  else  discemes  the  vertue*  or  vice. 
Bot  thoa  whose  nobleesse  keepes  one  stature  still, 
And  ooe  trae  posture,  though  besieg'd  with  ill 
Of  what  ambition,  Action,  pride  can  raise ; 
Whose  Jifo,  ev*n  they,  that  envie  it,  must  praise } 
That  art  so  reverenc'd,  as  thy  comming  in, 
Bot  in  the  view,  doth  interrupt  their  sinne ; 
Tboo  most  draw  more :  and  they,  that  hope  to  see 
Tbo  oommoo-wealth  still  safe,  most  studie*thee. 


CIIL 


TO  BfARY  LADY  WROTH.  • 

How  well,  faire  crowne  of  your  fiuresex,  might  he. 
That  bat  the  twi-light  of  your  sprite  did  see. 
And  noted  for  what  flesh  such  soules  were  fram'd. 
Know  yon  to  be  a  Sydney,  though  un-nam*d  ? 
And,  being  oam*d,  how  little  doth  that  name 
Need  any  Muse*s  praise  to  give  it  fame  ? 
Which  is  it  selfe,  the  imprese  of  the  great. 
And  glorie  of  them  all,  but  to  repeate ! 
Forgive  me  then,  if  mine  bot  say  you  are 
A  Sydney :  but  in  that  extend  as  fiirre 
As  lowdest  praisers,  who  perhaps  would  finde 
For  every  part  a  character  assigned. 
My  praise  is  plaine,  and  where  so  ere  profest, 
Becom^  none  more  than  you,  who  need  it  least 


CIV. 


TO  9UIAH  CODRTESSB  OP  MONTGOMERY. 

Wni  they  that  nam'd  you,  propheU?  did  they  see. 

Even  in  the  dew  of  grace,  what  you  would  be  ? 

Or  did  our  tinies  require  it,  to  behold 

A  new  Sosanna,  equall  to  that  old  i 

Or,  because  som^  scarce  think  that  story  true. 

To  make  those  faitbfull,  did  the  Fates  s«id  you  ? 


And  to  your  scene  lent  no  lesse  dignitie 

Of  birth,  of  match,  of  forme,  of  chastitie  ? 

Or,  more  than  bom  for  the  comparison 

Of  former  age,  or  glory  of  our  own. 

Where  you  advanced,  past  those  times  to  be 

The  light  and  marke  unto  posteritie  ? 

Judge  they,  that  can :  here  I  have  raised  to  show 

A  picture,  which  the  world  for  yours  must  kqow. 

And  like  it  too ;  if  they  looke  equally : 

If  not,  'tis  fit  for  you,  some  should  envy. 


CV. 

TO  MART  LADY  WROTH. 

BfAnAMB,  had  all  antiquitie  been  lost. 
All  history  sealed  up,  and  fobles  crost 
That  we  had  left  us ;  nor  by  time,  nor  place. 
Least  mention  of  a  nymph,  a  Muse,  a  Grace, 
But  even  their  names  were  to  be  made  a-new. 
Who  ooold  not  but  create  them  all  from  you  ? 
He,  that  but  saw  you  weare  the  wbeaten  hat. 
Would  call  you  more  than  Ceres,  if  not  that : 
And,  drest  in  shepherd's  tyre,  who  would  not  say: 
You  were  the  bright  Oeuone,  Ftora,  or  May  ? 
If  dancing,  all  would  cry  th'  Idalian  queene 
Were  leadhig  forth  the  Graces  00  the  greene : 
And,  armed  to  the  chase,  so  bare  her  bow 
Diana'  alone,  so  hit,  and  hunted  so. 
There's  none  so  dull,  that  for  your  stile  would  askc, 
That  saw  you  put  on  Pallas'  plumed  caske : 
Or,  keeping  your  dhe  state,  that  would  not  cry. 
There  Juno  sate,  and  yet  no  peacock  by. 
So  are  you  Nature's  index,  and  restore, 
F  your  selfe,  all  treasure  lost  of  th'  age  before. 


CVI. 

TO  SIR  EDWARD  HERBERT. 

|p  men  get  name,  for  some  one  vertue :  then. 
What  man  art  thou,  that  art  so  many  men, 
All-vertuous  Herbert !  0*1  whose  every  port 
Truth  might  spend  all  her  voice,  Fame  all  her  art 
Whether  thy  learning  they  would  take,  or  wit. 
Or  valour,  or  thy  judgement  seasoning  it. 
Thy  sUnding  upright  to  thy  selfe,  thy  ends 
Like  straight,  thy  pietie  to  God,  and  friends : 
Their  latter  praise  would  still  the  greatest  be, 
And  yet  they,  all  together,  lesse  than  thee. 


CVII. 

TO  CAPTAINE  HUNGRY. 

Doi  what  you  come  for,  captaine,  with  your  lu 
That's,  sit,'and  eajt :  doe  not  my  eares  abuse. 
T  oft  looke  on  false  coinoi  to  knowt  from  true : 
Not  that  1  love  it  more,  than  I  will  you. 
Tell  the  grosse  Dutch  those  grosser  tales  of  yours» 
How  great  you  were  with  their  two  emperouis ; 
And  yet  are  with  their  princes :  fill  them  full 
Of  your  Moravian  horse,  Venetian  bull.       [away» 
Tell  them,  what  parts  yo*  have  taen,  whence  run 
Whatstates  yo*  have  guU'd,  and  which  yet  keeps  yo* 
Give  them  your  services,  and  embassies     [in  pay* 
In  Ireland,  Holland,  Sweden ;  pompous  lies ! 
In  Hungary,  and  Poland,  Turkie  too; 
What  at  ligome,  Rome,  Fforence  you  did  doe  \ 
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And  in  gome  jreare,  all  these  together  heep*d. 
For  which  there  most  more  sea,  and  land  be  leap'd. 
If  bat  to  be  beleer'd  you  have  the  hap. 
Than  can  a  flea  at  twice  skip  i'  the  map.     [dnmk. 
Give  yonr  young  sUtes  men,  (that  fint  make  you 
And  then  lye  with  you  closer,  than  a  punque, 
for  newes)  your  Ville-royes,  and  Sillcries, 
laoins,  your  Noncios,  and  your  TaiUecies, 
¥onr  arch>dukes'  agents,  and  your  Beringhams, 
That  are  your  words  of  credit.    Keepe  your  names 
Of  Hannow,  Shieter-huissen,  Popenheim, 
Hans-spiegle,  Rotteinbecg,  and  Boutersheim, 
For  yonr  next  meale ;  this  yon  are  sure  of.     Why 
Will  yon  part  with  them,  here  untbriitily  ? 
Nay,  now  yon  pofie,  toske,  and  draw  up  your  chin, 
Twirle  the  poore  chaine  you  run  a  feasting  in. 
Come,  be  not  angrie,  you  are  hungry;  eat; 
Doe  what  yon  eeme  for,  captaine,  there's  your  meat. 


cvia 

TO  TAUB  abVLDnEHI. 

SnsNcn  of  my  countrey,  whilst  I  bring  to  view 
Such  as  are  misse-calPd  captaines,  and  wrong  you; 
And  your  high  names :  I  doe  desire,  that  thenee 
Be  nor  put  on  you,  nor  you  take  offbnce. 
I  sweare  by  your  true  fHend,  my  Muse,  I  lo^e 
Your  great  profession;  which  I  onoe  did  prove: 
And  £d  not  shame  it  with  my  actions  then. 
No  more  than  I  dare  now  doe  with  my  pep. 
He  that  not  trusts  me,  having  vow*d  thus  much, 
But's  angry  for  the  captaine  still,  is  such. 


QUL 


TO  SIR  HBHRY  NBTIL. 

Who  now  calls  on  thee,  Nevil,  is  a  Muse, 

That  serves  nor  fome,  nor  titles ;  fafut  doth  chuse 

Where  vertue  makes  them  both,  and  that's  in  thee: 

Where  all  is  foire,  beside  thy  pedigree. 

Thou  art  not  one  seek'st  miseries  with  hope, 

Wrestlest  with'dignities,  or  fiun'st  a  scope 

Of  service  to  the  pnblique,  when  the  end 

Is  private  gaine,  which  hath  kng  (piilt  to  friend. 

Thou  rather  strir'st  the  matter  to  possesse. 

And  elements  of  honour,  than  the  dresse ; 

To  make  they  lent  life  good  against  the  lates : 

And  first  to  know  thine  owne  state,  then  the  state's. 

To  be  the  same  in  root  thou  art  in  height ; 

And  that  thy  soule  should  give  thy  flesh  her  weight. 

Ooe  on,  and  donbt  not,  what  pdsteritie, 

Now  I  have  sung/thee  thus,  shall  judge  of  thee. 

Thy  deeds  unto  thy  name  will  prove  new  wombes, 

yfh31*Bt  others  toyle  for  titles  to  their  tombes. 


TO  CLBMBNT  BDMONDS, 

fi!»  BIS  CJBSAl's  COMMBKrAHIKS  OBSBRVlD^  AMD 
nANSLATlDb 

Not  Cfisar's  deeds,  nor  all  his  honoun  wame^ 

In  these  west>parts,  nor  when  that  waire  was  done, 

The  name  of  Pompey  for  an  enemie, 

Cato's  to  boot,  Rome,  and  her  libertie, 

All  yeelding  to  his  fortune,  nor  the  while. 

To  have  engray'd  these  aets»  with  hip  owne  stile, 


And  that  so  strong  and  deepe,  as 't  night  be  tho^gfct. 
He  wrote  with  the  same  spirit  that  be  Ibagbt, 
Nor  that  his  work  liv'd  in  the  hands  of  foes, 
Un<«igned  then,  and  jret  hath  fome  from  those  , 
Not  all  these,  Edmonds,  or  what  dse  pvt  too^ 
Can  so  speake  Gasar,  as  thy  labonn  doe. 
For,  where  lys  person  liv'd  scarce  one  just  age. 
And  that,  midst  envie,  and  parts;  then  fell  by  n^e : 
His  dee^  too  dying,  but  in  bookes  (whoae  good 
How  few  have  read !  hov  fewer  nndenfeood?) 
Thy  learned  hand,  and  true  Promethean  ait 
(As  by  a  new  creation)  part  by  part. 
In  every  connselJ,  stratageme,  designe. 
Action,  or  engine,  worth  a  note  of  thiae^ 
T*  all  future  time,  not  ondy  doth  restore 
Hb  life,  but  makes,  that  he  can  die  no  more. 


CXI. 


TO  THB  SAMB,  OM  THB  8AXK. 

Wno,  Edmonds,  reades  thy  book  and  doth  not  see 
What  th'  antique  souldiers  were,  the  modcme  be  ? 
Wherein  thou  8hew*st  how  much  the  latter  are 
BeholJing  to  this  master  of  the  war  i 
And  that  in  action  there  is  notbii^  new. 
More  than  to  vary  what  our  elders  knew : 
Which  all,  but  ignorant  captaines,  will  cionfr  ■< ; 
Nor  to  give  Csosar  this,  makes  ours  the  Ireae 
Yet  thou,  perhaps,  shall  meet  some  tongnea  will 

grutch. 
That  to  the  world  thou  shonld'st  reveale  ao  much, 
And  thence,  deprave  thee,  and  thy  work.  To  those 
CsBsar  stands  up,  as  from  his  une  late  roaci. 
By  thy  great  belpe :  and  doth  proclaime  by  mt. 
They  murder  him  againe  that  envy  thee. 


cxn. 


TO  A  WBABE  OAMSTBR  IB  FOBTRY. 

Wmi  thy  small  stock,  why  art  thou  veotiiDg  still 

At  this  so  subtile  sport;  and  play*st  so  ill  ? 

ThinlCst  thou  it  is  meere  fortune  that  can  win  } 

Or  thy  rank  sitting  ?  that  thou  dar'st  pot  in 

Thy  aXif  at  all :  and  what  so  ere  I  do. 

Art  still  at  that,  and  think*st  to  blow  me  iq>  too? 

I  cannot  for  the  stage  a  drama  lay, 

Tragick,  or  comick;  but  thou  writ'st  the  play. 

rieave  thee  there,  and  giving  way,  intend 

An  epick  poeme ;  thou  bast  the  same  end. 

I  modestly  quit  that,  and  think  to  write. 

Neat  mome,  an  ode :  thou  mak'st  a  song  ere  n%fat 

I  passe  to  elegies;  thou  meet*st  me  there: 

Tosatyres;  and  ^u  dost  pursue  me.    Wbere^ 

Where  shall  I  scape  thee  ?  in  an  epigramme  } 

O,  (thou  cry'st  out)  that  is  thy  proper  game. 

Troth,  if  it  be,  I  pitty  thy  ill  lucke ; 

That  both  for  wit  and  sense  so  oft  dost  plucky 

And  never  art  encountered,  I  confesse: 

Nor  scarce  dost  colour  for  it,  which  is  I 

Pr'y  thee,  yet  save  the  rest;  give  ore  in  time: 

There's  no  Teaation,  that  can  make  thee  ] 


CXIII. 

TO  SIR  THOMAS  OTBRBtTBT. 

So  Phcebns  make  me  worthy  of  his  baye^ 
As  but  to  speal^e  the^  Overbury,  is  prase : 
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So  wbere  thoa  Wtt  tboa  mak*st  life  understood  ! 
Where,  what  makes  others  great,  doth  keep  thee 

good! 
I  think,  the  fate  of  coart  thy  commiDg  crav'd. 
That  the  wit  there,  and  manners  might  be  sav'd : 
For  aince,  what  ignorance,  what  pride  is  fled ! 
And  letters,  and  humanity  in  the  stead  ! 
R«pent  thee  not  of  thy  fture  precedent, 
Gould  make  such  men,  and  such  a  place  repent : 
Nor  may  'any  feaie,  to  lose  of  their  degree. 
Who  *hi  such  ambition  can  but  follow  thee. 
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cxiv. 

TO  MRS.  PBIUP  SYDNEY. 

I  MUST  beleere  some  jniracles  still  be, 
When  Sydnye's  name  I  heare,  or  face  1  see : 
For  Cupid,  who  (at  first)  took  vaipe  delight 
In  meere  oat-f^es,  untill  he  lost  his  sight. 
Hath  cbang'd  his  soule,  and  made  his  object  you  : 
Where  finding  so  much  beauty  met  with  vertue, 
He  hath  not  only  gained  himselfe  his  eyes. 
But  in  jTOur  love  made  all  his  servants  wise. 


CXV. 

ON  THE  TOWNB*S  HONEST  MAN. 

Tov  wonder,  who  this  is  f  and  why  I  name 
Him  not  aloud,  that  boasts  so  good  a  fame : 
Naming  so  many,  too !  but,  this  is  one. 
Suffers  DO  name,  but  a  description  : 
Being  no  vitious  person,  but  the  vice 
About  the  town ;  and  known  too,  at  that  price. 
A  subtile  thing,  that  doth  afiections  win 
By  speaking  well  o»  the  company  »it*s  in. 
Talkes  loud,  and  baudy,  has  a  gathered  deale 
Of  news,  and  ooyse,  to  sow  out  a  long  meale. 
Can  come  from  Tripoly,  leape  stooles,  and  wink. 
Do  all,  that  'longs  to  the  anarchy  of  drink. 
Except  the  duell.    Can  sing  songs  and  catches ; 
Give  every  one  his  dose  of  mirth :  and  watches 
Whose  name*s  nn-welcome  tp  the  present  eare. 
And  bim  it  layes  on;  if  it  be  not  there. 
Tells  of  him  all  the  tales  it  selfe  then  makes; 
But,  if  it  shall  be  question*d,  under-takes, 
It  will  deny  all ;  and  forsweare  it  too : 
Not  that  it  fe$urcs,  but  will  not  have  to  do 
With  such  a  one.    And  therein  keeps  it's  word, 
Twill  serifs  sister  naked,  ere  a  sword. 
At  every  meale,  where  it  doth  dine,  or  sup. 
The  ck^h's  no  sooner  gone,  but  it  gets  up,. 
And  shifting  of  its  faces,  doth  play  more 
Parts  than  the  Italian  could  do,  with  his  door. 
Acts  old  iniquity,  and  in  the  fit 
Of  miming,  gets  th'  opinionf  of  a  wit 
Executes  men  in  picture.     By  defect. 
From  friendship,  is  its  own  fame's  architect. 
An  higiner,  in  slanders,  of  all  fashions. 
That  seeming  prayses  are  yet  accusations. 
DRScrib'd  it's  thus :  defined  would  you  it  have  ? 
Then,  the  town's  honest  man^s  her  errai^t'st  knave. 


CXVI. 

TO  SIR  WILUAM  JSFHSON. 

Ibphsom,  thou  man  of  men,  to  whose  lov'd  name 
All  gentry,  yet,  owe  part  of  their  best  flame  ! 


So  did  thy  vertae  *Nlbrme«thy  wil  snstaine 
That  age,  when  thou  8tood*st  up  the  master^brainei 
Thou  wert  the  first,  mad'st  merit  know  her  strength, 
And  those  that  lack'd  it,  to  suspect  at  length, 
'Twas  not  entayPd  on  title.    That  some  word 
Might  be  found  otit  as  good,  and  not  my  lord: 
That  nature  no  such  difference  had  imprest 
In  men,  but  every  bravest  was  the  best : 
That  blood  not  minds,  but  minds  did  blood  adonie; 
And  to  live  great  was  better  than  great  borne. 
These  were  thy  knowing  arts :  which  who  doth  noif 
Vertuously  practise,  must  at  leastalkwr 
Them  in,  if  not  from  thee ;  or  must  commit 
A  desperate  solecisme  iu  truth  and  wit. 


CXVIL 

ON  GROYNE. 


GaovNs,  come  of  age,  his  state  sold  out  of  hand 
For  'his  whore :  Groyne  doth  still  occupy  his  land. 


CXVIU. 

ON  GpT. 

Out  eates  all  day,  and  lechers  i^l  the  night. 
So  all  bis  meat  be  tasteth  over,  twice : 

And,  striving  so  to  double  his  delight. 
He  makes  himselfe  a  thorough-fare  of  vice. 

Thus,  in  his  belly,  can  he  change  a  sin. 
Lust  it  comes  out,  that  gluttony  went  in. 


CXIX. 


TO  SIR  RAiPH  8HBLT0N. 

Not  he  that  flies  the  court  for  want  of  clotbes, 
At  hunting  railes,  having  no  gifi  in  othes, 
Cries  out  'gainst  cocking,  since  he  cannot  bet. 
Shuns  prease,  for  two  maine  causes,  poxe,  and  debt. 
With  me  can  merit  OKire,  than  that  good  man 
Whose  dice  not  doing  well,  to  a  pulpit  ran.       * 
No,  Shelton,  give  me  thee,  canst  want  all  these. 
But  dost  it  out  of  judgement,  not  disoise; 
Dar'st  breathe  in  any  a3rre ;  and  with  safe  skill. 
Till  thou  canst  find  the  best,  choose  the  least  ill' 
That  to  the  vulgar  canst  thy  selfe  apply. 
Treading  a  better  path;  not  contrary; 
And,  in  their  errours*  maze,  thine  own  way  know : 
Which  is  to  live  to  conscience,  not  to  show. 
He  that,  but  living  halfe  his  age,  dyes  such : 
Makesthewholelonger,thantwas given  him,  mucli, 


CXX 

AN  EPITAPH. 

OV  S.  P.  A  CHILD  OF  Q.  EL.  CBAmX^ 

Weep  with  me  all  yon  that  read 

This  little  story : 
And  know,  for  whom  a  teare  yon  shed. 

Death's  selfe  is  sorry. 
'Twas  a  child,  that  so  did  thrive 

In  g^race  and  feature. 
As  Heaven  and  Nature  seem*d  to  strive^ 

Which  own'd  the  creatuie. 
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Yeares  he  nambredsurce  tbirteene. 

When  Fates  torn'd  cruel  1, 
Yet  three  fillM  zodiackes  had  be  been 

The  stage's  Jewell ; 
And  did  act  (what  now  we  moane) 

Old  men  so  dudf. 
As,  sooth,  the  Pares  thought  him  one, 

He  plai'd  so  traely. 
So^  by  erroar,  to  his  ^te 

They  all  consented; 
But  viewing  him  since  (alas,  too  late) 

They  have  repented; 
And  have  sought  (to  give  new  birth) 

In  bathes  to  steep  him ; 
Bat  being  so  much  too  good  for  Earth, 

Heaven  vowes  to  keepe  him. 
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CXXL 
TO  DBKJAMIM  RUDYBRD. 


RimrEU),  as  lesser  dames  to  great  ones  use. 

My  lighter  comes,  to  kisse  thy  learned  Muse; 

Whose  better  studies  while  she  emulates. 

She  leames  to  know  long  difference  of  their  states. 

Yet  is  the  office  not  to  be  despised. 

If  only  love  should  make  the  action  pris'd : 

Nor  he,  for  friendship,  to  be  thought  unfit. 

That  strives  hb  manners  should  precede  his  wit 


.      CXXII. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

I?  I  would  wish  for  truth,  and  not  for  show. 

The  aged  Satume's  age,  and  rites  to  know ; 

If  I  would  strive  to  bring  back  times,  and  try 

The  world's  pure  gold,  and  wise  simplicity; 

If  I  would  vertne  set,  as  she  was  yong. 

And  heare  her  speak  with  one,  and  her  first  tongue; 

If  holiest  fiiend-ship,  naked  to  the  touch, 

I  would  restore  and  keep  it  ever  such ; 

I  need  no  other  arts,'btit  study  thee : 

Who  prov'st,  all  these  were,  and  again  may  be. 


CXXIiL 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Warrwc  thy  selfe,  or  judg'mg  others  writ, 
I  know  not  which  th*  hast  most,  candour,  or  wit: 
But  both  th'  bast  so,  as  who  affects  the  sUte 
Of  the  best  writer,  and  judge,  should  emulate. 


CXXIV. 
EPITAPH  ON  EUZABETH  L.  R. 

Wovu>*ffrthou4ieare,  what  roan  can  say 
In  a  little  ?  reader,  stay. 
Under-neath  this  stone  doth  lye 
As  much  beauty,  as  could  dye : 
Which  in  life  did  haibour  give 
To  more  vertue,  than  doth  live. 
If,  at  all,  she  had  a  foult, 
Leave  it  buried  in  this  vaulc 


One  name  was  Elizabeth, 
Th'otber  let  it  sleep  with  death : 
Fitter,  where  it  dyed,  to  tell. 
Than  that  it  liv'd  at  alL    Farewell. 


cxxv. 

TO  SIR  WILLIAM  UYBDALS. 

Uv'dali,  thou  piece  of  the  first  times,  a  man 
Made  for  what  nature  could,  or  vertoe  cam ; 
Both  whose  dimensions,  kM|,  the  world  might  €td 
Restored  in  thy  body,  and  thy  mind ! 
Who  sees  a  soule,  in  such  a  body  set. 
Might  love  the  treasure  for  the  cabinet. 
But  I,  no  child,  no  foole,  respect  the  kiade. 
The  full,  the  flowing  graces  there  eoshria'd) 
Which  (would  the  worid  not  mis-callt,  flattery) 
I  could  adore,  almost  t'  idolatry. 


CX3CVh 

TO  HIS  LADY,  THEN  MRS.  CART. 

Rmra*0,  with  purpose  your  (aire  worth  to  praise, 
'Mongst  Hampton  shades,  and  PbcBbtts*  giove  ai 

bayes, 
I  plnck*d  a  branch ;  the  jealous  god  did  frowne,' 
And  bade  me  lay  th*  usurped  laurell  down : 
Said  I  wrong*d  hhn,  and  (which  was  more)  hb  low- 
1  answer'd.  Daphne  now  no  paine  can  prow. 
Phoebus  replyed.    Bold  head,  it  is  not  she : 
Gary  my  love  is,  Daphne  but  my  tree. 


cxxvn. 


TO  BIME  LORD  ACBIGMT. 

ft  there  a  hqie,  that  man  wookl  thankfbll  be^ 
If  I  should  fkile,  in  gratitude,  to  thee 
To  whom  I  am  so  bound,  k]v*d  Aubigny  ? 
No,  I  do,  therefore,  call  posterity 
Into  the  debt ;  and  reckon  on  her  bead. 
How  full  of  want,  bow  swallow'd  up,  how  dead 
I,  and  this  Muse  bad  been,  if  thou  hadst  not 
Lent  timely  succours,  and  new  life  b^got : 
So,  all  reward,  or  name,  that  growes  to  me 
By  her  attempt,  shall  still  be  owing  thee: 
And  than  this  same,  I  know  no  abler  way 
To  thank  thy  benefits :  which  h,  to  pay. 


CXXVIIL 

TO  WILLLAM  ROE, 

Roi,  (and  my  joy  to  name)  th'  art  now  to  go^ 
Counteies,  and  climes,  nuftmen,  and  raen  to  1hib>» 
T*  extract,  and  choose  the  best  of  all  these  kMine. 
And  those  to  tume  to  blood,  and  make  thine  owdb. 
May  winds,  as  soft  as  breath  of  kissing  fricodi. 
Attend  thee  hctace ;  and  there,  suit  all  thy  cA 
As  the  beginnings  here,  prove  purely  swoet, 
And  perfect  in  a  circle  always  meet 
So,  when  we,  blest  with  thy  retume,  s^  see 
Thy  selfe,  with  thy  first  thoughts.  bnwffathoBe 
by  thee, 
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Ve each  tootbcr  mmf  tkit  Toyce enipire; 
•^  Thiitt  tlMtgood  iEDCM,  past  tlutNq^  Are,  [fer  Hon, 
■niroogh  aeai,  ^otvms,  tcmpeata:  and  imbaraiiVl 
CaBMbadLaBtoucii'd.  This  man batbtranuI'dvcU.* 


CXXIX. 

TO  EPWARO  FILMER, 

(nf  ftia  MDSICAU.  WOaiC  DCOrCATBD  TO  THl  QDItN. 

ANiio  1629. 

WiuT  charming  p««1es  are  these. 

That,  while  they  bind  the  senses,  doe  so  please  ? 

Tbey  are  the  mfarriage-rites 

Of  two,  the  choicest  paire  of  man's  delights, 

MtuiqaeandPoesic: 

Freocfa  aire,  and  Ekiglish  verse,  here  wedded  lie. 

Who  did  this  knot  compose* 

A^aiue  hath  brought  the  lilly  to  the  rote; 

And,  with  th«r  chained  dance,    . 

Recelebrates  the  joyful!  match  with  France. 

Tbey  are  a  school  to  win 

The &ire  French  daughter  to  leame  English  in; 

Aad,  graced  with  her  song. 

To  make  the  language  sweet  tipon  her  tongue. 


cxxx. 

TO  lilMS. 


That  not  a  pcure  of  friends  each  other  see, 

Bot  the  fint  question  is.  When  one  saw  thee  ? 

That  there's  no  journey  set,  or  thought  upon, 

To  Bcaynfard,  Hackney,  Bow,  but  thou  mak'st  one ; 

That  scarce  the  towne  designeth  any  feast 

To  which  thoo'rt  not  a  weeke  beqwke  a  guest; 

ijtat  ^1  thoo'rt  made  the  supper's  flagge,  thedrum, 

The  very  call,  to  make  all  others  come :       [strive 

TJjink'st  thou.  Mime,  this  is  great  ?  or,  that  they 

^hoie  noise  shall  keepe  thy  miming  most  alive, 

Whil'ftt  thou  doth  raise  some  player  ^m  the  grave, 

Oot-dance  the  Babion,  or  out-boast  the  brave ;    . 

Or  (mounted  on  a  stoole)  thy  face  doth  hit 

On  some  new  gesture,  that's  imputed  wit  ? 

0,  nrane  not  proud  of  this.    Yet,  take  thy  due. 

Thoadostont-2affyCokely,Pbd;  nay,  Gue: 

™  thine  owne  Coriat  toa  But  <would*st  thou  see) 

Men  love  thee  not  for  this :  they  laugh  at  thee. 


cxxxr. 


TO  ALFROHIO  FKRRABOSCO, 


OM  HIS  BOOKB. 


5  H^  "*y  ^*^  Alphonso,  Uiat  bold  fame, 
^baUding  townes,  and  making  wild  beasts  Ume, 
*!wch  Muaick  had;  or  speak  her  knowne  effects, 
J^atihe  removeth  cares,  sadnesse  ^ects, 
P»:niieth  anger,  penwades  clemencie, 


rp  ..   -  — "  .—^.j*.  vuai^,  M««u  *.%M  %tt%i  mind; 
nf!j  1^*  l^t  greatest  men  were  not  asham'd, 
y  oW,  c?en  by  her  practice  to  be  framed ; 
i5  ■•^  *o<>eedj  she  were  the  soule  of  Heaven, 
/»**  weeighth  spheare,  no  lesse,  than  planets  seven^ 
MOV  d  by  her  order,  and  the  ninth  more  high, 
VOL^  ^'  ''^^  ^^''^  *^'"'''  harmonio : 


I,  yet,  had  otteHd  nothing  on  thy  part, 
When  these  were  but  the  praises  oif  the  ait. 
But  when  I  have  said,  the  proofes  of  all  these  be 
Shed  in  thy  songs;  *tas  true :  bnt  short  of  tbea. 


TO  THE  SAME. 

When  we  doe  give,  Alphonso,  to  the  Kght, 
A  woric  of  ours,  we  part  with  our  owne  right; 
For  then,  all  mouths  will  judge,  and  their  owne  way  t 
The  leam'd  have  no  more^  priviledge,  than  the  lay. 
And  though  we  could  all  men,  all  censures  heare^ 
We  ot^ht  not  give  them  taste,  we  had  an  eare. 
For,  if  the  hum*rous  world  will  talke  at  large. 
They  sKbold  be  fboles,  for  me,  at  their  own  charge. 
Say,  this,  or  that  man  they  to  thee  preferre ; 
Even  those  (or  whom  they  doe  this,  know  they  erre: 
And  would  (being  ask*d  the  truth)  ashamed  say. 
They  were  not  to  be  nam'd  on  the  same  day. 
Tlien  stand  unto  thy  seM^,  nor  seeke  without  [out. 
For  fiame,  with  breath  soone  kindled,  soone  blowne 


cxxxin. 


TO  MR.  JOfVAH  SYLVEfTER* 

Ip  to  admire  were  to  commend,  my  praise 
Might  then  both  thee,  thy  woit  and  merit  raise: 
But,  as  it  is,  (the  child  of  ignorance, 
And  utter  stranger  to  all  ayre  of  France) 
How  can  I  speak  of  thy  great  paines,  but  erre  ? 
Since  they  can  onely  judge,  that  can  conferre. 
Behold !  the  reverend  shade  of  Bartas  stands 
Before  my  thought,  and  (in  thy  right)  commands 
That  to  the  world  I  publish,  Iot  him,  this ; 
Bartas  doth  wish  thy  Englidi  now  were  his. 
So  well  in  that  are  his  inventions  wrought. 
As  his  wilt  now  be  the  translation  thought. 
Thine  the  originall ;  and  France  shall  boast. 
No  more,  those  mayden  glories  she  hath  lost. 


CXXXIV, 


Olf  TBB  FAMOUS  YOTAOB* 

No  more  let  Greece  her  bolder  fables  tell 
Of  Hercules,  or  Theseus  going  to  HelL 
Orpheus,  Ulysses:  or  the  Latine  Muse, 
With  Ules  of  Troye's  just  knight,  our  ^ths  abnse. 
We  have  a  Shelton,  and  a  Heyden  got, 
Had  power  to  act,  what  they  to  fiiine  had  not. 
All,  that  they  boast  of  Styx,  of  Acheron, 
Cocytns,  Phlegetoo,  ours  have  prov'd  in  one ; 
The  filth,  stencil,  noise :  save  only  what  was  there 
Subtly  distinguishM,  was  confused  here. 
Their  wborry  had  no  saile,  too ;  ours  had  none: 
And  pa  it,  two  mpre  horride  knaves,  than  Charon. 
Arses  were  heaiid  to  croake,  in  stead  of  frogs ; 
And  for  one  Cerberus,  the  whole  coast  was  dogs. 
Furies  there  wanted  not:  each  scold  was  ten. 
And,  for  the  cries  of  ghosts,  women,  and  men. 
Laden  with  plague-soies,  and  their  sinnes,were  beard, 
Lash'd  by  their  cooscieocea,  to  dye  affeard. 
Then  let  the  former  age,  with  this  content  her. 
She  broaght  the  poets  forth,  but  ours  th*  adventer« 
1.1 
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YHI  TOTlGI  IT  SELFB. 


1  tnco  the  brave  adveotore  of  two  wights. 
And  pity  tis,  I  cannot  call  'hem  knight$ : 
One  was ;  and  he,  for  brawne,  and  braine,  right  able 
To  have  been  stiled  of  kinfr  Arthur's  table. 
.  The  other  was  a  squire,  of  faire  degree ; 
But,  in  the  action,  greater  man  than  he : 
Who  gave,  to  take  at  his  retume  from  Hell, 
His  three  for  one.   Now,  lordliugs,  listen  well. 

It  was  the  day,  what  time  the  powerfoll  Moone 
Makes  the  poore  Banck-side  creature  wet  it'shoone, 
in  it'  owne  hall ;  when  these  (in  worthy  scome 
Of  those,  that  put  out  moneyes,  on  retume 
From  Venice,  Paris,  or  some  in- land  passage 
Of  six  times  to  and  fro,  without  embassage, 
Or  he  that  backward  went  to  Berwick,  or  vhich 
Did  dance  the  famous  morrisse,  unto  Norwich) 
At  Bread-street's  Mermaid,having  din'd,and  merry, 
Ihnopos'd  to  goe  to  Hol'bome  in  a  wherry : 
A  harder  taske,  than  either  his  to  Bristo*, 
Or  his  to  Antwerpe.  Therefore,  once  more,  list  ho'. 

A  docke  there  is,  that  called  is  Averous, 
Of  sotoie  Bride-well,  and  may,  in  time,  concerae  us 
All,  that  are  readers:  but,  methmks  'tb  od. 
That  all  this  while  I  have  forgot  some  god. 
Or  goddesse  to  invoke,  to  stuffe  my  verse; 
And  with  both  bombard-stile,  and  phrase,  reheane 
The  many  perills  of  this  port,  and  how 
Sans  helpe  of  Sybil,  or  a  golden  bough. 
Or  magick  sacnfice,  they  past  along ! 
Alcides,  be  thou  succouring  to  my  song. 
Thou  hast  seene  Hell  (some  say)  and  know'st  all 

nookes  there. 
Canst  tell  me  best,  how  every  fury  lookes  there, 
And  art  a  god,  if  fame  thee  not  abuses, 
Alwayes  at  hand,  to  aid  the  merry  Muses. 
CTreat  club-fist,  though  thy  back,  and  bones  be  sore, 
Still,  with  thy  former  laboun ;  yet,  once  more. 
Act  a  brave  work,  call  it  thy  last  adventry : 
But  hold  my  torch,  while  I  describe  the  entry 
To  this  dire  passage.  Say  thou  stop  thy  nose : 
'Tis  but  light  paines :  indeed  this  dock's  no  rose. 
In  the  first  jawes  appear'd  that  ugly  monster, 
Ycleped  mud,  which,wben  their  oares  did  oncestirre, 
Belch'd  forth  an  ayre,  as  hot,  as  at  the  muster 
Of  all  your  night-tubs,  when  the  carts  doe  cluster. 
Who  shall  discharge  first  his  merd-urioous  load : 
Thorow  her  wombe  they  nmke  their  famous  road, 
Betweene  tWo  walls ;  where,  on  one  side,  to  scar  men, 
Were  seene  your  ugly  ctotaures,  yee  call  car-men, 
Gorgonian  scolds,  and  harpyes:  on  the  other 
Hung  stench,  diseases,  and  old  filth,  their  mother. 
With  famine,  wants,  and  sorrowes  many  a  dosen; 
The  least  of  which  was  to  the  plague  a  cosen. 
But  they  unfrighted  passe,  though  many  a  privie 
Spake  to  them  loader,  than  the  oxe  in  Livie ; 
And  many  a  sinke  powr'd  out  her  rage  anenst'hem> 
But  still  their  valour,  and  their  vertae  fonc't  'hem. 
And,  on  they  went,  like  Castor  brave,  and  Pollux, 
Plowing  the  mayne.  When,see(the  worst  of  all  lucks) 
They  met  the  second  prodigie,  would  foare  a 
Man,  that  had  never  heard  of  a  Chimiera. 
One  said,  it  waS  boId'Briarens,  or  th^  beacHe, 
^Whohath  the  hundred  hands  when  he  doth  meddle) 
The  other  thought  it  Hydra^  or  the  rock 
Made  of  the  trull,  that  cut  her  father's  lock: 
But,  comming  neerc,  they  found  it  but  a  h'ter,  [her. 
S^'huge,  ife  leem'd,  they  could  by  no  meaoes  quite 


JONSOfrS  POEMS. 

Back,  cry'd  their  brace  ofCharoos:  they  «yi,i^ 
No  going  back ;  on  still,  you  rogues  and  nm. 
How  bight  the  place?  a  voyce  was  beard,  Cocyta. 
Row  ck)8e  then,  slavea.    Alas,  they  will  bcriste* 
No  matter,  stinkards,  row.     What  croakii^  wrad 
Isthisweheare?  offrogs?  no  guts  wind-boond, 
Over  your  heads :  well,  row.    At  this  a  lood 
Crack  did  report  it  solfe,  as  if  a  doud 
Had  burst  with  storme  and  downcfell,  sb  ocete 
Poora  Mercury,  crying  out  on  Paracdsai, 
And  all  hb  fbHowers,  that  had  so  abus'd  him: 
And,  in  so  shitten  sort,  so  long  had  us'd  him: 
For  (where  he  was  the  god  of  eloquence, 
And  subtiltie  of  metolls)  they  diipense 
His  spirits,  now  in  pi  Is,  and  ceke  in  pouoos, 
Suppositories,  cataplasmes  and  lotions. 
But  many  moones  there  shall  not  wane  (qooth  b«) 
(In  the  meane  time,  let  'hem  imprison  me) 
But  I  will  speake  (and  know  I  shall  be  hcsfd) 
Touching  this  cause,  where  they  will  b«  affiari 
To  answer  me.    And  sure  it  was  th'  intent 
Of  the  grave  fart,  late  let  in  pariiament. 
Had  it  been  seconded,  and  not  in  fume 
Vanish'd  away,  as  you  must  all  presume 
Their  Mercury  did  now.    By  this,  the  stemme 
Of  the  holkc  touch'd,  and  as  by  Polypheme 
The  sly  Ulysses  stole  in  a  sheeps-skin. 
The  well-greas'd  wherry  now  had  got  between, 
And  bade  her  fare-well  sough  unto  the  loiden: 
Never  did  bottom  more  betray  her  burden; 
The  meat-boat  of  Bearea-colledgk,  Paris-garten, 
Stunk  not  so  ill ;  nor  when  she  kirt  Kate  Arden. 
Yet,  one  day  in  the  yeare,  for  sweet 't  is  joyCt 
And  that  is  when  it  is  the  lord  maiort  foist. 

By  this  time  had  they  rcach'd  the  Stygian  poj 
By  which  the  masters  sweare,  when  on  thesto* 
Of  worship,  they  their  nodding  chinnes  do  hit 
Agahist  their  breasts.  Here,  sev*™!!  ghoiti  did  ■ 
About  the  shore,  offarts,  but  late  departed. 
White,  black,  blew,  greene,  and  in  morefbimesfl*- 
Than  all  those  Atomi  ridiculous,  L'**'*^ 

Whereof  old  Democrite,  and  Hill  Nicholas, 
One  said,  the  other  swore,  the  worid  coosirts. 
These  be  the  cause  of  those  thick  firequcnt  mnw 
Arising  in  that  place,  through  which,  who  goes, 
Must  try  tb '  un-nsed  valour  of  a  nose  r 
And  that  ours  did.    For  yet,  no  narc  was  torotto. 
Nor  thumbe,  nor  finger  to  the  stop  acquainted, 
But  open  and  unarm'd  encounter'd  all : 
Whether  it  languishing  stuck  upon  the  wall. 
Or  were  precipitated  down  the  jakes, 
And  after  swom  abroad  in  ample  flakes, 
Or  that  it  lay,  beap'd  like  an  usurer's  mane. 
All  was  to  them  the  same,  they  were  t&v»sae, 
And  so  they  did,  from  Styx  to  Acheron  i 
The  ever-boyling  flood.  Whose  banks  Upon 
Your  Flect-lane  furies,  and  hot  cooks  do  d«ei^ 
That  with  still-scaldingsteems,  make  thepw^ 
The  sinks  ran  grease,  and  haire  of  nie«f '«*  Xi- 
The  heads,  houghs,  entnuls,  and  the  hides  ojaog* 
For  to  say  truth,  what  scullion  is  so  nasty, 
To  put  the  skins  and  oflall  in  a  pasty  ? 
Cats  there  lay  divers  had  been  flead  and  t^ 
And  after  mouldy  grown,  again  were  ^f^* 
Then  seUing  not,  a  di&h  was  tane  to  roincc  v^ 
ButstiU,  it  seem'dythe  raiiknesse  did  convinceo^ 
For,  here  they  were  thrown  in  with  th'  ineltwi  pew    • 
Yet  drown'd  they  not.  They  had  five  livain»«r^ 

Bot'mong'sttheseribcrts,  whodoyouthmK^j 
Old  Bankes  the  juggler,  «ur  Pythagoras, 
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Inre  tutor  to  the  letroed  hone.    Both  ^hich, 
)&Dg  beyond  sea,  burned  for  one  witch : 
"heir  spirits  tmumigrated  to  m  cat : 
ind  DOW,  abare  the  poole,  a  face  right  fat, 
l^ith  great  gray  eyes,  are  lifted  up  and  mewM } 
lirice  did  it  spit:  thrice  div'd.     At  last  it  view'd 
>ar  brarer  heroes  with  a  milder  glare, 
ind  in  a  pittioos  tune  began.     How  dare 
'bur  dahity  nostrils  (in  so  hot  a  season, 
(^ben  every  clerke  eats  artichoks  and  peasod, 
dxative  lettuce,  and  such  windy  meat) 
'empt  such  a  passage  ?  when  each  privfe't  seat 
I  aird  with  buttock  ?  and  the  wals  do  sweat 
Jrine  and  plaisters  ?  when  the  noise  doth  beat 
'pon  your  eares,  of  discords  so  un-sweet  ? 
Lod  oat-cries  of  the  damned  in  the  Fleet  ? 
^not  the  Plagne-bill  keep  you  back  >  nor  bels 
X  loiid  Sepulchre's  with  their  hourely  knels, 
lot  you  will  risit  grisly  Pluto's  hall } 
tehold  where  Cerberus,  rear'd  on  the  wall 
»f  Horbome  (three  sergeants'  heads)  looks  ore, 
lod  stays  but  till  you  come  unto  the  dore ! 
'empt  not  his  ftnry,  Pluto  is  away : 
lOd  madame  Cesar,  great  Proserpina, 
i  now  from  home.    You  lose  your  labours  quite, 
^ere  you  Jore's  sons,  or  had  Alcides'  might, 
hey  cry*d  but,  Pusse.  He  told  them  he  was  Banks, 
*hat  had  so  often  shew'd  'hem  merry  pranks. 
hey  langh't  at  his  laugh-wOrthy  ftite.    And  past 
"he  tripple  head  without  a- sop.     At  last, 
'ailing  for  Radamauthus,  that  dwelt  by 
L  sope-boyler;  and  £acus  him  nigh, 
Hio  kept  an  ale-house;  with  my  little  Minos, 
iO  ancient  por-blind  fletcher,  with  a  high  nose; 
hey  took  'hem  all  to'  witnesse  of  their  action: 
Jid  so  went  bravely  back,  without  protraction. 
In  memory  of  which  most  liquid  deed, 
he  city  since  hath  raisM  a  pyramide. 
JoA  I  could  wish  for  their  etemis'd  sakes, 
fy  Muse  had  plough'd  with  his,  that  sung  A-jax. 
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WHY  I  WRITE  NOT  OF  LOTE« 

lOMB  act  of  Love's  bound  to  rebeane, 
thought  to  bind  him  in  my  verse : 
^bich  when  he  felt.  Away,  (quoth  he) 
Ian  poets  hope  to  fetter  roe  ? 
t  is  enough^  they  once  did  get 
f  ars  and  my  mother  in  their  net : 
weare  not  these  my  wings  in  value. 
iTith  which  he  fled  me:  and  againe^ 
nto  my  rimes  could  ne^re  be  got 
ly  any  art    Then  wonder  not, 
hat  since  my  numbers  are  so  cold, 
Hien  Love  is  fled,  and  I  grow  old. 


II. 
TO  PENSHURST. 

^nou  art  not,  Penshnrst,  built  to  envious  show, 
>f  touch,  or  maible ;  nor  canst  boast  a  row 
>f  polish'd  pillars,  or  a  roofe  of  gold : 
^hou  bast  no  lantheme,  whereof  tales  are  told } 


Or  fttayre,  or  courts  $  but  standVt  an  indent  pilci 

And,  these  grudg'd  at,  aft  reverenc'd  the  whiles 

Thou  joy'st  id  better  marks,  of  sotje,  of  ayre, 

Of  wood,  of  water :  therein  thou  art  faire: 

Thou  hast  thy  walkes  for  health,  as  well  as  sport : 

Thy  Mount,  to  which  the  Dryads  do  resort. 

Where  Pan  and  Bacchus  their  high  feasts  have  made^ 

Beneath  the  broad  beech  and  the  chest-nnt  sluide) 

That  taller  tree  which  of  a  not  was  set. 

At  his  great  birth,  where  all  the  Muses  met. 

There  in  the  writhed  barke,  are  cut  the  names 

Of  many  a  Sylvane,  taken  with  his  flames; 

And  thence  the  mddy  Satsrres  oft  provoke 

The  lighter  Paunes,  to  reach  thy  ladie*s  oke^ 

Thy  copp^s  too,  nam'd  of  Garaage,  thou  hast  there^ 

That  never  foiles  to  serve  thee  seaaon'd  deere. 

When  thou  wonldst  feast,  or  exercise  thy  friends. 

The  lower  land,  that  to  the  river  bends. 

Thy  sheepb  thy  bollocks,  kine  and  calves  do  feed  i 

The  middle  grounds  thy  mares,  and  horses  breed. 

Each  banck  doth  yeeld  thee  coneyes;  and  the  topps 

Fertile  of  wood,  Ashore  and  Sydney's  copps, 

To  crown  thy  open  table,  doth  provide 

The  purple  phesant,  with  the  speckled  si4e: 

The  painted  partrich  lyes  in  every  field. 

And  for  thy  messe  is  willing  to  be  kill'd. 

And  if  the  bigb-swolne  Medway  foile  thy  dish. 

Thou  hast  thy  ponds,  that  pay  thee  tribute  fishy 

Pat  aged  carps,  that  run  into  thy  net. 

And  pikes,  now  weary  their  own  kiode  to  eat. 

As  k>th  the  second  draught,  or  cast  to  stay. 

Officiously  at  first  themselves  betray. 

Bright  eeles,  that  emulate  them,  and  leape  on  land. 

Before  the  fisher,  or  into  his  band. 

Tlien  hath  thy  orchard  fruit,  thy  garden  flowers, 

Fresh  as  the  ayre,  and  new  as  are  the  houres. 

The  early  cherry,  with  the  later  plum, 

Fig>  grape,  and  quince,  each  in  his  time  doth  come: 

The  blushing  apricot  and  wodlly  peach 

Hang  on  thy  wals,  that  every  child  may  reach. 

And  though  thy  wals  be  of  the  countrey  stone, 

They  're  rear'd  with  no  man's  mine,  no  man*^  grone: 

There's  nooethat  dwell  about  themwish  them  downe ; 

But  all  come  in,  the  fanner  and  the  clowne : 

And  no  one  empty-handed,  to  salute 

Thy  lord  and  lady,  though  they  have  no  sute. 

Some  bring  a  capon,  some  a  rurall  cake. 

Some  nuts,  some  apfries  $  some  that  think  they  tnake 

The  better  cheeses  bring  'hem ;  or  else  send 

By  their  ripe  daughters,  whom  they  would  commend 

This  way  to  husbands ;  and  whose  baskets  bearo 

An  embleme  of  themselves,  in  plum  or  peare. 

But  what  can  this  (more  than  expresse  theil'  love) 

Adde  to  thy  free  provisions,  farre  above 

The  need  of  such  ?  whose  liberall  boord  doth  flow. 

With  all  that  hospitality  doth  know ! 

Where  comes  no  guest,  but  is  allow'd  to  eat. 

Without  his  feare,  and  of  ^hy  lord's  owne  meat : 

Where  the  same  beere  and  bread,  and  selfe-same 

That  is  his  lordship's,  shall  be^lpo  mine.       [wine. 

And  I  not  iaine  to  sit  (as  some  this  day. 

At  great  men's  tables)  and  yet  dine  away. 

Here  no  man  tels  my  cups ;  not,  standing  by, 

A  waiter,  doth  my  gluttony  envy : 

But  gives  me  what  I  call  for,  and  lets  me  eate ; 

He  knowes,  below,  he  shall  flnde  plentie  of  meate; 

Thy  tables  hoord  not  up  for  the  next  day. 

Nor,  when  I  Uke  my  lodging,  need  I  pray 

For  fire,  or  lights,  or  livorie :  all  is  there ; 

As  if  thou  then  wert  mine,  or  I  raign'd  here: 
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There  'i  DoHiiag  I  can  wisb,  for  which  I  itay. 
That  foand  km9ianes.wfa€D  hunting  late  this  way. 
With  his  brave  aone,  the  prince*  they  saw  t^y  fires 
Shine  bright  on  every  harth,  as  the  desires 
Of  thy  PeiMtes  had  heene  set  on  flane. 
To  entertayne  them ;- or  the  ooniitrey  eame. 
With  all  their  zeale  to  warme  their  welcome  here. 
What  (great,  I  will  not  say,  hot)  sodaine  cbeare 
Didst  thou  then  make 'hem  1  and  what  praise  was 
On  thy  good  lady  then !  who  therein  reap'd  [heap^ 
The  jnst  reward  of  her  high  husinfery ; 
To  have  her  linnen»  plate,  and  aU  things  nigh. 
When  she  was  fane:  and  not  a  roome,  hot  drest. 
As.  if  it  had  expected  snch  a  guest! 
These,  Peuhurst,  are  thy  praise,  and  yet  not  aU. 
Thy  lady's  noble,  fimitfuU,  chaste  witball. 
W»  children  thy  great  lord  may  call  his  owne : 
A  fortune  in  this  age  but  rarely  knowne. 
They  are,  and  have  beene  taught  religion:  thence 
Their  gentler  spirits  have  suck'd  innocence. 
Bach.mome^  and  even,  they  are  taught  to  pray 
With  the  whole  honshold,  and  may  every  day 
Reade  in  their  TCitnous  parents*  noble  parts. 
The  mgriteries  of  manners,  armes,  and  arts. 
Now,  Penshnrst,  they  that  will  proportion  thee 
With  other  edifices,  when  they  see 
Those  proud,  ambitions  heaps,  and  nothing  else, 
May  say,  their  locds  have  built,  but  thy  laid  dwells. 


IIL 

TO  SIR  ROBERT  WROTH. 

How  blest  art  thou,  canst  love  the  conntrey.  Wrath, 

Whether  by  choyce,  or  fate,  or  both ! 

And,  though  so  neere  the  citie  and  the  conct. 

Aft  tane  with  neither's  vice  nor  sport: 

That  at  great  times,  art  no  ambitioos  guest 

Of  sheriffe*s  dinner,  or  maior^  feast. 

Nor  com'st  to  view  the  better  cloth  of  state ; 

The  richer  hangings,  or  crowne-plate ; 

Nor  throng*st  (when  masquing  is)  to  have  a  sight 

Of  the  short  braverie  of  the  night ; 

To  view  the  jewels  stuffes,  the  paines,  the  wit 

There  wasted^  some.not  paid  for  yet ! 

But  canst  at  home  in  thy  securer  rest* 

live  with  un-bottght  provision  blest ; 

Free  from  proud  porehes  or  their  guilded  roofes, 

'Mong'st  loughing  beards  and  solid  hoofes: 

Along'st  the  curled  woods  and  painted  meades. 

Through  which  a  serpent  river  leades 

To  some  ooole  courteous  shade,  which  he  cals  his, 

And  makes  sleep  softer  than  it  is ! 

Or  if  thou  list  the  night  in  watch  to  breake, 

A-bed  canst  heare  the  loud  stag  speafce. 

In  spring  oft  roused  for  their  master's  sport. 

Who  for  it  makes  thy  house  his  court; 

Or  with  thy  friends,  the  heart  of  all  the  yeare, 

Divid*8t  upon  the  lesser  deere ; 

In  autumne,  at  the  partrich  mak'st  a  flight. 

And  giVst  thy  gladder  guests  the  sight ; 

And  in  the  winter  hunt'st  the  flying  hare. 

More  for  thy  exercise  than  fare ; 

While  all  that  follow  their  glad  caret  apply 

To  the  full  greatnesse  of  the  cry : 

Or  haukiog  at  the  river  or  the  bush^ 

Or  shooting  at  the  greedy  thrush. 

Thou  dost  with  some  delight  the  day  out-weare^ 

Although  the  coldest  of  the  yeare ! 


F9EM6. 

The  whU'st  the  severeU  seasons  ihnu  hast  leese 
Of  flowry  fields,  of  eop'cesgreene. 
The  mowed  meddows,  wUb  the  fleeced  sheqi, 
And  feasts  that  cither  sbeareis  keep;  ^^ 
The  ripened  eares  yet  humble  in  their  hagpt. 
And  furrews  laden  with  their  weight; 
The  apple-harvest  that  doth  longer  lait; 

The  hogs  retoni'd  home  fiat  ktm  n»«>^  • 

The  trees  cut  out  in  log;  and  those  boogten*le 

A  fire  now,  that  lent  a  shade  1 

Thus  Pan  and  Sylvane  haying  had  their  nt«, 

Oomus  puts  in  for  new  dcttgtita  ; 

And  fits  thy  open  hall  wHh  minh  and  chesre, 

As  if  in  Satume's  raigne  it  were ; 

ApoUo*8  harpe,  and  Hermes'  lyre  resoaod. 

Nor  are  the  Muses  strangen  found: 

The  rout  of  rurajl  fiAk  come  thronging  in. 

(Their  rudenesse  then  is  thought  no  sin) 

Thy  noblest  ^louse  afibrds  them  wefcome  gms ; 

And  the  great  heroes  of  her  race. 

Sit  mixt  with  losse  of  state  or  reverence. 

Fkvedome  doth  with  degree  dispeoce. 

The  jolly  wassail  walks  the  often  round. 

And  in  thdr  cups  their  cnres  are  drowoM; 

They  think  not  then  which  side  the  eaose  thaU  te 

Nor  how  to  get  the  lawyer  fees. 

Such,  and  no  other  was  that  age^  of  oW, 

Which  boasts  t'  have  had  the  head  of  goU. 

And  such  since  thou  cawt  make  thmc  own  coKk 

Strive,  Wroth,  to  live  long  innoocnt. 

Let  othere  watch  in  guilty  armes,  and  stsnd 

The  fury  of  a  rash  coounand. 

Go  enter  breaches,  meet  the  cannon's  lage, 

That  they  may  sleep  with  scarrei  in  age. 

And  shew  their  feathen  shot,  and  cnUoers  tow, 

And  brag  that  they  were  therefore  home. 

Let  this  man  sweat,  and  wrangle  at  the  lam, 

For  every  price  in  every  jarre,  

And  change  possession^  oftner  with  his  biei», 
Than  either  money,  war,  or  death: 
Let  him,  than  hardest  sires,  more  dwnhent, 
And  each  where  boast  it  as  his  merit, 
To  blow  up  orphaoes,  widdows,  snd  their  «»w. 
And  think  his  power  doth  equall  Fatc^ 
Let  that  go  heape  a  masse  of  wretched  weaitfl, 
Purcbas'd  by  rapine,  woree  than  siesJth, 
And  brooding  o*re  it  sit,  with  broadest  ey«J, 
Not  doing  grod,  scarce  when  he  dye*      . 
Let  thousands  more  go  flatter  vice,  and  wone, 
By  being  organes  to  great  sin. 
Get  place  and  honour,  and  be  gisd  tokeepe 
The  secrets,  that  shall  breake  their  sleeper 
And,  so  they  ride  in  purple,  eat  in  piste, 
Though  poyson,  thinke  it  a  great  firtfr 
But  thou,  my  Wroth,  if  I  can  truth  spply, 
Shalt  neither  that,  nor  this  envy :      .  ^  ^  .   ^i 
Thy  peace  U  made;  and,  when  man's  stste««'' 

T  is  better,  if  he  there  can  dwell.  y^. 

God  wishethnoneshould  wrackconartrsngesK 

To  him  man  's  dearer,  than  t'  hini«lfc 
And,  howsoever  we  may  thinke  things  sveei, 
He  alwayes  gives  what  be  knowes  ^'> 
Which  who  can  use  is  happy:  sBCb  WJ  woo. 
Thy  morning's  and  thy  evening's  vo»       ^ 
Be  thankes  to  him,  and  earnest  prayer,  to  nwi* 
A  body  sound,  with  sounder  mindc  j 
To  do  thy  conntrey  service,  thy  sclft  ngn^i 
That  neither  want  doe  thee  affitigM, 

Nor  death  ;  but  when  thy  tatest  s^kI  «  fl** 
Thou  maist  thiake  life  » thing  hat  leat. 
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17. 

TO  THE  WORLD. 


rAftKWEtX  vol  A  GSNTLVWOIIAN,  TIftTVOUt  AND  MOILB. 


kusE  worl 


orld,  jfood-night,  since  thou  bast  broogfat 
That  hourfi  upoD  iny  morne  of  age. 


ence-fijrth  I  quit  thee  from  my  thought* 

My  part  is  ended  on  thy  stage, 
oe  not  cMoce  hope,  that  thou  canst  tempt 

A  spirit  so  i«8oIv|d  to  tread 
poD  thy  throat,  and  live  exempt 

From  aJl  the  nets  that  thon  canst  spiead. 
know  thy  formes  are  studied  arta. 

Thy  subttll  wayes,  be  narrow  straits ; 
by  curtesie  but  sudden  starts. 

And  what  thou  call'st  thy  gifts  are  baits. 
know  too,  though  thou  strut,  and  paint. 

Yet  art  thou  both  shrunke  up,  and  old; 
hat  onely  fboles  make  thee  a  saint, 

And  all  thy  good  is  to  be  sold. 
know  tbott  whole  art  but  a  shop 

Of  toyes,  and  trifles,  traps,  and  snares, 
o  take  the  weake,  or  make  them  stop: 

Yet  curt  thou  falser  than  thy  wares, 
nd,  knowing  this,  should  I  yet  sUy, 

Like  aueh  as  blow  away  their  lives, 
kOd  never  will  redeeme  a  day, 

Enamor'd  of  their  golden  gyves  } 
h  having  scap'd,  shall  I  returne, 

And  thrust  my  neck  into  thi  noose, 
^m  whence^  so  lately,  I  did  bmiie. 

With  all  my  powers,  my  selfe  to  loose  ? 
Vhat  bird,  or  beast,  is  knowne  so  dull, 

That  fled  his  cage,  or  broke  his  chaine, 
ind  tasting  aire,  and  freedome,  wull 

Render  his  head  in  thero  againe  ? 
f  these,  who  have  but  sense,  can  shun 

The  engiaei,  that  have  them  annoy'd  ; 
itUe^lbr  ma»  had  reason  done, 

If  I  could  not  thy  ginnes  avoid, 
f  es,  threaten,  doe.    Alas  I  feare 

As  little,  aa  I  hope  from  thee: 
:  know  thou  canst  nor  shew,  aor  beara 

More  hatred,  than  thou  hast  to  me. 
My  tender,  first,  and  simple  yearos 

Thou  did'st  abuser  and  then  betray  s 
Since  stird'st  up  jealousies  and  fearea, 

When  all  the  causes  were  away, 
rben,  in  a  soile  hast  planted  me. 

Where  braaihe  the  basest  of  thy  fooles; 
Where  envicms  artt  professed  be. 

And  pride,  and  ignorance  the  schooles^ 
Where  nothing  is  ezamin*d,  weigh'd. 

But,  as  't  is  ramor'd,  so  beleev*d : 
Where  every  freedome  la  betmy'd, 

And  every  goodnease  tax'd,  or  grie«*d. 
But,  what  we're  borne  for,  we  must  beare : 

Our  fhole  con^tkxi  it  is  such, 
That,  what  to  all  may  hapt>en  here, 

If 't  chance  to  me»  I  must  not  gnitcb. 
Else,  I  my  state  should  much  mistake. 

To  harbour  a  divided  thought 
Fnunall  i^r.  kiiNie :  that,  for  myaalte. 
There  should  a  mivaele  ba  wrought. 
Ko,  I  doe  know,  that  I  was  borne 

To  age,  mIsfoftuM,  sioknesse,  griefe: 
But  I  Witt  beare  these,  with  that  soome, 
As  shall  not  need  thy  folaa  relieftf. 


'Nor  for  my  peace  will  I  goa  fonr^ 
As  wandren  doe^  that  still  dot  rome  { 

But  make  my  strengths,  such  as  they  are, 
Here  in  my  bosome,  and  at  home* 


V. 

tO]l«. 


Comb,  my  Celia,  let  us  prove. 
While  we  may,  the  sports  of  Iove| 
Time  will  not  be  ours  for  ever. 
He,  at  length,  our  good  will  sever. 
Spend  not  then  his  gifts  in  vaine. 
Sonnes,  that  set,  may  rise  againe : 
But,  if  once  we  loose  this  light, 
T  is,  with  us,  perpetuall  night 
Why  should  we  deferre  our  joyes  ? 
Fame,  and  rumour  are  but  toyes. 
Cannot  we  delude  the  eyes 
Of  a  few  poors  hooshold  spyes  ? 
Or  his  easier  eares  beguile. 
So  removed  by  our  wile  ? 
'T  is  no  sinne,  love%  fhiit  to  Steele, 
But  the  sweet  theft  to  reveale : 
To  be  taken,  to  be  seene^ 
These  have  crimes  accounted  beena 


VI. 


TOTBXSAMI. 


^KissB  me,  sweet:  the  wary  lover 
Can  your  frivours  keepe,  and  cover, 
When  the  common  oonrthig  jay 
All  your  bounties  will  betray. 
Kisse  againe:  no  creature  <ynnes. 
Kisse,  and  score  up  wealthy  summ'es 
On  my  lips,  thus  hardly  sundred, 
While  you  breathe.    First  give  a  hundred. 
Then  a  thousand,  then  another 
Hundred,  then  unto  the  tother 
Adde  a  thousand,  and  so  more: 
Till  you  equall  with  the  store» 
All  the  grasse  that  Rumney  yeelds, 
Or  the  sands  in  Chelsey  ^dds. 
Or  the  drops  in  silver  Thames, 
Or  the  stars,  that  gu3d  his  streames, 
In  the  silent  sommer-nights. 
When  youths  ply  their  stohi  delights. 
That  the  curious  may  not  know 
How  to  tell  'hem  as  they  flow. 
And  the  envious,  when  they  find 
What  their  number  is,  be  pin^ 


TIL 


THAT  WOIOM  AIB  SUT  MBM'S  SIlAnOOWB. 

Follow  a  shaddow,  it  still  flies  3roa, 
Seeme  to  flye  it,  it  will- pursue : 

So  court  a  mistris,  she  denies  you ; 
Let  her  akwe»  she  will  court  yon* 
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Bay,  are  not  vomtt  truly,  ( 
SUl'd  but  the  shaddowt  of  us 


J0M90N*S  POEIfS. 


I? 


At  mome,  and  even,  shades  an  longeit ; 

At  noooe,  they  are  or  short,  or  none: 
So  men  at  weakest*  they  are  itroogest. 

But  grant  us  perfect,  they  *re  not  koomie. 
Say,  are  not  women  truly,  then, 
^'d  but  the  sba^tttwi  of  us  man } 


VIIL 

•OMO, 

TO  8ICK1IBI1. 

Why,  Disease,  dost  thou  molest 
Ladies?  andof  them  the. best? 
3^  not  men,  ynow  of  lites 
To  thy  altan,  by  their  nights 
Spent  in  snrfets:  and  their  dayes. 
And  nights  too,  in  woner  wayes? 
Take  heed,  Sicknesse,  what  3rou  do^ 
I  shall  feare,  you  'U  suifet  toa 
Live  not  we,  as,  all  thy  stals. 
Spittles,  pest-house,  hospitals, 
Scarce  will  take  our  present  store  ? 
And  this  ^ge  will  build  no  more: 
*Pray  thee,  feed  .contented,  tbeq, 
'Sicknesse,  only  on  us  men. 
Or  if  needs  thy  lust  will  taste 
Woman-kind;  deroure  the  waste 
Liven,  round  about  the  town. 
But,  forgive  me^  with  thy  crown 
They  maintaine  the  truest  trade, 
And  have  more  diseases  made. 
What  should,  yet,  thy  pallajt  please  ? 
Daintinesae,  and  softer  ease. 
Sleeked  lims,  and  finest  blood  ? 
If  thy  leannease  love  such  food, 
There  are  those,  that,  ifbr  thy  sake. 
Do  enough ;  and  who  would  take 
Any  paines ;  yea,  think  it  price. 
To  become  thy  sacrifice. 
That  distill  their  husbands*  land 
In  decoctions;  and  are  maon'd 
With  ten  emp'ricks,  in  their  chamber. 
Lying  for  the  spirit  of  amber. 
That  for  the  oyle  of  talek*  dare  spend 
More  than  citizens  dare  lend 
Them,  and  all  their  officers. 
That  to  make  all  pleasure  tbeirsy 
Will  by  coach,  and  water  go, 
Every  stew  in  towne  to  Imow ; 
Dare  entayle  their  loves  on  any. 
Bald,  or  blind,  or  ne*re  so  many  s 
And,  for  thee  at  common  game. 
Play  away,  health,  wealth,  and  fame. 
These,  Disease,  will  thee  deserve  x 
And  will,  long  ere  thou  should'st  starve. 
On  their  bed  most  prostitute. 
Move  it,  as  their  humbleit  sute, 
In  thy  justice  to  molest 
None  butthemi  and  leave  the  rest 


DC 


tONG. 


Dans  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes, 

And  I  will  pledge  iritfa  mme; 
Or  leave  a  kiae  but  in  the  cop, 

And  rie  not  Uxke  for  wfaie. 
The  thirst,  that  from  the  soule  doth  riic^ 

Doth  aske  a  diink  divine : 
But  might  I  of  Jove's  necUr  sop, 

I  would  not  change  for  thine. 

I  sent  thee,  late,  a  rosie  wreath. 

Not  90  much  honoring  thee, 
As  giving  it  a  hope,  that  there 

It  ooold  not  withered  be. 
But  thou  thereon  did'st  onely  breathe, 

And  ient'st  it  back  to  me: 
Since  when,  it  growes,  and  smells,  I  sweai^ 

Notofitselfe,bnttbee. 


And  must  I  sing  ?  what  subject  shall  I  chiue  > 
Or  whoie  great  name  in  poets'  Heaven  we? 
For  the  more  countenance  to  my  active  Mote^ 

Hercules?  alas  his  bones  are  yet  sore^ 
With  his  old  earthly  Uhonn.    T  esact  more, 
Of  his  dull  god-head,  were  sime.    He  implore 


Phoebus  ?  no,  tend  thy  cart  sUlL  Eovioos  dsy 
Shall  not  give  out,  that  I  have  made  thee  ^, 
And  fbundred  thy  hot  teame,  to  tune  my  lay. 

Nor  will  1  begge  of  thee,  lord  of  the  viae. 
To  raise  my  spirits  with  thy  coigoriQg  win^ 
In  the  greene  circle  of  thy  ivie  twine. 

Pallas,  nor  thee  I  call  on,  mankind  maid, 
That,  at  thy  birth,  mad'st  the  poore  mitli  afiui 
WhOk  witb  his  axe,  thy  father's  mid-wife  plaid. 

Goe,  crampe  dull  Mars,  light  Veniti,vbeBbe»nts, 
Or,  with  (by  tribade  trine,  invent  new  ^ab. 
Thou,  nor  thy  knsenesse,  with  mynskiiv*^ 

Let  the  old  boy,  your  soone,  ply  his  old  ti*e. 
Tame  the  stale  prologue  to  some  painted  onfc^ 
His  ahsencem  my  yene,  is  alll  sske. 

Hermes,  the  cheater,  shall  not  mix  with  ii% 
Though  he  would  steale  his  sister's  P^gssoi, 
And  riffle  him:  or  pawne  his  Fetasi» 

Nor  all  the  ladies  of  the  Thespian  bhe, 
(Though  they  wore  crusht  into  one  fonBe)coBM«»» 
A  beautle  of  that  merit,  that  ihoold  take 

My  Muse  up  by  commission:  no^  1 1"^  ^. 
My  owne  true  fire.    Now  my  tbongbt  tskai  ■* 
And  DOW  an  epode  to  deepe  earet  1 0f' 
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BPODE. 


<rr  to  iLDOir  vkse  at  all,  and  keepe  true  state, 

Is  -vertae,  and  not  fate: 
^ext,  to  that  Teitue,  is  to  know  vice  well. 

And  her  black  spight  esepelL 
iTHicH  to  efiiBct  (since  no  breit  is  so  sore, 

Or  safe,  but  she  Ml  procure 
ome  way  of  entrance)  we  most  plant  a  gnard 

Off  thoughts  to  watch,  and  ward 
Lt  Hi*  eye  and  eaie  (the  ports  unto  the  mmde) 

That  no  strange,  or  ankinde 
>bject  arrive  there,  but  the  heart  (oar  spie) 

OiTe  knowledge  instantly, 
tt>  waUcefull  reason,  our  ailections'  king : 

"Wllb  ^in  tb*  examining) 
UVill  quickly  taste  the  treason,  and  commit 

Close,  the  close  cause  of  it. 
T  U  the  securest  polici^  we  have. 
To  make  our  sense  our  slave. 
Bat  this  true  course  is  not  embrac'd  by  many : 

'By^many}  scarce  by  any. 
For  either  our  affections  doe  rebel!. 

Or  else  the  sentinell 
(That  should  ring  lanim  to  the  heart)  doth  sleepe. 

Or  some  great  thought  doth  keepe 
Back  the  intelligence,  and  falsely  sweares. 

They  *Tt  hue,  and  idle  feares 
Whereof  the  loyall  conscience  so  complaines. 

Thus  by  these  subtill  traines, 
Doe  severall  passions  invade  tiie  minde. 

And  strike  our  reason  Minde. 
Of  which  usurping  ranok,  some  have  thought  love 

The  fint;  as  prone  to  move 
Most  frequent  tumults,  horrours,  and  unrests, 

In  our  enflamed  brests: 
But  this  doth  fhim  the  cknid  of  errour  grow. 

Which  thus  we  over-blow. 
The  thing,  they  here  caH  love,  is  bliode  desire, 

Arm'd  with  bow,  shafts,  said  firs ; 
locoastant,  like  the  sea,  of  whence  t  is  borne. 

Rough,  swelling,  like  a  storms: 
With  whom  who  sailes,  rides  on  the  surge  of  feare. 

And  boyles,  as  if  he  were 
In  a  oontinuall  tempest.    Now,  true  love 

No  such  efifects  doth  prove ; 
That  is  an  essence  &rre  more  geqtie,  fine, 

Pore,  perfiect,  nay  divine; 
It  is  a  golden  chains  let  downe  from  Heaven, 

Whose  linkes  are  bright,  and  even. 
That  foils  like  sleeps  on  lovers,  and  combines 

The  soft,  and  sweetest  mindes 
In  equall  knots :  this  beares  no  brsnds,  nor  darts, 

To  marther  different  hearts. 
But,  in  a  calme,  and  god-like  unitie, 

.    Preserves  commuaitie. 
O,  who  is  he,  that  (in  this  pesae)  enjoyes 

Th'  elixir  of  all  joyes  ? 
A  forme  moie  fresh,  than  are  the  Eden  bowers. 

And  huting,  as  her  flowers: 
Richer  than  time,  and  as  time^  vsrtue,  rare : 

Sober,  as  saddest  care : 
A  fixed  thought,  an  eye  un-taugbt  to  glance ; 

Who  (blest  with  such  high  chance) 
Would,  at  suggestion  of  a  steep  desire, 
Cttst  hiiDKlfe  from  the  spire 


OfallhisbappineMe?  bntioft;  Ihsare 

Some  vicious  foole  draw  neare,  [thing. 

That  ctyes,  we  dream,  and  swears  there 's  no  socb 

As  this  chaste  love  we  ung. 
Peace,  luxury,  thou  art  like  one  of  those  * 

Who,  bei^g  at  sea,  suppose. 
Because  they  move,  the  continent  doth  so. 

No^  vice,  we  let  thee  know,  [flys. 

Though  thy  wild  thoughts  with  spairows^  wings  do 

l^altlss  can  ghastly  dye ; 
And  yet  (in  this  t»  expresse  our  selves  more  cleare) 

We  do  not  number  here. 
Such  spirits  as  are  only  continent. 

Because  lustTs  meanes  are  spent: 
On  those,  who  doubt  the  common  mouth  of  fame, 

And  for  their  place  and  name, 
Cannot  so  safely  sinne.    Their  chastity 

Is  meere  necessity. 
Nor  mesne  we  those,  whom  vowes  and  conscicncs 

Hawe  flU'd  with  abstinence : 
Though  we  scknowledge,  who  can  so  abstayne, 

Bfakes  a  most  Uased  gaine. 
He  that  for  love  of  goodnesse  hateth  iH, 

Is  more  crowoe-worthy  still. 
Than  he,  which  for  sin's  penalty  fbibeares  $ 

His  heart  sins,  though  he  fearcs. 
But  we  propose  a  penon  like  our  dove, 

Qrac'd  with  a  phoenix  love; 
A  beauty  of  that  cleare,  and  sparkling  light, 

WouM  make  a  day  of  night. 
And  tume  the  blackest  sorrowes  to  bright  joyesc 

Whose  od*rons  breath  destroyes 
All  taste  of  bittemesse,  and  makes  the  ayre 

As  sweet  as  she  is  faire. 
A  body  so  harmoniously  composed, 

As  if  Nature  disclos'd 
All  her  best  symmetric  in  that  one  fisatnre ! 

O,  so  divine  a  creature, 
Who  could  be  felse  to  ?  chiefly  when  he  knowes 

How  only  she  bestowes 
The  wealthy  treasure  of  her  kwe  on  him ; 

Making  his  fortunes  swim 
In  the  full  flood  of  her  adm!r*d  perfection  ? 

What  savage,  brute  affection. 
Would  not  be  fSeai^uU  to  offend  a  dame 

Of  this  excelling  frame  ? 
Much  more  a  noble  and  right  generous  mind 

(To  vertuous  moods  inclin*d) 
That  knowes  the  weight  of  guilt:  he  will  refirams 

From  thoughts  of  such  a  strains. 
And  to  his  sense  object  this  sentence  ever, 
ilfan  may  fconv/y  thmg^  te/  «((/Si/y  nntr. 


XII. 

BPI^TLB  TO  BLIZABBTB  COUHTBBtB  OV  RUTLAMD. 
MAnAMX, 

WBiL'vr  that,  for  which  all  vertue  now  is  sold. 
And  almost  every  vice,  almightie  gold,     [Heaven, 
That  which,  to  hoote  wHh  Hell,  is  thought  worth 
And  for  it,  life,  eonscienee,  yes  soules  are  given, 
Toyles,  by  grave  custome^  ap  and  downe  the  court. 
To  every  squire,  or  groome,  that  will  report 
Well,  or  ill,  only,  aH  the  following  yeere. 
Just  to  the  waijrtit  their  this  dayCh  presents  beare  ; 
While  it  makes  huishers  serviceable  men. 
And  some  one  apteth  to  be  trusted,  th;o, 
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Though  never  after ;  whiici  it  gajrBM  the  voyce 
Of  lotte  grand  peere,  whoie  a^re  dolb  make  r^yce 
The  iboie  that  gB«e  k;  «iM  will  want,  and  wee|Mi, 
When  hit  prood  patroa'g  faroan  are  aileepe; 
While  thos  it  buyes  great  grace,  and  kMnli  poore 
fame;  [dagie; 

Runs  betwaefie  maB«  and  mail ;  tweaOB  dame,  and 
Solders  erackt  friendihip ;  makei  love  last  a  day ; 
Or  perbapa  lesK :  wbtFst  gold  bearea  all  Uiis  sway, 
I,  that  have  none  to  send  jroo,  send  yoa-rene* 
A  present  which  (if  elder  wiits  reberse 
The  truth  of  times)  was  ooce  of  more  esteem*, 
Than  this  our  gilt,  nor  golden  age  eaa  deeme^ 
When  gold  was  nuide  no  weapoo  to  cut  throats. 
Or  pnt  to  flight  Astrea,  when  her  ingots 
Were  yet  unfbund,  and  better  plac'd  in  eactb, 
Than,  here,  to  give  pride  fame,  and' peasants  birth. 
But  let  this  drosse  carry  what  price  it  will 
With  noble  ignorants,  and  let  them  still, 
Turoe,  upon  scorned  vene,  their  quaiter-&ce: 
Withyov,  I  know,  my  offring  will  flode  grace. 
For  what  a  sinne  'gainst  your  great  &ther^  spirit. 
Were  it  to  think,  that  yon  should  not  mherit 
His  love  unto  the  Muses,  when  his  skill 
Almost  yon  have,  or  may  have^  when  you  will  ? 
Wherein  wise  Nature  jfou  a  dowrie  gave. 
Worth  an  estate,  treble  to  that  you  have. 
Beauty,  I  know,  is  good,  and  bkiod  is  more ;  [store 
Riches  thought  most:  bat,  madama,  thmke  what 
The  world  hath  seene,  which  all  these  had  in  trust. 
And  now  lye  lost  in  their  forgotten  dust. 
It  is  the  Muse  alone,  can  saise  to  Heavesi, 
And,  at  her  strong  armes'  end,  hold  op,  and  even. 
The  soules  she  loves. .  Those  other  gbrwoa  notes. 
Inscribed  in  touch  or  marble,  or  tlie  cotes 
Painted,  or  carv*d  upon  our  greafe-men's  tombs. 
Or  in  their  windowes;  doe  but  prove  the  wtmibs. 
That  bred  them,  graves:   when  they  wetc  borne, 

they  dy'd. 
That  had  no  Muse  to  make  their  &me  abide-. 
How  many  eqoall  with  the  ArgWe  queene 
Have  beauty  knowne^  yet  none  so  famous  seeuc  ? 
Achilles  was  not  first,  that  valiant  was, 
.  Or,  in  an  armie'shead,  that  ktckt  in  brasse. 
Gave  killing  strokes.    There  were  brave  men,  befow 
Ajax,  or  Idomen,  or  all  the  store 
That  Homer  brought  to  Troy;  yet  none  so  live : 
Because  they  lack'd  the  sacred  pen,  oonld  give 
Like  life  unto  *hem.    Who  heav'd  Hercules 
ITnto  the  Starrs  ?  or  the  Tyndarides-? 
Who  placed  Jason's  Argo  in  the  skie  } 
Or  set  bright  Ariadne's  crowne  so  high  ? 
Who  made  a  lampe  of  Berenice's  hayre  ? 
Or  lifted  Cassiopea  in  her  chayre  ? 
But  only  poets,  rapt  with  rage  divine  ? 
And  such,  or  my  hopes  faite,  shall  make  yon  shine. 
You,  and  that  other  surre,  that  purest  light 
Of  ail  Lucina's  traine;  Lucy  the  bright. 
Than  which,  a  nobler  Heaven  it  selfe  knowes  not 
Who,  though  she  have  a  belter  verser  got^ 
(Or  poet,  in  the  court  account)  than  I, 
And  who  doth  me  (though  I  not  him)  envy. 
Yet,  for  the  timely  fovours  she  ha|^  done. 
To  my  lessesangoiue  Muse,  whereinshe'hath  woMpe 
My  gratefuU  sonle,  the  sob^t  of  h^r  powders, 
I  have  already  os'd  some  happy  hour^s^ 
To  her  remembrance;  which  when  time  shaU  bring 
To  curious  light,  to  notes,  I  thep  shall  siag^ 
Will  prove  old  Orpheus'  act  ao  tale  to  be: 
For  I  shall  move  stocks,  stones^  no  le^w  tbaip  he.  . 


Then  all,  that  have  but  dooe  my  Mose  Icsst  gisK, 
Shall  thronging  come,  and  boaA  the  happy  pha 
They  hold  in  my  strange  poena,  which,  ss  j^ 
Had  not  their  forme  tonch'dby  aa  English  wit 
There  Uke  a  rich  and  goMen  pyramede. 
Borne  up  by  sUtues,  shall  I  reare  yoar  hesd, 
Above  your  under-carvad  orwaiacaU^ 
And  show,  how,  to  the  life,  my  ao«le  pwwiti 
Your  forme  imprest  tbeie:  not  with  lickhafriKS 
Or  commun-places,  filoh'd,  that  take  these  lina, 
But  high,  and  noble  matter,  auch  as  ftes 
From  braines  entraac'd,  and  fiH'd  with  eOsfls; 
Moods,  which  the  god-Uke  Sydney  eft  did  pam, 
And  your  brave  friend,  and  nine  so  well  did  is«e. 
Who,  wheiesoere  be  be ,........».» 

[7>tf  r«fl  is  lostJ] 


xrir. 


BPISTLB  TO  KATflBRIMB,  LAOfT  JTOBIGIT. 

Tit  growne  almoct  a  danger  to  ^eake  troe 
Of  any  good  minde,  now :  there  are  so  lev. 
The  t)ad,  by  number,  are  ao  fortified. 
As  what  they  've  lost  t>  expect,  they  daie  deride. 
So  both  the  prais'd,  and  praiseia  mfier:  yet, 
l^or  others'  ill,  ought  none  their  good  fivget 
I,  therefore,  who  professe  my  selfe  in  le«e 
With  every  vertue,  wheresoere  it  move^ 
And  howsoever;  as  I  am  at  fiewd 
With  sinne  and  vice,  tbongh  with  a  thraoe  eadeVd; 
And,  in  this  name,  am  given  out  dangoeos 
By  arts,  and  practise  of  the  yicioiw, 
Such  as  saspect  themselves  and  thiidi  it  0t 
For  their  owne  cap*ta]l  cmae9,.V  indite  mj  wit; 
I,  that  have  suffisr'd  this}  ami,  though  fiasoote 
Of  Fortune,  have  not  alter'd  yet  my  kuke. 
Or  so  my  selfe  abandon*d,  aa  beoause 
Men  are  not  just,  or  ke^e  no  holy  lanes 
Of  nature^  and  societie,  I  should  feint; 
!  Or  feare  to  drew  true  lines,  'canse  otbsm  psist: 
'  I,  madama^  am  beoone  your  praiser.    Wher^ 
If  it  may  stand  with  yonr  soft  blush  to  hesse, 
Your  selfe  hot  told  unto  your  selfe^  and  tee, 
In  my  character,  what  your  feaUuea  be^ 
You  will  not  from  the  paper  slightly  pasie: 
I  No  lady,  but  at  sometime  laves  her  #asK< 
And  this  shall  be  ao  false  one,  liut  as  meek 
iRemov'd,  as  you  from  need  to  have  it  web* 
Looke  than,  and  see  your  seUb.    IwiUaotny 
Yourbeautie;  for  yon  see  that  evecydsy: 
And  so  doa  many  more.    Ail  which'  oaa  osil 
It  perfect,  proper,  pure,'aad  uatomll. 
Not  taken  up  o*  th'  doctors,  but  aa  w«tt 
As  I,  can  say  and  see  it  doth  enceH. 
Thataskesbuttobeoensnr*dbytbetyet: 
And,  in  those  outward  formes,  aH  fipolas  sisnift 
Nor  that  3F0ttr  bfMotle  wanted  not  a  doae^ 
Doe  I  reflect    Some  aldennan  has  poat^ 
Or  cos'ning  former  of  the  cnstomeass^ 
T  advance  his  donbtfuU  Issae,  and  oi»fi^*^ 
A  prince's  fortune :  these  are  gifts  of  chsse^ 
And  raise  not  vertue ;  they  may  vice  cnfcssce. 
My  mirror  is  mure  suhtill,  clearer  n^'^ .  . 
And  takes,  and  givea  the  beaatieaof  the  mni 
Though  it  reject  not  thoe^  of  Fortsae:  *^     . 
As  blood  and  match.  Wherein, hownM^tii^'''^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THEFCMUtfiST. 


521 


M  yoQ  engaged  to  your  happie  late, 
br  such  a  lot !  that  mist  you  with  a  ttate 
^  90  great  title,  birth,  bat  vertoe  moit, 
rtthoQt  which^  all  the  reft  wen  aoandi,  or  loiti 
r  is  oody  that  can  tine  and  ehaace  defeat: 
or  he,  that  once  is  good,  i»  ever  great. 
therewith,  then,  ]niulame»  can  you'better  pay 
bis  blesilag  of  ytmr  starret,  than  by  that  way 
fveitoe,  which  yms'tiead?  what  if  alone, 
rithoatoompaaioos?  T  it  lafe  to  haTe  none. 
I  single  patbi,  dangers  with  case  are  waitch'd  : 
ootagion  in  the  prense  is  soonest  catehM. 
hit  makes,  that  wisely  yon  deeHne  yonr  llle 
ure  firom  the  mase  of  custsme,  eimnr,  strife, 
nd  keepe  an  even,  and  aaalter»d  gaJte ; 
ot  kwking  by,  or  back,  (like  those,  that  waite 
imes,  and  occasions,  to  start  forth,  and  seeme) 
Hiich  though  the  turning  world  may  dis<«steeme, 
ecause  that  studies  spectacles,  and  sbowes, 
oA  sftdT  varied,  as  fresh  obiects,  goes, 
iddie  with  change,  and  therefore  cannot  see 
ight,  the  right  way:  yet  must  your  comfort  be 
oar  ooosdenoe,  and  not  wonder,  if  none  askes 
)r  troth'scomplexioo,  where  they  all  weare  maskes. 
et  who  will  follow  fiisbions,  and  attyres, 
laiotaine  their  liegers  forth,  for  forrain  wyres, 
(elt  downe  their  husband's  land,  to  powre  away 
n  the  close  groome,  and  page,  onnew-yeare'sday, 
nd  almost  all  dayes  after,  while  they  live; 
Phey  finde  it  both  so  wittie,  and  safe  to  give) 
et  'hem  on  powders,  oyles,  and  paintings,  spend, 
ill  that  no  usurer,  nor  his  bawds  dare  lend 
hem,  or  their  officers :  and  no  man  know, 
Hiether  it  l>e  a  face  they  weare,  or  no. 
et  'hem  waste  body  and  state ;  and  after  all, 
^hen  their  owne  parasites  laugh  at  their  fall, 
Eay  they  have  nothmg  left,  whereof  they  can 
oast,  but  how  oft  they  have  done  wrong  to  man : 
nd  cair  it  their  brave  sinne.     For  duch  their  be 
hat  doe  sinne  onely  for  the  inftunie : 
nd  never  think  how  vice  doth  every  houre, 
at  ott  her  clients,  and  some  one  devoore. 
ou^madam,  yong  have  leam'd  to  shun  these  shelves, 
thereon  the  most  of  mankind  wracke  tbeihselves, 
nd  keeping  a  just  course,  have  early  put 
ito  your  harbour,  and  all  passage  shut     [peace ; 
Wnst  stormes,  or  pyrats,  that  might  charge  your 
w  which  you  worthy  are  the  glad  increase 
f  your  blest  wombe,  made  fhittfbN  fitmi  above 
0  pay  your  lord  the  pledges  of  chaste  love : 
nd  raise  a  noble  stemme,  to  give  the  feme 
0  Oifton's  blood,  that  is  denyM  their  name. 
row,  grow,  fefare  tree,  and  as  thy  branches  shoote, 
'«»Te  what  the  Bftees  sing  above  thy  root, 
yme,  their  priest^  (if  they  can  ought  divme) 
«ore  the  moones  have  filfd  their  trippTe  trine, 
0  crowne  the  burthen  which  you  go  withall, 
;  "ball  a  ripe  and  timely  issue  fell, 

otpect  the  honours  of  great  *Aubigny : 
™» greater  rites,  yet  writ  in  mystery, 
[ut  which  the  Fktes  forbid  me  to  leveale. 
nly  thus  much  out  of  a  ravish'd  zeale, 
|nto  your  name  and  goodnesw  of  your  life 
^yspeake}  sinee  yon  are  truly  that  rare  wife, 
^«r  great  wives  may  Mush  at,  wfaen  they  see 
;  hat  yonr  try'd  ttMNMfs«i«,  wbatthelfsshonM  be; 
fov  you  love  one,  and! him  yon  should;  how  still 
ou  are  depending  en  his  word  and  wiK; 
ot  (a9b«m»dfee  the  eooit  or  stwngefs»  eyes ; 
Fut  to  please  him,  who.  ia  tlla  dearer  prise 


Unto  hiBiselfe,bybaiBg8odeHetoyon. 
This  makes,  that  your  afibetjons  still  be  new, 
And  that  3rour  soules  conspire,  as  they  were  gone 
Each  into  other,  and  had  now  fluide  one. 
Live  that  one  still ;  and  as  king  yeaws-doyaisa, 
Madame,  be  bold  to  use  thb  truest  gfatfsn: 
Wherein  yonr  forme  jrou  still  the  same  shall  And ; 
Because  nor  it  can  change,  nor  such  a  mind* 


xiy. 

COB  TO  SIR  WILUAM  8YDSBT, 

OR  BIS  sniTi-nAr. 

Now  that  the  harth  is  crown'd  with  smiling  firs. 
And  some  do  drink,  and  some  do  danoe, 
S(ftne  ring, 
Some  sing. 
And  all  do  strive  t*  advance 
The  gladnesse  higher : 
Wherefore  should  I 
Stand  silent  by. 
Who  not  the  least. 
Both  love  the  cause,  and  authors  of  the  feast? 

,  Give  me  my  cup,  but  from  the  Thespian  well, 
That  I  may  tell  to  Sydney,  what 
lliis  day 
Doth  say. 
And  he  may  think  on  that 
Which  1  do  tell: 

When  all  the  noysa 
Of  these  forced  joyes. 
Are  fled  and  gone. 
And  he  with  his  best  genius  left  akme. 

I  This  day  sajrs,  then,  the  number  of  glad  yeares 
Are  justly  summ'd,  that  make  you  man ; 
Your  vow 
Must  now 
Strive  all  right  ways  it  can 
T*  out-strip  your  peeres : 
Since  he  doth  lock 
Of  going  back 
Idttle,  whose  will 
Both  urge  him  to  run  wrong,  or  to  stand  still* 

Nor  can  a  little  of  the  common  store. 
Of  nobles'  vertue,  shew  in  yon ; 
Your  blood 
So  good 
And  great  must  seek  for  new, 
And  study  more: 
Nor  weary  rest 
On  what 's  deceast 
For  they  that  swell 
With  dust  of  ancestors,  in  graves  but  dwell. 

T  will  be  exacted  of  your  name,  whose  sonne. 
Whose  nephew,  whose  grand-child  you  are; 
And  men 
Will  then 
Say  you  have  follow'd  ferre,- 
When  well  begen : 

Which  mast  be  now. 
They  teaeh  you  how. 
And  he  that  stayes 
To  live  until]  to  monpw  'hath  lost  two  dayes. 
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So  mmy  yoa  lift  in  bMMNir,  as  in  name. 
If  with  this  troth  yon  be  impirM ; 
So  may 
Hiitday 
Be  mofe  and  long  detir'd: 
And  with  the  flame 
Of  lore  be  bright. 
As  with  the  light 
Ofbooe-firek    Then 
The  birth-day  ihines,  when  logs 


[bat 
not  bume, 


XV. 


TO  HIATBlf. 


0000  and  great  Ood,  can  I  not  think  of  thee, 
But  it  must  straight  my  melancholy  be  ? 

Is  it  raterpreted  in  me  disease. 

That,  laden  with  my  sinnes,  I  seeke  for  ease  ? 

O,  be  thou  witnesse,  that  the  reines  dost  know. 

And  hearts  of  all,  if  I  be  sad  for  show. 

And  judge  me  after,  if  I  dare  pretend 

To  ought  but  grace,  or  ayme  at  other  end. 

As  thou  art  all,  so  be  thou  all  to  me. 

First,  midst,  and  last,  ooaverted  one,  and  three ; 

My  &tth,  my  hope,  my  love :  and  in  this  state, 

My  judge,  my  witnesie,  and  my  advocate. 

Where  hare  I  been  this  while  exil'd  from  thee  ? 

And  whither  rapt,  now  thou  but  stoup*8t  to  me  ? 

Dwell,  dwell  here  still :  O,  being  every-whcre. 

How  can  I  doubt  to  finde  thee  ever  here  ? 

1  know  my  state,  both  full  of  shame  and  scome, 
Conceiv*d  in  sinne,  and  unto  labour  borne, 
Standing  with  feare,  and  must  with  horrour  fall, 
And  destin'd  unto  judgement,  after  all. 

I  feele  my  griefes  too,  and  there  scarce  is  ground. 
Upon  my  flesh  t*  inflict  another  wound. 
Yet  dare  I  not  complaine,  or  wish  for  death. 
With  holy  Paul,  lest  it  be  thought  the  breath 
Of  discontent ;  or  that  these  prayers  be 
For  wearinesse  of  life,  not  love  of  thee. 


SONGS,  6fc. 

FROM  HIS  DRAMAS. 

FROM  CTIITHIA'S  RETBLL8. 
I. 

Slow,  slow,  firesh  Ibunt,  keep  time  with  my  salt 
teares. 
Yet  sk>wer,  yet,  O  faintly,  gentle  springs ; 
list  to  the  heavy  part  the  musick  beares, 
*'  Woe  weeps  out  her  division,  when  she  sings." 
Dronp,  hearbs  and  flowres  ^ 
Fall,  griefe,  in  showres ; 
**  Our  beauties  are  not  ours:*' 
O,  I  could  still 
(Like  melting  snow  upon  some  craggy  hill,) 

drop,  drop,  drop,  drop. 
Since  nature's  pride  is,  now,  a  wither'd  dafibdill. 


n. 


O,  iVAT  joy  so  soone  should  waste ! 

Or  so  sweet  a  blisae 

As  akisse. 
Might  not  for  ever  last ! 
So  sugred,  so  melting,  so  soft,  so  deliciovib 

The  dew  that  lyes  on  roaes. 
When  the  moroe  her  selfe  disck)aes» 

Is  not  so  precious. 
O,  rather  than  I  would  it  smother, 
Were  I  to  taste  such  another; 

It  should  be  my  wishmg 

That  I  might  die  kksing. 


IIL 

Taoo  more  than  most  sweet  glove 
Unto  my  more  sweet  love, 
Sufler  me  to  store  with  kisses 
Thu  emptie  lodging,  that  now  misses 
Hie  pure  rosie  hand,  that  ware  thee. 
Whiter  than  the  kid  that  bare  thee. 
Thou  art  soft,  but  that  was  softer ; 
Cupid*s  selfe  hath  kist  it  oftcr. 
Than  e*re  he  did  his  mother's  doves. 
Supposing  her  the  queen  of  loves. 
That  was  thy  mistresse, 
^  Best  of  gkivea. 


IV. 

QuaiKB  and  hnntresse,  chaste  and  faire^ 
Now  the  Suone  is  laid  to  sleepe; 

Seated  in  thy  silver  chaire. 
State  m  wonted  manner  keepe : 

Hesperus  intreats  thy  light, 

Qoddesse  excellently  bright. 

Earth,  let  not  thy  envious  shade 

Dare  it  selfe  to  interpose ; 
Cynthia'ft  shining  orbe  was  made 

Heaven  to  cleere,  when  day  did  ck)se> 
Blesse  us  then  with  wished  sight, 
Goddesse  excellently  bright. 

Lay  thy  bow  of  pearle  apiart. 
And  thy  crystall-shining  quiver; 

Give  unto  the  flying  hart 
Space  to  breathe,  how  short  soever: 

Thou  that  mak'st  a  day  of  night, 

Goddesse  excellently  bright* 


FROM  THS  PORAtTSm. 
V. 

Ir  I  freely  can  discover 

What  would  please  me  in  my  lover : 
I  would  have  her  Mre  and  wittie. 
Savouring  ntere  of  oonit  than  dtie; 
A  little  proud,  but  fall  of  pitie : 
Light  and  bamorooi  in  her  toying. 
Oft  buikUng  hopes,  and  soooe  dei 
Long,  but  sweet  in  tW  e^ioTings 
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Neither  too  eane,  nor  too  hafd : 
All  extreoMS  I  wookl  hare  bard. 

She  should  be  allowed  ber  pasrioni. 
So  they  were  but  ot'd  at  fiMbioiis  $ 
SoaietiiDes  ftoward  and  tben  liownilig, 
Socnetiaies  sickish  and  then  iwowning, 
ETeiy  fit,  wHb  cbange,  still  crowning. 
Pqrely  jealous  I  woald  have  ber, 
Then  only  coostant  when  I  crave  her. 
T  is  a  vertne  should  not  save  ber. 
Tliiu,  nor  her  delicates  would  cloy  me. 
Neither  her  peevisbnesse  annoy  me* 


VL 

liow  is  blind,  and  a  wanton ; 
In  the  whole  world,  there  is  scant 

One  such  another: 

Ko,not  bis  mother. 
He  hath  plockt  ber  doves  and  sparrowes. 
To  feather  bis  sharpe  arrowes. 

And  alone  prevaileth, 

Whilst  sick  Venus  watleth. 
Bat  if  Cypris  once  recover 
The  wag ;  it  shall  behove  ber 

To  look  better  to  him: 

Or  she-will  nndoe  him. 


VIL 

Waki,  our  mirth  begms  1o  die: 

Quicken  it  with  tunes  and  wine: 
Raise  your  notes,  you  *re  out:  fie,  fie. 

This  drowzinesse  is  an  iU  signe. 
We  banish  him  the  quire  of  gods. 
That  dra^  agen: 
Tben  all  are  men. 
Tar  here 's  not  one  but  nods. 


vin. 


Blosb,  Folly,  blush:  here 's  none  that  fears 
The  wagging  of  an  assess  eares. 
Although  a  wolvish  case  he  weares. 
Detraction  is  but  basenesse*  varlet; 
And  apes  are  apes,  though  cloth*d  in  scarlet. 


FROM  TOLPOlf  I. 
IX. 

Foots,  they  are  the  only  nation 
Worth  men*s  envy,  or  admiration; 
Fi«e  from  caie,  or  sorrow-taking, 
Sdves,  and  others  merry-making: 
AU  they  speak,  or  doe,  is  sterling. 
Your  foole  he  is  your  great  man's  darling, 
And  your  ladies*  sport  and  pleasure; 
Tongne  and  bable  are  his  treasure. 
Bene  his  &oe  begetteth  laughter. 
And  be  speaks  truth  free  fipom  slanghter  { 
He  1i  the  grace  of  every  least, 
AndfometiBMitber    ' 


Hath  his  trencher  and  his  stoole. 
When  wit  waits  upon  the  fioole* 
O,  who  would  not  be 
He,  he,  he? 


Had  old  Hippocrates,  or  Oalen, 

(That  to  their  books  put  med*cines  all  in) 

But  knowne  this  secret,  they  had  never 

(Of  which  they  will  be  guil^  ever) 

Beene  murderers  of  so  much  paper. 

Or  wasted  many  a  hurtlesse  taper: 

No  Indian  drug  had  ere  beene  fismed, 

Tabacco,  sassafiras  not  named ; 

Ne  yet,  of  guacum  one  small  stick,  sir. 

Nor  Bajrmund  Lnllie*s  great  elixir. 

Ne,  had  been  known  the  Danish  Gonswart, 

Or  Paracelsus  with  hb  long  swocd. 


XI. 

You  that  would  last  kmg,  list  to  my  song. 
Make  no  more  coyle,  but  buy  of  this  ojrle. 
Would  you  be  ever  fisire  ?  and  ]rong  ? 
Stout  of  teeth?  and  strong  of  toogue  ? 
Tartofpalat?  quick  of  eare? 
Sharp  of  sight  ?  of  nostrill  cleare  ? 
Moist  of  hand?  andligbtof  foot? 
(Or  I  will  come  neerer  to  *t) 
Would  you  live  free  from  all  diseases  ? 
Doe  the  act  your  mistris  pleases; 
Yea  flight  all  aches  ftt>m  your  bones  ^ 
Here 's  a  med'cine  for  the  nones. 


xn. 


Com,  my  Celia,  let  us  prove. 
While  we  can  the  sports  of  love; 
Time  will  not  be  oun  for  ever. 
He  at  length  our  good  will  sever; 
Spend  not  thou  hb  gilts  In  vaine. 
Sunnes  that  set  may  rise  againe: 
But  if  once  we  lose  this  light, 
*T  is  with  us  perpetuall  night 
Why  should  we  deferre  our  joyes  ? 
Fame  and  rumour  are  but  ioies. 
Cannot  we  delude  the  eyes 
Of  a  few  poore  housbold-spies  ? 
Or  his  easier  eares  beguile. 
Thus  removed  by  our  wile? 
*T  is  no  sinne  love's  fruits  to  stealer 
But  the  sweet  thefts  to  reveale: 
To  be  taken,  to  be  scene. 
These  have  crimes  accounted  beene. 


FROM  THS  MASQUES  AND  SNTIBTAUIMENTS. 

xin. 

Sn,  see,  6  see  who  here  is  come  a  Maying ! 

The  master  of  the  ocean ; 

And  his  beauteous  Orian: 
Why  left  we  oar  playing  ? 
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Togaia^  togMi^ 
On  them,  that  godi  no  kns  Umi 
Vpf  nightingmle,  and  ling 
Jag>jug>jag,jag,  &c 
Raiie,  larke,  tby  note,  and  wing. 
All  birds  tlieir  motiek  brings 
Sweet  robin,  linet,  thrush. 
Record  from  every  bush 
The  welcome  of  the  king 
Andqneene: 
Whose  like  were  neve 
For  good,  for  faire. 
Nor  can  be;  thoagh  fresh  May 

Should  every  day 
Invite  a  severall  paire. 
No,  though  she  shouM  invite  a 


JONSON'S  PCHBMS. 


paurcb 


XIV. 

Wnx  Love  at  first  did  move 

From  out  of  chaos  \  brigfatned 

So  was  the  world,  and  liffhtned, 

Ai  now !  EccHa  As  now!  bccbo.  As  now  I 

Yeeld,  night,  thea«  to  the  light. 

As  blacknesse  hath  to  beauty; 

Which  is  but  the  same  duty. 
It  was  for  Beauty  that  the  world  was  made'. 
And  where  she  raignet, Love's  lights  admit  no 
Ecca.  Love's  lights  admit  no  shade. 
EccH.  Admit  no  shade. 


XV. 


So  Beauty  on  (he  waters  stood, 
When  Love  had  sever'd  earth  from  Hood*  I. 
So  when  he  parted  ajrre  from  fire. 
He  did  with  concord  all  inspire ! 
And  then  a  motion  he  them  taught. 
That  elder  than  himselfo  was' thought 
Which  thought  was  yet  the  child  of  earth*. 
For  Love  is  elder  than  his  birth. 


XVL 


Ip  all  these  Cupids  now  were  blind 

As  is  their  wanton  brother ; 
Or  play  should  put  it  in  their  mind 

To  shoot  at  one  another : 

^  So  is  he  faind  by  Orpheus,  to  have  appeared 
first  of  all  the  gods  awakened  by  Clotbo :  and  is 
therefore  called  Phanes  both  by  him  and  lactan- 
tins. 

'  An  agreeing  opinion,  both  with  divines  and  phi- 
losophers, that  the  great  artificer  in  love  with  his 
own  idea,  did  therefore  firame  the  world. 

'  Alluding  to  his  name  of  Himerus,  and  his  sig- 
nification in  the  name,  which  is  desiderium  post 
aspectum:  and  more  than  Eros,  which  is  only  Cu- 
pido,  ex  aspecto  amare^ 

4  As  in  the  creatioB  he  is  said  by  the  ancientf  to 
have  done. 

*  That  is,  borne  since  the  world,  and  out  of  those 
dullerapprebensionsthat  did  not  think  he  wai  before 


What  pretty  battaile  tbey 

If  they  their  objects  ahoold  oiatAhe^ 

And  each  one  wound  his  mother  f 


XVIL 

It  was  no  polity  of  couit^ 
Albee*  the  place  were  charmed. 

To  let,  in  earnest,  or  in  sport. 
So  many  foves  in,  armed. 

For  say,  the  dames  should  with  their  eyes. 

Upon  the  hearts,  here,  meane  aorprize ; 
Were  not  the  men  like  harmed  ? 


XVIIL 

Ybs,  were  the  loves  or  false,  or  ttraying; 
Or  beauties  not  their  beauty  waighing: 
But  here  no  such  deceipt  is  mix'd. 
Their  flames  are  pure,  their  eyes  sue  fix'd : 
They  do  not  war  with  different  darts. 
But  strike  a  musick  of  like  hearts 


XDL 


MuT,  earth,  to  sea,  sea,  flow  to  aire. 

And,  aire,  flie  into  fire, 
Whirst  we  in  tunes  to  Artbor's  cbaire 

Beare  Oberoo*s  desire; 

Than  which  there  nothing  can  be  higher. 
Save  James,  to  whom  it  fliee: 
But  he  the  wonder  Is  of  tonguei,  of  eares^  of  e 


Who  hath  not  heard,  who  hath  not  aeens^ 

Who  hath  not  sung  his  name  ? 
The  suule  that  hath  not,  hath  not  beeoe; 

But  is  the  very  same 

With  buried  sloth,  and  knowes  not  lame, 
lll%ich  doth  him  best  comprise: 
For  he  the  wonder  is  of  tongues,  of  eares,  of  eb- 


XX. 

Bow  both  your  heads  at  once,  and  hesiti : 

Obedience  doth  not  well  in  partd. 

It  is  but  standing  m  his  ejp. 

You  '11  fieele  your  selves  changed  by  and  by. 

Few  live  that  know  how  quick  a  qpring 

Works  in  the  presence  of  a  king: 

'T  is  done  by  this ;  your  slough  let  foil, 

And  come  forth  new-borne  creatures  all. 

nuuMting  apfvel-^TUm  d^nc«,  mkkk  »  fnf*^ 
by  OufoUomng-: 


XXL 
So  breakes  the  Sutt  Ei^tM  clogged  ehsae% 
Wherein  rade  Wmter  bonnd  her  vdam; 
So  grows  both  stieame  anrd-emiice  of  prie^ 
That  lately  fettoA  weri  ijlh  k«i 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SONGS,  kc. 


435 


a  naked  treat  get  cmped  faeads, 
od  cullord  coates  the  roughest  meads, 
nd  ail  get  vigour*  youth,  aod  gprigbty 
bat  are  bat  look'd  on  by  bis  light. 


COMIC  SONO& 

FROM  THE  HONOUR  OF  WALBt. 
XXII. 
BVAM. 

'  It  not  come  here  to  taake  of  Brut, 

'rom  whence  the  Welse  do's  take  his  root; 

lor  tell  long  pedeg^ree  of  prince  Camber, 

^Tbose  linage  woufd  fill  auU  this  chamber; 

lor  sing  the  deeds  of  old  saint  Davy, 

Pbe  ursip  of  which  would  fill  a  navy. 

)ut  harke  yow  me  now,  for  a  Kddell  tales 

\*  all  make  a  gread  detUe  to  the  credit  of  Wales ; 


In  which  wee  *1I  toadg  your  eare^ 
With  the  praise  of  her  thirteen  s*eeres ; 
And  make  yow  as  glad  and  merrie 
As  fbarteene  pot  of  perrie. 
Still, sUU  weMltoadgyoareareswHh  the  praise,  kc 


XXIII. 


T 18  true,  was  weare  him  sherkin  fireixe, 
Bat  what  is  tbat^  we  have  store  of  s'eize. 
And  Got  his  plenty  of  goat's  milke 
That  sell  him  wcll,^ill  buy  him  silke 
Inough  to  make  him  fine  to  quarrel! 
At  Hereford-sizes  in  new  apparell ; 
And  get  him  as  much  greene  melmet  perh^, 
S*  all  give  it  a  fisce  to  his  Monmouth  cap* 

But  then  the  ore  of  Lemster, 

By  got  ia  never  a  sempster ; 

That  when  he  is  spun,  ore  did, 

Yet  match  him  with  bir  tbrid 
Still,  still,  Xc 


XXIV. 


AuLi  this  *s  the  backs  now,  let  us  tell  yee. 
Of  some  provisions  for  the  bellie : 
As  cid,  aiid  goat,  and  great  goate's  mothen 
And  runt,  anid  cow,  and  good  cowe's  utber. 
And  once  but  taste  o*  the  Welse  mutton, 
Yonr  Bnglis  s'eep*s  not  worth  a  button., 
And  then  for  your  fiss,  s*  all  shoose  it  your  diss, 
I^ke  but  about,  and  there  is  a  trout. 

A  salmon,  cor,  or  chevin. 

Will  feed  you  six  or  seven, 

As  taull  man  as  ever  swagger. 

With  Welse  hookey  or  loQg  dagger. 
Still,  stUl,  ke. 


XXV. 


BoT  aull  this  while  was  never  thinke 

A  word  in  praise  of  oar  Welse  dnoke^ 

Yetlbr  auU  that,  is  a  eapof  bn^at, 

AH  England  s*eere,  may  east  Iiiscab4it* 

And  what  yon  say  to  ale  of  Webley, 

Tondge  him  as  well,  you  11  praise  him  trebly. 

As  well  as  mathegUn,  or  sidar,  or  meath» 

S*  an  s'ake  it  your  dagger  quite  o«t  o*  the  seatb. 

And  oat-cake  of  Guarthenieaf 

With  a.gDadly  leeke  or  oaaoo,  . 

To  give  as  sweet  a  rellis 

As  ere  did  harner,  Ellis. 
Still,  still,  fcc 


XXVI. 

BOWaCL. 


And  yet,  is  nothing  now  atill  this, 
If  of  our  musiques  we  doe  misse ; 
Both  harpes  and  pipes  too;  and  the  crowd. 
Must  all  come  in  and  tauke  alowd* 
As  k>wd  as  Bangu,  Davie's  bell. 
Of  which  is  no  doubt  yow  have  here  tell. 
As  well  as  our  lowder  Wrexham  organ, 
And  rumbling  rocks  iu  s'eere  Glamorgan ; 
Where  looke  but  in  the  ground  there, 
And  you  s'all  see  a  sound  there, 
That  put  him  aoU  togedder. 
Is  sweet  as  measure  pedder. 
Still,  still,  ace 


XXVII. 


Au,  but  what  say  yow  shoold  it  shaace  too^ 
That  we  should  leape  it  in  a  dance  too, 
Aod  make  it  you  as  great  a  pleasMre, 
If  but  your  eyes  be  now  at  leasure ; 
As  in  your  earsss'all  leave  a  laughter. 
To  last  upon  yon  sixe  dayes  after  ? 
Ha !  wella-goe  too ;  let  us  try  to  do 
As  your  old  Britton,  things  to  be  writ  on. 
Onne  put  on  other  lookes  now. 
And  lay  away  your  hookas  too; 
Andjthough  yet  you  ha'  no  pump,  sirs. 
Let  'hem  heare  that  yow  can  jump,  sirs. 
Still,  still,  &c. 


GYPSIES'  SOyGS.  . 

FROM  THE  MASQUE  PERFORMED  AT  ERRLEIGH. 
XXVIlf. 

From  the  £uoous  peacke  of  •l>ari»y. 
And  the  Itovill's-arse  there  hacdrby. 
Where  we  yearely  keepe  our  musters, 
1  Thus  the  ^giptians  throng  in  clusters. 
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Be  not  frighted  with  our  fothioo. 
Though  we  leeme  a  tattered  natiooj 
We  aocouot  our  ragget,  our  riches. 
So  oar  triekfl  exceed  our  ttitcfaes. 

Oire  U8  hacoo,  rindes  of  walnnti, 
Shells  of  cockels,  and  of  smalnots  $ 
Rihaods,  bells,  and  safrond  lynneo. 
All  the  world  is  oiinto  wiine  in. 


Knacks  we  have  that  will  delight  yoa» 

Slight  of  hand  that  will  invite  yon. 

To  endure  our  Uwny  fiujct, 

Quit  your  places,  and  not  canse  yon  cat  your  laces. 

All  3rour  fortunes  we  can  tell  ye, 
Be  they  lor  the  backe  or  bellie; 
In  the  moodes  too,  and  the  tenses, 
That  may  6t  your  fine  five  senses. 

Draw  but  then  your  gfcwres  we  pray  you, 
And  sit  still,  we  will  JK>t  fray  you; 
For  though  we  be  here  at  Barley, 
We*d  be  loth  to  make  a  burly. 


JONSON9  POEMS. 


XXIX. 


CocK-LostcLL,  would  needs  have  the  Devill  his  guest, 
And  bad  him  once  into  the  Peake  to  dinner, 

Where  never  the  fiend  had  such  a  feast, 
Provided  him  yet  at  the  charge  of  a  sinner. 

Hb  stomacke  was  qoeasie'(fbr  comming  there 
coacbt) 

The  jogging  had  caused  some  crudities  rise; 
To  heipe  it  he  call'd  for  a  puritan  poacht, 

That  used  to  tume  up  the  egp  of  his  eyes. 

And  so  recovered  unto  bis  wish, 
He  sate  him  downe,  and  he  fell  to  eate: 

Promooter  in  plum -broth  was  the  ficst  dish. 
His  owne  privie  kitchin  had  no  such  meate. 

Yet  though  with  ibis  he  much  was  taken, 
Upon  a  sudden  he  shifted  bis  trencher. 

As  soone  as  he  spi'd  the  bawd  and  bacon. 
By  which  you  may  note  the  Devill  *s  a  wenoher. 

Sixe  pickrd  Uylors  sliced  and  cut, 
Sempsters,  tyrewomen,  fit  for  his  pallat; 

With  feathemien  and  perfnmen  put, 
Some  twelve  in  a  charger  to  make  a  grand  sallet 

A  rich  hi  usnrer  stu'd  in  his  marrow, 
And  by  him  a  lawyer's  head  and  green-sawoe  ; 

Both  which  his  belly  tooke  in  like  a  barrow. 
As  if  till  then  be  had  never  scene  sawce. 

Then  carbonadoed,  and  cookt  with  paines. 
Was  brought  up  a  cloven  serjant'S  face ; 

The  sauce  was  made  of  his  yeaman'k  braines. 
That  had  beene  beaten  oat  with  his  owne  mace. 

Two  itMsted  sherifies  came  whole  to  the  board, 
(The  feast  had  nothing  beene  without  *em) 

Both  living,  and  dead,  they  were  foxt,  and  fo'rd, 
Their  cbaines  like  sawsages  hang  about  'em. 


The  very  next  dish  was  the  mayor  of  a  towne. 
With  a  poddmgof  maintenance  throst  m  his  belly; 

Like  a  gooee  in  the  feathers  drest  in  his  gowoe. 
And  his  couple  of  hinch-boyes  boyld  to  a  jelly. 

A  Loodon  cuckold,  hot  from  the  spit. 
And  when  the  carver  up  had  broke  him  ; 

The  Devill  cdiopt  up  his  head  at  a  bit*  [him. 

But  the  homes  were  very  neere  like  to  have  choakt 

The  chine  of  a  lecher  too  there  was  roasted. 
With  a  plumpe  hariotls  hannch  and  garGcke; 

A  pander's  pettitoes  that  had  boasted 

Himselfe  for  a  captaine,  yet  never  was  warlicke. 

A  large  Ut  pastie  bf  a  mid-wife  hot ; 

And  (or  a  cold  bak't  meat  into  the  story, 
A  reverend  painted  ladie  was  brought. 

And  coffin'd  in  crust,  till  now 'she  was  hoary. 


To  these,  an  over-growne-justice  of  peace,  [i 
With  a  Clarke  like  a  gizzard  throst  andcr 

And  warrants  for  sippets,  layd  in  his  owne 
Set  oYe  a  chaffing  dish  to  be  kept 


The  joole  of  a  jaylor,  serv'd  for  fish, 
A  constable  sous'd  with  vinegar  by; 

Two  aldermen  lobsters  asleepe  in  a  disb, 
A  deputy  tart,  a  churchwarden  pye. 

All  which  devoured ;  he  then  for  a  closer 
Did  for  a  full  draught  of  Derby  call; 

He  heav'd  the  huge  vessell  up  to  his  nosc^ 
And  left  not  till  he  had  drunke  up  all. 

Then  from  the  table  he  gave  a  start. 

Where  banquet  and  wine  were  nothing  scarce  ; 
All  which  he  sliited  away  with  a  fort. 

From  whence  it  was  call'd  the  Devil'ft  Arse. 

And  there  he  made  such  a  breach  with  the  wiade; 

The  bole  too  standing  open  the  while. 
That  the  sent  of  the  vapour,  before  and  bebinde. 

Hath  fooly  perfumed  most  part  of  the  isle. 

And  this  was  tobacco,  the  learned  suppose; 

Which  since  in  countrey,  court,  and  towne. 
In  the  Devilfs  glister-pipe  smoaks  at  the  nose 

Of  poUcat,  and  madam,  of  gallant,  and  dowae. 

From  which  wicked  weed,  with  swine's  flesh  and  ling; 

Or  any  thing  else  that 's  feast  for  the  fiend: 
Our  captaine,  and  we,  cry  Ood  save  the  king, 

And  send  him  good  meate,  and  BBirthwithoot  cod. 


FROM  THS  SHBPHBRD't  HOUDAT. 
XXX. 

HVMra  I. 

Tat7s,  thos,  begin  the  y<early  rites 
Are  due  to  Pan  on  tb<»e  bright  nights; 
His  morae  now  riseth,  and  invites 
To  sports,  to  dances,  and  delights: 
All  envioos,  and  prophane  away. 
This  b  the  shepherd's  holy-day. 
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MTMra  II. 


trew»  strew,  tbe  glad  and  •miliDg  ground, 
/itb  every  flower,  yet  DOi  confband 
"he  prime-rose  drop,  the  spring's  owne  spoiue, 
:ri^ht  dayes-eyes,  and  the  lips  of  cowes, 
Xhe  ^rdeo-star,  the  queene  of  May, 
The  rose,  to  crowne  the  holy-day. 


>rop,  <lnip  yoa  viotett,  change  yonr  hnea, 
fow  red,  now  pale,  as  loren  use, 
knd  in  your  death  goe  out  as  well, 
Is  wbeo  you  liT'd  nnto  the  smell : 
That  from  your  odour  all  may  say, 
This  is  the  shepherd's  holy-day. 


XXXI. 

RY^IVS  TO  PAN. 
HYMM  I. 

3f  Pan  we  sing,  the  best  of  singers,  Pan 

That  taaght  us  swains,  how  first  to  tune  onrlays. 
And  on  the  pipe  more  aires  than  Phcebus  can, 
Cbo.  Heare,  O  yon  groves,  and  hills  resound  his 
praise. 

Of  Pan  we  sing,  the  best  of  leaders.  Pan 

That  leads  the  Nayads,  and  the  Dryads  forth; 
And  to  their  daunces  more  then  Hermes  can. 
Cbo.  Heare,  O  you  groves,  and  hills  resound  his 
worth. 

Of  Pan  we  sing,  the  best  of  hunters.  Pan 

That  drires  the  heart  to  seeke  unused  wayes. 
And  in  the  chace  more  then  Sylvanus  can, 
Cbo.  Heare,  O  you  groves,  and  hills  resound  his 
praise. 

Of  Pan  we  sing,  the  best  of  shepherds,  Pan 

That  keepes  our  flocks,  and  us,  and  both  leads  forth 
To  better  pastures  then  great.  Pales  can : 
Cuo.  Heare,  O  you  groves,  and  hills  resound  his 

worth. 
And  while  his  powers  and  praises  thus  we  sing. 
The  valleys  let  rebound,  sjid  all  the  rivers  ring. 


XXXII. 


PaK  is  our  all,  by  him  we  breath,  we  live. 

We  more,  we  arc ;  't  is  he  our  lambes  doth  reare, 
Our  flocks  doth  blesse,  and  from  the  store  doth  give 
The  warme  and  finer  fleeces  that  we  weare. 
He  keepes  away  all  heates  and  colds, 
Drives  all  diseases  from  oifr  folds : 
Makes  every  where  the  spring  to  dwell. 
The  ewes  to  feed,  their  udders  swell ; 
But  if  he  frowne,  the  sheepe  (alas) 
The  shepheards  wither,  and  the  grasse. 
strive,  strive  to  please  him  then  by  still  increasing 

thus 
Ths  rites  are  due  to  him,  who  doth  all  right  for  us. 


XXXIII. 


If  yet,  if  yet 
Pan's  orgies  you  will  ftirther  fit. 
See  where  the  silver-footed  fayet  doe  sit« 
The  nymphes  of  wood  and  water ; 
Each  tree's,  and  fountaine's  dauf^ter, 
Goe  take  them  forth,  it  will  be  good 
To  see  some  wave  it  like  a  wood. 
And  others  wind  it  like  a  flood  $ 
In  springs. 
And  rings. 
Till  the  applause  it  brings. 
Wakes  Bccho  from  her  seate. 
The  chses  to  repeate. 
(EcH.  The  ckMes  to  repeate.) 
Eccho  the  truest  oracle  on  ground. 
Though  nothing  but  a  sound« 
(EcB.  Though  nothing,  jcc) 
Belov'd  of  Pan,  the  vallev's  queen, 

(EcH.  Tbe  valley's  ice.) 
And  often  heard,  though  never  seena^ 
(EcB.  Though  never  scene.) 


.  XXXIV. 

■TMKB  nr. 

GxiAT  Pan,  the  father  of  our  peace  and  pleasuiv. 

Who  giv'st  us  all  this  leasore, 
Heare  what  thy  hallowd  troope  of  herdsmen  pray 

Forthis  their  holy^ay, 
And  bow  their  vowes  to  thee,  they  in  Lycaeum  pay« 
So  may  our  ewes  receive  the  mounting  rammes. 
And  we  bring  thee  the  earliest  of  our  lambes : 
So  may  the  first  of  all  our  fells  be  thine. 
And  both  the  beettniDg  of  our  goats  and  kine. 
As  thou  our  folds  dost  still  secure. 
And  keep'st  our  fountaines  sweet  and  pare 
Driv'st  hence  the  wolfe,  the  tode,  the  brock. 
Or  other  vermine  from  the  flock. 
That  we  prcserv'd  by  thee,  and  thou  observ'd  by  us. 
May  both  live  safe  in  shade  of  thy  lov'd  Mttmalus.  • 


PROM  THE  VASQVKOPTHE  FORTUNATt  ISLES. 

XXXV. 

Looks  forth  tbe  shepheard  of  the  seas. 
And  of  the  ports  that  keepe  the  keyei^ 

And  to  your  Neptune  tell, 
Macaria,  prince  of  all  the  isles, 
Wherein  there  nothing  growes  but  smiles, 

Doth  here  put  in  to  dwell. 

The  windes  are  sweet,  and  gently  blow. 
But  Zephirus,  no  breath  they  know. 

The  fother  of  the  flowers : 
By  him  the  virgin  violets  live. 
And  every  plant  doth  odours  give. 

As  new  Ks  are  the  bowers. 
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HMD  thinke  it  not  a  oommoo  cause, 
That  to  it  8b  moch  wonder  drawes^ 

And  all  the  Heavens  cootent» 
With  harmooy  to  tone  their  notcs^ 
In  answer  to  the  publike  votci^ 

That  for  it  up  were  sent. 


Spring  all  the  graces  of  the  ngit, 

And  all  the  loves  of  time ; 
Bring  all  the  pleasures  of  the  stage. 

And  relishes  of  rime: 
Adde  all  the  softnesses  of  coarts. 

The  lookes,  the  laughters,  and  the  sports. 
And  mingle  all  tfaeh^weets  and  salts. 

That  none  may  say,  the  triumph  balt^ 


JOMSOM*S  POEMS. 


FROM  LOVB'B  TUiVUVH  THROU0H  CAUIPOLIt. 

XXXVI. 

Jot,  joy  to  mortals,  the  rejoycing  fires 
Of  gladnessc,  smile  in  your  dilated  hesirts  i 

Whilst  love  presents  a  world  of  chast  desires. 
Which  may  produce  a  harmooy  of  parts ! 

Love  is  the  right  afisction  of  the  minde, 

The  noble  appetite  of  what  is  best: 
Desire  of  union  with  the  thing  designed, 

But  in  fruition  of  it  cannot  rest. 

The  fiither  plenty  is,  the  mother  want. 

Plenty  the  beauty,  which  it  wantetb,  drawee; 
Want  yeelds  it  selfe,  aibrding  what  is  scant. 

So  both  afiiBctions  aie  the  union's  cause. 

But  rest  not  here.    For  love  hath  larger  scopes. 
New  joyes,  new  pleasures,  of  as  fresh  a  date 

As  are  his  minutes:  and  in  him  no  hopes 
Are  pure,  but  those  he  can  perpetuate. 

To  you  that  are  by  excellence  a  queene ! 

The  top  of  beauty!  but,  of  such  an  ayre, 
As  onely  by  the  mind's  eye  may  be  scene 

Your  enter- woven  lines  of  good  and  iayre  ! 

Vouchsafe  to  grace  love's  triumph  here  to  night. 
Through  all  the  streetes  of  your  Callipolis; 

Which  by  the  splendour  of  your  rayes  made  bright 
The  seat  and  region  of  all  beauty  is. 

Love,  in  perfection,  longeth  to  appeare. 
But  prayes  of  favour  he  be  not  call'd  on. 

Till  all  the  suburbs  and  the  skirts  be  cleare 
Of  perturbations  and  th'  infection  gon. 

Then  will  he  flow  forth,  like  a  rich  perfume 
Into  your  nostrils !  or  some  sweeter  sound 

Of  melting  musiqne  that  shall  not  cooanme 
Within  the  eare,  but  run  the  mazes  lound. 


mOM  CHLOKIOIA* 
XZXVft 

Gone  forth,  come-forth,  the  gentle  spring, 
And  carry  the  glad  newes  I  Iwing, 

To  Earth  our  common  mother: 
It  is  decreed  by  all  the  gods 
The  Heav*n  of  Earth  shall  hare  no  oddes. 

Bat  ode  shall  lore  anotber : 

Their  glories  they  Aall  nratnall  make. 
Earth  looke  on  Heaven,  for  fleavcB*s  sake; 

Their  honosn  shall  be  evaa: 
All  emulation  caaae  and  jama; 
Jove  will  have  Eaith  to  have  her  starres 

And  lights  no  lease  then  Heaven. 


It  is  already  done,  in  ( 

As  fresh,  and  new  as  are  the  hoore^ 

By  warmth  of  yonder  Sonne. 
But  will  be  nsultiply'd  on  ns. 
If  ftom  the  breath  of  Zephyrus 

Like  fovonr  we  have  wonne. 


Give  all  to  him:  his  is  the  dew, 
The  heate^  the  hnmonr, 

srauio. 

AUthetnie» 

Beloved  of  the  spring  '• 

zsraraos. 
The  Sonne,  the  wind,  the  verdure! 


That  wisest  nature  cause  can  call 
Of  qoick'niag  any  thing. 


All. 


FROM  THR  IAD  IHSPHRRO. 

XXXVIIL 

Hiough  I  am  young  and  cannot  tell. 
Either  what  Death  or  Love  is  well. 
Yet  I  have  heard  they  both  beare  darts, 
And  both  doe  ayme  at  humane  hearts: 
And  then  againe  I  have  beene  told 
Love  wounds  with  heat,  as  Death  with  cold  -, 
So  that  I  feare  they  doe  but  bring 
Extrcames  to  touch,  and  meane  one  thing. 

As  in  a  mine  we  it  call 
One  thing  to  be  Mowne  iq>,  or  foil ; 
Or  to  bur  end,  like  way  may  have. 
By  a  flash  of  lightning  or  a  wave: 
So  Love's  ioOamed  shaft  or  hmnd. 
May  kill  as  soone  as  Dnl^'k  cold  hand; 
Except  Love's  fires  the  vertne  have 
To  ihghi  the  frost  ont  of  tlie  grave. 
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PROH  THS  ntBKT  WOMAN. 
XXXIX. 

ILL  to  be  neat,  still  to  be  drest, 

»  ynu  were  going  to  a  feast ; 

11  to  be  powdered,  still  perfum'd : 

idy,  it  is  to  be  presumM, 

lou^h  art's  hid  causes  are  not  found, 

I  U  not  sweet,  all  is  not  sound. 

ve  vae  a  look,  give  me  a  face, 

at  makes  simplicity  a  grace ; 

bes  loosely  flowing,  hair  as  free: 

eh  sweet  n^lect  more  taketh  me^ 

tan  aUI  th'  adulteries  of  art ; 

ley  strike  mine  eyes,  but  not  my  heart 


IN  TBK  DSVIL  IB  AM  A 98. 

XL. 

but  look  on  her  eyes !  tbey  do  light 
All  that  love's  world  comprizetb : 

but  look  on  her  hair !  it  is  bright 
\s  love*8  star  when  it  riseth  ! 
•  but  mark,  her  forehead's  smoother 
an  wordM  that  tooth  her ! 
d  from  her  archM  brows  such  a  grace 
eds  itself  through  the  (ace; 

alone  there  triumphs  to  the  life, 

the  gain,  all  the  good,  of  the  elements'  strife. 

kTc  you  seen  but  a  bright  lily  grow, 
Before  rude  hands  have  touch'd  it? 
;Te  you  mark'd  but  the  fall  of  the  snow. 
Before  the  soul  hath  smutch'd  it  ? 
ve  you  felt  the  wool  of  the  beaver  ? 
swan's-down  ever  ? 

have  smelt  o'  the  bud  of  the  brier } 

the  nard  i'  the  fire  ? 

have  tasted  the  bag  of  the  bee  ? 
!  so  white !  O,  so  soft !  O,  so  sweet  is  she. 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES.  s^g 

That  cannot  keep  what  tbey  do  gaibe ; 
And  what  they  raise  so  ill  sustaioe ! 
Rome  now  is  mistris  of  the  whole 
World,  sea,  and  land,  to  eitbeir  pole; 
And  even  that  fortune  will  destroy 
The  power  that  made  it :  she  doth  joy 
So  much  in  plenty,  wealth,  and  ease. 
As  now  th'  excesse  is  her  disease. 

She  builds  in  gold ;  and  to  the  Marres ; 
As  if  she  threatned  Heav'h  with  warres  : 
And  seeks  for  Hell,  in  quarries  deep^ 
Giving  the  fiends,  that  there  do  keep^ 
A  hope  of  day.    Her  women  weare 
The  spoiles  of  nations  in  an  eare, 
Cbang'd  for  the  treasure  of  a  shell  I 
And  in  their  loose  attires  do  swell    * 
More  light  than  sailes  when  all  winds  play : 
Vet  are  the  men  more  loose  than  tbey ! 
More  kemb'd,  and  bath'd,  and  rub'd,  and  trim'd, 
More  sleek'd,  more  soft,  and  slacker  limm'd ; 
As  prostitute :  so  much,  that  kinde 
May  seek  it  selfe  there,  and  not  finde. 
They  eat  on  beds  of  silk  and  gold; 
At  ivory  tables;  or  wood  sold 
Dearer  than  it :  and  leaving  plate, 
I>o  drink  in  stone  of  higher  rate. 

They  hunt  all  grounds ;  and  draw  all  seas; 
Foule  every  brook  and  bash,  to  please 

Their  wanton  tasts:  and  in  request 
Have  new  and  rare  things ;  not  the  best ! 
Hence  comes  that  wild  and  vast  expence^ 

That  bath  enforc'd  Rome's  vertue  thence, 

Which  simple  poverty  first  made : 

And  now  ambition  doth  invade 

Her  sUte  with  eating  avarice, 

Riot,  and  every  other  vice. 

Decrees  are  bought,  and  lawes  are  sold. 

Honours,  and  oflSces  for  gold; 

The  people's  voyces,  and  the  free 

Tongues  in  the  senaU  bribed  be. 

Such  mine  of  her  manners  Rome 

Doth  suffer  now,  as  she  's  become 

(Without  the  gods  it  soone  gaine-say) 

Both  her  own  spoiler  and  own  prey. 
So,  Asia,  'art  thou  crully  even 

With  us,  for  all  the  blows  thee  given ; 

When  we  whose  vertue  conquer'd  thoe. 

Thus  by  thy  vices  ruin'd  be. 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES, 

CHORUSES. 

FROM  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CATALINB. 


iN  nothing  great,  and  at  the  height 
maine  so  long  ?  but  its  own  weight 
ill  niine  it  ?  or,  is  't  blind  chance, 
at  still  desires  new  states  t'  advance, 
d  quit  the  old  ?  else,  why  must  Rome 
by  itselfe  now  over-come  ? 
ith  she  not  foes  ioow  of  those, 
bom  she  hath  made  such,  and  enclose 
T  round  about  ?  or  are  they  none, 
:cept  she  first  become  her  own  ? 
vretchednesie  of  greatest  states, 
*  be  obnoxious  to  these  fates: 
VOL  V. 


Great  father  Mars,  and  greater  Jove, 
By  whose  high  auspice  Rdme  hath  stood 
So  long ;  and  first  was  built  in  blood 

Of  your  great  nephew,  that  then  strove 

Not  with  his  brother,  but  your  rites : 
Be  present  to  her  now,  as  then. 
And  let  not  proud  and  factious  men* 

Against  your  willsroppose  their  mights. 

Our  consuls  now  are  to  be  made ; 
O,  put  it  in  the  publick  voice 
To  make  a  free  and  worthy  choice : 

Excluding  such  as  would  invade 

The  common-wealth.    Let  whom  we  name, 
Have  wisdome,  foresight,  fortitude. 
Be  more  with  faith,  than  face  endu'd, 

And  studie  conscience  above  fame. 
Mm 
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Such  as  not  leeke  to  git  the  ttert 
In  itate,  by  power,  parts,  or  bribes, 
AmbitioD's  bawdes :  bat  more  the  tribes 

By  Tertue^  modestie,  desert. 

Such  as  to  juidoe  will  adhere. 
What  ever  great  one  it  ofiend : 
And  from  the'  embraced  truth  not  bend 

For  envie,  hatred*,  gifts,  or  feare. 

That  by  their  deeds  will  make  it  knowne^ 

Whose  dignitie  they  doe  sostaine; 

And  life,  state,  glory,  all  they  game. 
Count  the  iepublique*s  not  their  owne. 
Socb  the  old  Bniti,  Decii  were. 

The  Cipi,  Curtii,  who  did  give 

ThemseWes  for  Rome:  and  wookl  not  five 
As  men,  good  only  for  a  yeare. 

Such  were  the  great  Camilli  too ;  ^ 
The  Fabti,  Scipios;  that  stilL  thought 
No  woite,  at  price  enough,  was  brought, 

That  for  their  ooontrey  they  could  doe. 

And  to  her  honour  did  so  knit. 
As  all  their  acts  were  understood 
The  stnewes  of  the  publick  good : 

And  they  themseWes  one  sonle  with  it. 

These  men  were  truely  magistrates; 
These  neither  practised  force  nor  formes : 
Nor  did  they  leave  the  helme  in  stonnes  I 

And  such  they  are  make  happie  stotes. 


Wherein  the  thonght,  nnlike  the  eye. 
To  which  things  for  seemesmaUer  than  they  aif, 

Deemes  all  contentment  p1ac*d  on  high: 

And  thinks  there  *s  nothing  great  but  vbst  ii  bx, 

O,  that  in  time,  Rome  did  not  cast 
Her  errours  up^  this  fortune  to  prereoi; 

V  have  seene  her  crimes  ere  they  were  put: 
And  felt  her  foults  before  her  ponishiMDt 


III. 

What  is  this.  Heavens,  you  prepare. 

With  so  much  swiftnesse,  and  so  sodaine  rising  ? 
There  are  no  sonnes  of  Earth  that  dare 

Again  rebellion  ^  or  the  gods  surprising  } 

The  worid  doth  shake,  and' nature  feares. 

Yet  is  the  tumult  and  the  horrour  greater 
'  Within  our  minds,  than  in  our  eares :    [threat  her. 
So  much  Rome's  foults  (now  grown  her  fote)  do 

The  priest  and  people  run  about. 

Each  order,  age,  and  sexe  amaz*d  at  other ;' 
And  at  the  ports  all  thronging  out. 

As  if  their  safety  were  to  quit  their  mother: 

Yet  finde  they  the  same  dangers  there. 

From  which  they  makesuch  baste  to  be  preserved; 

For  guilty  states  do  ever  beare 
Theplagoes  about  them  which  they  havedeserved. 

And  till  those  plagues  do  get  aboTC 

The  mountnnes  of  our  faults,  and  there  do  sit; 
We  see  'hem  not.    Thus  still  we  love 

The  evtll  we  do,  untill  wesuffisr  it. 

But  most  ambition,  that  neere  vice 
To  vertoe,  hath  the  fate  of  Rome  provoked  ; 

And  made,  that  now  Ronie*s  selfe  no  pri^^ 
To  free  her  from  the  death  wherewith  she  *»  yoked. 

That  restlesse  ill,  that  still  doth  build     . 

Upon  successe;  and  ends  dot  in  aspiring: 
But  there  begins ;  and  ne're  is  fill'd,  [siring. 

While  ought  remaines  that  seemes  bot  worth  de- 


IV. 

Now,  do  our  eares,  before  our  eyes, 

like  men  in  mist. 
Discover,  who'ld  the  state  surprice. 

And  who  resist  ? 

And  as  these  clouds  do  yeeld  to  light, 

Now  do  we  see. 
Our  thoughts  of  things,  bow  they  did  fight, 

Which  seem'd  t*  agreei 

Of  what  strange  pieces  are  we  made^ 

Who  nothing  know ; 
But  as  new  ajrrs  our  eares  invade^ 

StiU  censure  so  f 


That  now  do  hope,  and  now  do  feaie^ 

And  now  envy;    - 
And  then  do  hate,  and  then  tove  deare. 

But  know  not  why : 

Or,  if  we  do,  it  is  so  late^ 

As  our  best  mood. 
Though  true,  is  then  thonght  eut  of  dat^ 

And  empty  of  good. 


How  have  we  cbang'd,  and  oome 

In  every  doome, 
Since  wicked  Catiline  went  oat. 

And  quitted  Rome  ? 


One  while  we  thought  him  tnDOceOk; 

And  then  w'  accus'd 
The  consul  for  his  malice  spent ; 
And  power  abus'd. 

Since  that  we  beare  he  is  fai  axmei^ 

We  think  not  so: 
Yet  charge  the  consul  with  our  banner 

That  let  him  go. 

So  in  our  censure  of  the  states 

We  still  do  wander; 
And  make  the  careful!  magistrsts 

The  marke  of  slander. 

What  age  Is  this,  where  honest  mav 

Placed  at  the  hdme, 
A  sea  of  some  fbole  month  or  pen 

Shall  over-whelme } 

And  call  their  diligence  deedpt; 

Their  vertue,  vice ; 
Their  watchfobcase  but  lying  in  wait ; 

And  blood  the  price» 
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0,  let  08  pluck  thiteirill  teed 

Oatof  our  apMli; 
And  gnrc  to  every  aoMe  deed. 

The  name  it  aeviU 

Lot  we  teeme  fiiloe  (if  thit  eodoret) 

loto  tho«e  tinges, 
To  lore  dieeese:  and  brooke  tiie  cniet 

Wone  thao  the  crimes* 


EPITHAtAMION. 

taOM  HTM BNiBI. 

Glao  time  it  at  this  point  arrir'd 

For  which  lore^  b<^  were  so  long  lir'd. 

Lead,  Hymen,  lead  away^ 

And  let  no  object  stay, 

Mbr  baoQoets  (bdt  sweet  kisset) 

The  tartfes  from  their  blisses. 

'  T is Copid  <Sb1s  to  arme; 

And  this  his^ast  alarme. 

Jhrink  not,  soft  virgin,  you  will  lovc^ 
inoo,  what  you  no  feare  to  prove. 

This  is  no  kilKng  wnrre. 

To  which  yon  pressed  aiei 

Bat  (aire  and  gentle  ttriie 

Which  k>verB  call  theb  life. 

T  is  Cupid  cries  to  arme; 

And  this  his  last  alarme. 

fl^e,  youths  and  virgins,  help  to  sing 
rhe  prize  which  Hsrmen  beie  doth  bring, 

And  did  so  lately  rap 

From  foith  the  mother's  lap ', 

To  place  her  by  that  side 

Where  she  most  long  abide. 

On  Hymen,  Hjrmen  call. 

This  night  is  Hymen's  all; 

See  Heqierus  is  yet  in  view ! 
^Hiat  star  can  so  deserve  of  yon  ? 

Whose  light  doth  still  adome 

Yoar  bride,  that  ere  the  mome , 

Shall  far  more  perfect  be. 

And  rise  as  bright  as  he  ; 

When  (like  to  him)  her  name 

Ischai^d',  but  not  her  flame. 

Baste,  tender  lady,  and  adventer; 
rbe  covetous  house  would  have  yon 

*  This  poeme  had  for  the  most  part  vemminter- 
^rem  or  carmen  Amoebseum :  yet  that  not  always 
^  but  oftentimes  varied,  and  sometimes  neglect- 
id  in  the  same  song,  as  in  ours  you  shall  find  ob- 
wved. 

'  The  bride  was  always  fain*d  to  be  ravished,  ex 
r«nio  matris :  or  (if  she  were  wanting)  ex  proxima 
J^ccssitudine,  because  that  had  succeeded  well  to 
Romohis,  who  by  force  gat  wives  for  him  and  bb, 
^  the  Sabines.  See  Fest.  and  that  of  Catul. 
*»i  rapis  toneram  ad  virum  virgmem. 

'WhenheisPhoapboms,yetthcsamestar,asI 
^n  noted  bef<»r^ 
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That  he  might  wealthy  be, 
And  you  her  mistris  see^: 
Haste  your  own  good  to  meet; 
And  lift  your  golden  fleet 
Above  the  threshold  highS 
With  proqierous  augury. 

Now,  youths,  let  go  your  pretty  aimes  | 
The  place  within  chants  other  charmes. 

Whole  showers  of  roses  (low; 

And  violets  seeme  to  grow, 

Strew*d  in  the  chamber  there, 

As  Venus  meade  it  were. 

On  Hymen,  Hymen  call, 

This  night  is  Hymen's  all. 

Good  matrons,  that  so  well  are  known 
To  aged  husbands  of  your  own. 

Place  you  our  bride  to  night ; 

And  snateh  away  the  light ' : 

TBat  she  not  hide  it  dead 

Beneath  her  spouse's  bed; 

Nor  he  reserve  the  same     • 

To  hdpe  the  fonerall  flame. 

So  now  you  may  admit  him  in ; 

The  act  he  covets  is  no  sin. 
But  chaste  and  holy  love, 
Which  Hymen  doth  approve: 
Without  whose  hallowing  fires 
All  aymes  are  base  desires. 
On  Hymen,  Hymen  call, 
This  night  is  Hymen's  all. 

Now  finee  from  vulgar  spigfat  or  noise, 
May  you  eiuoy  your  mutual  joyes; 

Now  you  no  feare  controules. 

But  lips  may  mingle  soules; 

And  soft  embraces  bind. 

To  each  the  other's  mind : 

Which  may  no  power  untie. 

Till  one  or  both  must  die. 

And  look  before  you  yeeld  to  slumber. 
That  yowt  delights  be  drawn  past  number^ 

**  Jo3res,  got  with  stiif^  increase." 

Afibct  no  sleepy  peace ; 

But  keep  the  bride's  fisire  eyes 

Awake  with  her  owne  cryes, 

Which  are  but  mayden-flsares: 

And  kisses  dry  such  teares. 


*  At  the  entrance  of  tiie  bride,  the  cnstome  «ft 
to  give  her  the  keyes,  to  signifie  that  she  was  abso- 
tuto  mistris  of  the  place,  anid  the  whole  disposition 
of  the  fomily  at  her  care.    Fett. 

^  This  was  also  another  rite:  that  she  might  not 
touch  the  threshold  as  she  entred,  but  was  lifted 
over  it  Servius  saitb,  because  it  was  sacHsd  to 
Vesta.  Pint  in  Qusest  Rom.  remembers  divert 
causes.  But  that,  which  I  teke  to  come  nearest 
the  truth,  was  only  the  avoydhig  of  sorceroos  drugs, 
used  by  witches  to  be  buried  under  that  place,  to 
the  destroying  of  marriage-amity,  or  the  power  of 
generation.  See  Alexand.  in  Genialib.  and  Christ 
Landus  upon  Catul. 

*  For  this,  looke  Fett  in  Voc  Rapi. 
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Then,  coyne  them,  twixt  your  lips  lo  iwee^, 
And  let  not  cocklea  closer  meet ; 

Nor  may  your  murmuring  Loves 

Be  drown'd  by  Cypris*  doves : 

Let  ivy  not  so  bind 

As  when  your  armes  are  twinM : 

That  you  may  both,  e^re  day, 

Rise  perfect  every  way. 

And  Jnno,  whose  great  powers  protect 
The  marriage  bed,  with  good  efiect 

The  labour  of  this  night 

Blesse  thou,  for  future  light : 

And,  thou,  thy  happy  charge. 

Glad  Genius,  enlarge ; 

That  they  may  both,  e*re  day. 

Rise  perfect  every  way. 

And  Venus,  thou,  with  timely  seed 
(Which  may  their  after  comforts  breed) 

Informe  the  gentle  wombe  ; 

Nor,  let  it  prove  a  tombe : 

But,  e*re  ten  moones  be  wasted. 

The  birth,  by  Cynthia  hasted. 

So  may  they  both,  e're  day. 

Rise  perfSect  every  way. 

And,  when  the  babe  to  light  is  shown, 
I^  it  be  like  each  parent  known ; 

Miich  of  the  father's  face. 

More  of  the  mother's  grace  ; 

And  either  grandsire's  spirit. 

And  fame  let  it  inherit 

That  men  may  blesse  th'  embraces,  * 

That  joy  ned  to  such  races. 

'Cease,  youths  and  virgins,  you  have  done; 
Shut  fast  the  doore:  and,  as  they  soone 

To  their  perfection  hast. 

So  may  their  ardours  last 

So  cither's  strength  out-live 

All  los^e  that  age  can  give : 

And,  though  full  yeares  be  told. 

Their  formes  grow  slowly  old. 


LOVE,  A  LITTLE  BOY. 

PROMTnS 
MAS^VB  ON  LORD  HADDINGTON'S  MABRIAGE. 

FIBST  OBACB. 

Bbautibs,  have  ye  seen  this  toy. 
Called  Love,  a  little  boy, 
Almost  naked,  wanton,  blind, 
Cruell  now ;  and  then  as  Und  ? 
If  he  be  amongst  ye,  say ; 
He  is  Venus'  nm-away. 

SBCONO  CRACB. 

She,  that  will  but  now  discover  * 
Where  the  winged  wag  doth  hover. 
Shall,  to  night,  receive  a  kisse. 
How,  or  where  her  selfe  would  wish : 
But,  who  brings  him  to  his  mother, 
ShaU  have  that  kisse,  and  another. 


H'  hath  of  markes  alxmi  bin  plenty : 
You  shall  know  him  among  twenty. 
All  his  body  is  a  fire. 
And  his  breath  a  flame  entire. 
That  being  shot,  like  lightning,  in, 
Wounds  the  heart,  bat  not  the  skio. 

pnuTcaACB. 

At  his  sight,  the  Sun  hath  turaed, 
Neptune  in  the  waters,  burned ; 
Hell  hath  felt  a  greater  heat : 
Jove  himselfe  fbnook  his  seat: 
From  the  center,  to  the  skie. 
Are  his  trophaees  reared  hie. 

SBCOVD  GBACB. 

Wings  he  hath,  which  thongfa  yee  cEp, 
He  will  leape  ih>m  lip  to  lip. 
Over  liver,  lightsi  and  heart. 
But  not  stay  in  any  part ; 
And,  if  chance  his. arrow  miases. 
He  will  shoot  himselfe,  in  ki»es. 

THIRD  OBACB. 

He  doth  beare  a  golden  bow. 
And  a  quiver,  hanging  low. 
Full  of  arrows,  that  out-brave 
Dian's  shafts :  irhere,  if  be  have 
Any  head  more  sharp  than  other, 
With  that  first  he  strikes  his  mother. 

nRSTGKACB. 

Still  the  fairest  are  his  fudl. 
When  his  dayes  are  to  be'  cmdl. 
Lovers',  hearts  are  all  his  food ; 
And  his  bathes  theirirannest  blood: 
Nought  but  wounds  his  hand  doth 
And  he  hates  none  like  to  Reason. 

SBCONO  GBACB. 

Trust  him  not:  his  words,  thongfa  sweet, 

Seldome  with  his  heart  do  meet 

All  his  practice  is  deceit; 

Every  gift  it  is  a  bait ; 

Not  a  kisse,  but  poyson  beares; 

And  most  treason  in  his  teares. 

THnmOEACB. 

Idle  minutes  are  his  raigne; 
Hien,  the  straggler  makes  his  gaine, 
By  presenting  maids  with  toyei, 
And  would  have  ye  think  'hem  joyes: 
'T  is  the  ambition  of  the  elfe. 
To  'have  all  childish,  as  himselfe. 

FIRST  GBACB. 

If  by  these  ye  please  to  know  hitn, 
Beaotiesy  be  not  nice,  but  show  bim. 

SBCONS  OSACS. 

Though  ye  had  a  will,  to  hide  bin, 
Now,  we  hope,  ye'le  not  abkle  binu 

TEOrn  GBACB. 

Since  ye  heare  bn  folser  play ; 
And  that  he  is  Venus'  nin-awav. 
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EPITHALAMION. 

reOM  THI  SAin. 

Up,  yoathes  and  virgins,  up,  and  praise 
The  god  whose  nights  cot-shine  bis  dayes ; 

Hymeo,  whose  hallowed  rites 
CoQld  never  boast  of  brighter  lights : 
Whose  bands  passe  libertee. 
Two  of  your  troope,  that,  with  the  mome  were  ftee, 
Are  now  wag*d  to  his  warre. 

And  what  they  are. 
If  you  »ll  perfection  see, 
Your  selyes  must  bee. 
Shine,  Hesperus,  shine  forth,  thou  wished  starre. 

What  joy,  or  honours  can  compare 
With  holy  nuptials,  when  they  are 

Made  out  of  equal  I  parts 
Of  yeeres,  of  states,  of  hands,  of  hearts  ? 
When  in  the  happie  choyce, 
rhe  spouse  and  spoused  have  the  formost  voyee ! 
Such,  glad  of  Hymen's  warre  j 

live  what  they  are. 
And  long  perfection  see : 
And  such  ours  bee. 
Shine,  Hesperus,  shine  forth  thou  wished  starre. 

The  solenme  state  of  this  one  night 
Were  6t  to  last  an  age's  light ; 

But  there  are  rites  behind 
Have  lesse  of  state,  but  more  of  kind : 
Love's  wealthy  croppe  of  kisses, 
And  fruitful!  harvest  of  bis  mother^  blisses. 
Sound  then  to  Hymeu^s  warre : 

That  what  these  are. 
Who  will  perfection  sec. 
May  haste  to  bee. 
Shine,  Hesperus,  shine  forth  thou  wished  sUrre. 

love's  common-wealth  consists  of  toyes; 
His  councell  are  those  antique  boyes. 

Games,  laughter,  sports,  delights. 
That  triumph  with  him  on  these  nights : 
To  whom  we  must  give  way, 
For  DOW  their  raigne  begins,  and  lasts  till  day. 
They  sweeten  Hymen's  warre. 

And,  in  that  jarre. 
Make  all,  that  married  bee. 
Perfection  see. 
Shine,  Hesperus,  shine  fortii  thou  wished  star. 

Why  stayes  the  bride-groome  to  invade 
Her,  that  would  be  a  matron  made  ? 

Good-night,  whilst  yet  we  may 
Good-night,  to  you  a  virgin,  say: 
To  morrow,  rise  the  same 
»oar  mother  is,  and  use  a  nobler  name. 
Speed  well  in  Hymen's  warre. 

That,  what  you  are, 
By  your  perfection,  wee 

And  all  may  see. 
>  Hesperus,  shine  forth  thon  wished  star. 

Tonight b  Venus'  vigU  kept 

«w  night  no  bride-groome  ercr  slept ; 

And  if  the  faire  bride  doo, 
1  ne  married  say,  't  is  his  fault,  too. 
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Wake  then;  and  let  yonr  lights 
Wake  too :  for  they  '1  tell  nothing  of  your  nights : 
But,  that  in  Hymen's  warre 

You  perfect  are. 
And  such  perfection,  wee 
Doe  pray,  should  bee. 
Shine,  Hesperus,  shine  forth  thou  wished  starre. 

That,  ere  the  rosie-fingerd  mome 
Behold  nine  moones,  there  may  be  borne 

A  babe,  t'  uphold  the  fame 
Of  Radcliife's  blood,  and  Ramsey's  name: 
That  may,  in  his  great  seed, 
Weare  the  long  honours  of  bis  father's  deed. 
Such  fruits  of  Hymen's  warre 

Most  perfect  are; 
And  all  perfection,  wee 
Wish,  you  should  see. 
Shine,  Hesperus,  shine  forth,  thoo  wished  starre. 


WITCHES'  CHARMS. 

nOM  THE  MASQUE  OP  QUSZVS. 

Simas,  stay,  we  want  our  dame  ; 

Call  upon  her  by  her  name. 

And  the  charme  we  use  to  say ; 

That  she  quickly  auoynt,  and  come  away. 

PntST  CRABIII. 

Dame,  dame,  the  watch  is  set: 
Quickly  come,  we  all  are  met 
From  the  lakes,  and  from  the  fens, 
From  the  rocks,  and  from  the  dens, 
From  the  woods,  and  from  the  caves. 
From  the  church-yards,  from  the  graves, 
From  the  dungeon,  from  the  tree 
That  they  die  on,  here  are  wee. 

Comes  she  not  yet  ? 
Strike  another  heate. 

SECOND  CBARlfS. 

The  weather  is  {aire,  the  wind  is  good. 

Up,  dame,  o*  your  horse  of  wood : 

Or  else,  tuck  up  your  gray  frock. 

And  sadle  your  goate,  or  your  greeue  cock. 

And  make  his  bridle  a  bottome  of  thrid. 

To  rowle  up  how  many  miles  you  have  rid. 

Quickly  come  away; 

For  we  all  stay. 

Nor  yet  ?  nay,  then. 
We  '11  try  her  agen. 

THIRD  CHAEMB. 

The  owle  is  abroad,  the  bat,  and  the  toad. 

And  so  is  the  cat-a-mountaine, 
The  ant,  and  the  mole  sit  both  in  a  hole. 

And  frog  peeps  out  o'  the  fbuntaine ; 
The  dogs,  they  do  bay,  and  the  timbrels  play, 

The  spindle  is  now  a-turning ; 
The  Moone  it  is  red,  and  the  starres  are  fled. 

But  all  the  sky  is  a-bumiog : 
The  ditch  is  made,  and  our  nayles  the  spade. 
With  pictures  full,  of  waxe,  and  of  wooU ; 
Their  lives  I  stick,  with  needles  quick; 
There  lacks  but  the  bh)od,  to  make  up  the  flood. 
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Qaickly,  dame,  than,  bring  yoar  put  ii^ 

Spurre,  sparre,  upon  little  Martin, 

Merrily,  merrily,  make  him  laile, 

A  vorme  in  hit  mouth,  and  a  thome  in  *8  taile. 

Fire  above,  and  fire  below, 

With  a  whip  i*  your  hand,  to  make  him  go. 

O,  now  she's  come ! 
Let  all  lie  dombe. 


Well  done,  my  Hags.   And,  come  we  fiaugfat  with 

•pight, 
To  overthrow  the  glory  of  this  night? 
Holds  our  great  purpose  ?  Hag.  Yes.  DikM.  But  want's 

there  none 
Of  our  just  number  ?  Hag.  Call  us  one»  by  one. 
And  then  our  Dame  shall  see.    Dam.  First,  then, 

advance 
My  drowsie  sexvaut,  stnpida  Ignorance, 
Known  by  thy  scaly  vesture  ;  and  bring  on 
Thy  fearefuU  sister,  wild  Suspition, 
Whose  eyes  do  never  sleep ;  let  her  knit  hands 
With  quick  Credulity,  that  next  her  stands. 
Who  hath  but  one  eare,  and  that  always  ope ; 
Two-faced  Falsehood  follow  in  the  rope ; 
And  lead  on  Murmure,  with  the  cheeks  deep  hnng^ 
She  Malice,  whetting  of  her  forked  tongue ; 
And  Malice,  Impudence,  whose  forehead's  lost ; 
Let  Impudence  lead  Slander  on,  to  boast 
Her  oblique  look ;  and  to  her.  subtle  side, 
Thou,  black-mouth'd  Bxecration,  stand  app1y*d ; 
Draw  to  thee  Bittemesse,  whose  pores  sweat  gal ; 
She  flame-ey*d  Rage ;  Rage,  Mischiefe.  Hao.  Here 

wearealL 
Dam.  Jo3me  now  our  hearts,  we  faithfull  opposites 
To  Fame  and  Glory.    Let  not  these  bright  nights 
Of  honour  blaze,  thus  to  ofiend  our  eyes ; 
Shew  our  selves  truely  envious,  and  let  rise 
Our  wonted  rages :  do  what  may  beseeme 
Such  names  and  natures ;  Vertue  else  will  deeme 
Our  powers  decreased,  and  think  us  banish*d  Earth, 
Ko  lesse  than  Heaven.     All  her  antique  birth, 
As  Justice,  Faith,  she  will  restore ;  and,  bold 
Upon' our  sloth,  retrive  her  age  of  gold. 
We  must  not  let  our  native  manners,  thus, 
Porrupt  with  ease.    Ill  lives  not,  but  m  «s. 
I  bate  to  see  these  fruits  of  a  soft  peace. 
And  ourse  the  piety  gives  it  such  increase. 
Let  us  distorbe  it  then,  and  blast  the  light; 
Mijce  Hell  with  Heaven,  and  make  Nature  fight 
Within  her  selfSe ;  loose  the  whole  henge  of  things : 
And  cause  the  ends  run  back,  into  their  springs. 

Hao.  What  our  Dame  bids  us  do. 
We  are  ready  for.    Dam.  Then  fall  too. 
But  first  relate  me,  what  you  have  sought, 
Wh«re  you  have  been,  and  what  you  have  brought. 


1.  I  have  been,  all  day,  looking  after 

A  raven,  feeding  upon  a  quarter; 

And,  soon  as  she  tura'd  her  beack  to  the  sooth, 

I  snatch'd  this  morsell  out  of  her  mouth. 

3.  I  have  beene  gathering  wolves'  hahres. 
The  mad  dogs'  foame,  and  the  adders'  eares; 
The  spurgings  of  a  dead-man's  eyes. 
And  all  since  the  evemng  starre  did  rise. 


3.  I,  last  night,  lay  all  alone 

O'  the  ground,  to  heare  the  mandrake  graie; 
And  pluckt  him  up,  though  he  grew  fidl  k»; 
And,  as  I  bad  done,  the  cocke  did  crow. 

4.  And  I  ha' beene  choosing  out  this  scoD, 
From  cbarndl  houses,  that  were  fall ; 
From  private  grots,  and  pablieke  pil^ 
And  frighted  a  sesften  oat  of  hia  vita. 

5.  Under  a  cradle  I  did  creeper 

By  day ;  and,  when  the  child  was  asleepe. 
At  night,  I  suck'd  the  breath ;  and  rose, 
And  pluck'd  the  nodding  nune  by  the  oflie. 

6.  I  had  a  dagger:  what  did  I  withtfait? 
Kiird  an  infant,  to  have  his  fat. 

A  piper  it  got,  at  a  church-ale, 

I  bade  him,  againe  blow  wind  i'  the  taile. 

7.  A  murderer,  yonder,  was  hong  in  cksma, 
The  Sun  and  the  wind  had  shrunk  his  vanes; 
I  bit  oflf  a  sinew,  I  clipp'd  his  haire. 

I  brought  off  his  rags,  that  dano'd  i'  the  syie. 

8.  The  scritch-owles'  cgs,  and  the  fettheisbiict 
The  blood  of  the  frog,  and  the  bone  in  his  bsd, 
I  have  been  getting ;  and  made  of  his  doa 

A  purKt,  to  keep  nr  Cranioo  in. 

9.  And  I  ha'  been  plucking  (plants  amcng) 
Hemlock,  henbane,  adder'a-toogne, 
Night^ade,  moone-wort,  libbard's-bene ; 
And  twise,  by  the  dogs,  was  like  to  be  taoe. 

1 0.  I,  from  the  jaws  of  a  gardioer's  bitch, 
Did  snatch  these  bones,  and  then  leaped  the  diid 
Yet  went  I  back  to  the  honse  agame, 

Kill'd  the  black  cat,  and  here's  the  brsme. 

11.  I  went  to  the  toad  breeds  under  the  vsll, 
I  chann'd  him  out,  and  he  came  at  my  call; 
I  scratcb'd  out  the  eyes  of  the  mrle  before, 

I  tore  the  bat's  wing;  what  would yoahafenw 


Yes,  I  have  brought  (to  helpe  oor  wn) 
Homed  poppy,  cypresse  bou^is, 
The  fig-tree  wild,  that  grows  oo  tombei, 
And  juice,  that  from  the  larcfa-tree  coane^ 
The  basilick's  blood,  and  the  viper's  tkia: 
And,  now,  our  orgies  lefs  begm* 

[ffere,  th«  Dame  puilurttUthi  Ot miditcf^ 
and  began  kerfoUammginooctHaa;  ^f*/** 
tooke  occasion,  to  hoatt  aU  the  mertUri^* 
mtches  by  the  andeniM  ;  qfvmck,  eoery  fod  f <r 
the  most)  the  ghe  wme :  ifoiaer  to  <5rr«,  •  » 
Odyu.  ;  Theoeritiu  to  Simaiha,  m  f^''^ 
tr'ia;  Virgil  to  A^edbaui,  «  *«■  *^/ 
I%«,  in  Amor,  to  Madea  and  <^»  ™  *" 
tamorph.  TibuUuttoSagtt;HvaBei»(^ 
Sagana,  Veia,  fbHa;  Seneca  to  MtdmyJ^J*" 
nurte^inBerc  (EU.  P^.  AfUtor ^mj^^ 
in  Erag.  and  Clmidkn  to  ilfegcrs,  C4.  t « -J^ 
fnums  who  takes  the  habk  ^  •^ink*^ 
do,  and  gupfdies  thai  hktenadlffrt  »  UtP^ 
beside  her  moraU  perum  qfa  h^i  W'"^ 
fhc  same  drift,  in  omt*} 
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Ki  fiends  and  fariat,  (if  yet  any  be 

'one  than  our  lelvet)  you  that  have  quak*d  to  fee 

lese  knots  untied ;   and  sbniok,  when  «e  have 

eharm'd. 
Ml,  that  (to  arme  ut)  have  your  lelTes  dmarm'd, 
id  to  pur  powers,  resign'd  your  whips  and  brands, 
hen  we  went  forth,  the  scourge  of  men  and  lands, 
>u,  that  have  seen  me  ride,  when  Hecate 
irst  not  take  chariots  when  the  boistrous  tea, 
ifchoot  a  breath  of  wind,  hath  knockt  the  sky ; 
id  that  hath  thondred,  Jove  not  knowing  why : 
hen  we  have  set  the  elements  at  wart, 
ade  midnight  see  the  Sun,  and  day  the  stars; 
hen  the  wing'd  lightning,  in  the  coune,  hath  staid; 
id  swiftest  rivers  have  run  back,  afraid, 
>  see  the  oome  remove,  the  groves  to  range, 
hole  pUces  alter,  and  the  seasons  change, 
lien  the  pale  Moon,  at  the  first  voice  down  fell 
lyson'd,  and  durst  not  stay  the  second  spell, 
w,  that  have  oft  been  consctoos  of  these  sights ; 
id  thou,  three-formed  star,  that,  on  these  nights 
t  only  powerfbll,  to  whose  triple  name 
lus  we  incline,  once,  twice,  and  thrice  the  same; 
now  with  rites  prophane,  and  foule  enough, 
'e  do  invoke  theie ;  darken  all  this  roofe, 
1th  present  fogs.   Eahale  Earth's  rott'nst  vapors, 
id  strike  a  blindnesse  through  these  blazing  tapers. 
Mue,  let  a  murmuring  charme  resound, 
he  whilst  we  bury  all,  i'  the  gr6und. 
lit  ficst,  see  every  foot  be  bare ; 
iid  every  knee.    Hxa  Yes,  dame^  they  are. 

rouBiH  CBAam. 
Bipi,  O  deepe,  we  lay  thee  to  slaepe; 
Te  leave  thee  driuke  by,  if  thou  chance  to  be  diy ; 
oth  milke,  and  bk)od,  the  dew,  and  the  fiood. 
^e  breathe  in  thy  bed,  at  the  foot  and  the  head ; 
^e  cover  thee  warme,  that  thau  take  no  haime: 

And  when  thou  dost  wake. 

Dame  Earth  diall  ipiake, 

And  the  houses'  shake. 

And  her  belly  shall  ake. 

Am  her  backe  were  brake. 

Such  a  birth  to  make. 

As  is  the  blue  drake : 

Whoae  form  thou  shalt  take. 


Never  a  starre  yet  shot  > 

Where  be  the  ashes  >  HAa  Here  i*  the  pot. 

Dim.  Cast  them  up ;  and  the  flint-stone 

Over  the  left  shoulder  bone : 

Into  the  west    Hao.  It  will  be  best 


The  sticks  are  a-croaK,  there  can  be  no  lome, 

The  lage  is  rotten,  the  sulphur  is  gotten 

tip  to  the  skie,  that  was  i'  the  ground. 

FoUow  it  then,  with  our  rattles,  round ; 

Under  the  bramble,  over  the  brier, 

A  little  more  heat  will  set  it  on  fire : 

Put  it  in  mind,  to  do  it  kind. 

Flow  water,  aiid  blow  wind. 

Rouncy  is  over,  Robbie  is  under, 

A  flash  of  hght,  and  a  cl^  of  thunder, 

A  storme  of  nine,  another  of  hayle. 

We  all  must  home,  i'  the  egge>shell  sayle; 

The  mast  is  made  of  a  great  pin. 

The  tackle  of  cobweb,  the  sayle  as  thin, 

And  if  ve  goe  through  and  not  foU  in-- 


Stay*    All  our  charmes  doe  nothing  win 
Upon  the  night ;  our  labour  dies ! 
Our  magick-feature  will  not  rise ; 
Nor  yet  the  storme  i  we  most  repeat 
More  direfuU  voyces  farre,  and  beat 
The  ground  with  vipers,  till  it  sweat 

SIXTH  CHAKMS. 

Barfce  dogges,  wolves  howle. 

Seas  roare,  woods  roule. 

Clouds  crack,  all  be  black, 

Bui  the  light  our  charmes  doe  fluke. 


Not  yet?  my  rage bagina to  swdl ^ 
Barknesse,  devils,  night  and  Hell, 
Doe  not  thus  delay  my  spell. 
I  call  you  once,  and  I  call  you  twice; 
I  beat  you  againe,  if  you  stay  my  thrice : 
Thorough  these  cranyes,  where  I  peepe, 
I*Ie  let  in  the  light  to  see  your  sleepe. 
And  all  the  secreU  of  your  sway 
Shall  lie  as  open  to  the  day, 
As  unto  me.    Still  are  you  deafe  ? 
Reach  me  a  bough,  that  ne're  bare  Icafe, 
To  strike  the  aire ;  and  aconite. 
To  hurie  upon  this  glaring  light; 
A  rusUe  knife,  to  wound  mine  arme ; 
And,  as  it  drops.  Tie  speake  a  charme^ 
Shall  cleave  the  ground,  as  low  as  lies 
Old  shrunk-up  Chaos,  and  let  rise, 
Once  more,  his  darke,  and  reeking  head. 
To  strike  the  world,  and  Nature  dead, 
Untill  my  magick  birth  be  bred. 


Black  goe  in,  and  bbcker  oome  out; 

At  thy  going  downe,  we  give  thee  a  shoot 

.    Hoo! 
At  thy  risiag  againe,  thou  shalt  have  two. 
And  if  thou  dost  what  we  would  have  thee  dpe^ 
Thou  shalt  have  three,  thou  shalt  have  foure. 
Thou  shalt  have  ten,  thou  shalt  have  a  score. 
Hoc  Har.Har. Hoot 

viGHTH  auim. 

A  dottd  of  pitch,  a  sputre,  and  a  switch. 
To  haste  him  away,  and  a  whirle-wind  play. 
Before,  and  after,  which  thunder  for  laughter. 
And  stormes  for  joy,  of  the  roaring  boy ; 
His  head  of  a  drake^  his  telle  of  a  snake. 


About,  about  and  about 
Till  the  mist  arise,  and  the  lights  flie  out 
The  images  neither  be  scene,  nor  felt ; 
The  woUen  burne,  and  the  waxen  mdt ; 
Sprinkle  your  liquors  upon  the  ground. 
And  into  the  ayrs :  around,  around. 

Around,  around. 

Around,  around. 

Till  a  musique  sound. 

And  the  pase  be  found. 

To  which  we  may  dance. 

And  our  chaimcs  advance.  ■ 
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'A  PANEGYRE, 

dK  TRB  HAmr  BNTRAlfCB  OF  IAMBS,  OVK  SOVSEAIONZ,  TO 
HIS  nUT  HIGH  SBSflOM  OP  PAXLIAMBIIT  IN  TRK  HIS 
KINGDOMB,  THS  l^TB  OP  MARCH,  1603. 

Licet  toto  nunc  Helicooe  froi.    Mart. 

Hbav'n  now  not  strives,  alone,  our  breasts  to  fill 
With  joyes :  but  urgeth  his  full  ftivoars  stilL 
Againe,  the  gloiy  of  our  westerne  world 
Unfolds  hims^Ife :  and  from  his  eyes  are  boorl'd 
(To  day)  a  thousand  radiant  lights,  that  itreame 
To  every  nook  and  angle  of  his  realme. 
His  former  rayes  did  only  deare  the  sky  j 
But  these  his  searching  beams  are  cast,  to  pry 
Into  those  dark  and  deep  concealed  vaults. 
Where  men  commit  black  incest  with  their  faults ; 
And  snore  supinely  in  the  stall  of  sin : 
Where  Murder,  Rapine,  Lust,  do  sit  within, 
Carowsing  humane  blood  in  jrron  bowles, 
And  make  their  den  the  slaughter-house  of  soules : 
Trom  whose  foule  reeking  cavemes  first  arise 
Those  damps,  that  so  offend  all  good  men^s  eyes, 
And  would  (if  not  dispersM)  infect  the  crown. 
And  in  their  vapour  her  bright  metall  drown. 

To  this  so  cleare  and  sanctified  an  end, 
I  saw,  when  reverend  Themis  did  descend 
Upon  his  state;  let  down  in  that  rich  clinl.ie. 
That  fastneth  heavenly  power  to  earthly  raigue: 
Beside  her,  stoop't  on  either  hand,  a  maid, 
Faire  Dice,  and  Eunomia ;  who  were  said 
To  be  her  daughters :  and  but  faintly  known 
On  Earth,  till  now,  they  came  to  grace  his  throne, 
llcr  third,  Irene,  helped  to  beare  his  traine ; 
And  ih  her  office  vow'd  she  would  remaine, 
Till  forraine  malice,  or  unnaturall  spight 
( Which  Fates  avert)  should  force  her  from  her  right. 
With  these  he  pas8*d,  and  with  his  people's  hearts 
Breath'd  in  his  way ;  and  soules  (their  better  parts) 
Hasting  to  follow  forth  in  shouts,  and  cryes. 
Upon  his  foce  all  threw  their  covetous  eyes, 
As  on  a  wonder :  some  amazed  stood. 
As  if  they  feh,  but  had  not  known  their  good. 
Others  would  faine  have  shewn  it  in  their  words : 
But,  when  their  speech  so  poore  a  help  affords 
Unto  their  zeaPs  expression ;  they  are  mute : 
And  only  with  red  silence  him  salute. 
^Some  cry  from  tops  of  houses  j  thinking  w>y». 
*The  fittest  herald  to  proclaime  true  joyes : 
Others  on  ground  run  gazing  by  his  side, 
All,  as  unwearied,  as  unsatisfied : 
And  every  windore  griev'd  it  could  not  move 
Along  with  him,  and  the  same  trouble  prove. 
They  that  had  seen,  but  foure  short  dayes  before. 
His  gladding  look,  now  loog'd  to  see  it  more. 
And  as  of  late,  when  he  through  London  went. 
The  amorous  city  spar'd  no  ornament, 
That  might  her  beauties  heighten;  but  so  drest, 
As  our  ambitious  dames,  when  they  make  feasts. 
And  would  be  courted :  so  this  town  put  on 
Her  brightest  tyre ;  and,  in  it,  equal  I  shone 
To  her  great  sister :  save  that  modesty, 
Her  place,  and  ycares,  gave  her  precedency. 

The  joy  of  either  was  alike,  and  full ; 
No  age,  nor  sexe,  so  weak,  or  strongly  dull. 
That  did  not  beare  a  part  in  this  consent 
Of  beans  and  voyoes.    AH  the  aire  was  rent. 


As  with  the  mnrmure  of  a  moring  wood ; 
The  ground  beneath  did  seeme  a  moving  Bood : 
WaU,  windore^,  roofe,  towers,  steeples,  all  were  irf 
With  severall  eyes,  that  in  this  object  met 
Old  men  wer«  glad,  their  fates  till  now  did  last; 
And  infants,  that  the  bonres  bad  made  such  btst 
To  bring  them  forth :  whil'st  riper  age'd,  and  apt 
To  understand  the  more,  the  more  were  rapt 
This  was  the  people's  love,  with  which  did  strit? 
The  nobles*  zeale,  yet  eithei  kept  alive 
The  other's  fiame,  as  doth  the  wike  and  vxk. 
That  friendly  temper'd,  one  pure  taper  makes; 
Meane  while,  the  reverend  Themis  draws  sside 
The  king's  dbeying  will,  from  la^ng  pride 
In  these  vaiue  stirs,  and  to  bis  mind  suggests 
How  be  may  triumph  in  his  subjects'  brcsts, 
With  better  pomp.     She  tels  him  first,  "  thst  kiap 
Are  here  on  Earth  the  most  conspirooos  things: 
That  they,  by  Heaven,  are  placM  upon  histhnv, 
To  rule  like  Heaven ;  and  have  no  more  their  ovb. 
As  they  are  men,  than  men.    That  all  they  do, 
Though  hid  at  home,  abroad  is  searcW  mto: 
And  being  once  found  out,  discovered  lyes 
Unto  as  many  envies,  there,  as  eyes. 
That  princes,  since  they  know  it  is  their  fete, 
Oft-times,  to  have  the  secrets  of  their  state 
Betraid  to  fame,  should  take  more  care,  sod  f«r' 
In  publique  acts  what  face  and  forme  thejr  ban. 
She  then  remembred  to  his  thought  the  place 
Where  he  was  going;  and  the  upward  race 
Of  kings,  preceding  him  in  that  high  court; 
Their  laws,  their  ends ;  the  men  she  did  repcit: 
And  all  so  justly,  as  his  care  was  joyed 
To  heare  the  truth,  from  spight  <rf  flattery  wi 
She  shewd  him,  who  made  wise,  who  honest  ict«; 
Who  both,  who  neither :  ail  the  cuDoiog  tracts 
And  thrivings  sUtutes  she  could  promptly  oute; 
'Vhe  bloody,  base,  and  barlmrous  she  did  qaote; 
Where  laws  were  made  to  serve  the  tyiaal's  «iH- 
Wbere  sleeping  they  could  save,  and  waking  bU. 
Where  acts  gave  licence  to  impetuous  Inst 
To  bury  churches,  in  forgotten  dust. 
And  with  their  ruincs  raise  the  panderliboven: 
When  publique  justice  borrow 'd  all  berpowew 
From  private  chamben;  that  could  then  creat« 
laws,  judges,  conselbrs,  yea  prince  and  ststt" 
All  this  she  told,  and  more,  with  bleeding  fjts, 
For  right  is  as  compassionate  as  wise. 
Nor  did  he  seeme  their  vices  so  to  love, 
As  once  defend,  what  Themis  did  reprore. 
For  though  by  right,  and  benefit  of  times, 
He  ownde  their  crowns,  he  would  not  so  their  cnin* 
He  knew  that  princes,  who  had  sold  their  fame 
To  their  voluptuous  lusts,  had  losttbetroaoie: 
Anfi  that  no  wretch  was  more  unhlest  than  ^ 
Whose  necessary  good  *t  was  now  to  be 
An  evill  king.:  and  so  must  such  be  still. 
Who  once  have  got  the  habit  to  do  iH. 
One  wickednesse  another  must  ^^i. 
For  vice  is  safe,  while  she  hath  vice  to  frioW' 
He  knew,  that  those,  who  would  with  lo«  ^ 
Must  with  a  tender  (yet  a  stedfasl)  hand  [a^ 
Sustaine  the  rcjmes,  and  in  the  check  forbeare 
To  offer  cause  of  injury,  or  feare. 
That  kings,  by  their  example,  more  do  wj 
Than  by  their  power ;  knd  men  do  more  obaT 
When  they  are  led,  than  when  ^^^^f^ 
In  all  these  knowing  arts  our  prince  ^^^ 
And  now  the  dame  had  dried  her  dropping  ^r^* 
When,  like  an  April  Iris,  flew  her  shine 
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About  the  streets,  as  it  woald  fsroe  a  tpring 
From  out  the  stooes,  to  fnratulate  the  king. 
She  blest  the  people,  that  in  shoales  did  swim 
To  heare  her  speech ;  which  still  began  in  him, 
And  ceas'd  m  them.    She  told  them,  what  a  fate 
Was  gently  falne  from  Heaven  upon  this  state ; 
How  deare  a  father  they  did  now  ei^Joy 
That  came  to  save,  what  discord  would  destroy : 
And  entring  with  the  power  of  a  king, 
The  temp'rance  of  a  private  man  did  bring. 
That  wao  afiectioos,  ere  his  steps  wan  groond ; 
And  was  not  hot,  or  covetous  to  be  crown'd 
Before  men's  hearts  had  crown'd  him.  Who  (unlike 
Those  gresiter  bodies  of  the  sky,  that  strike 
Tbe  leaser  fiers  dim)  in  his  accesse 
Brighter  than  all,  hath  yet  made  do  one  lesse ; 
Though  many  greater ;  and  the  most,  the  best 
Wherem,  his  choice  was  happy  with  the  rest 
Of  his  great  actions,  first  to  see,  and  do 
What  sdl  men's  wishes  did  aspire  unto. 

Hereat,  the  people  oould  no  longer  hold 
Their  bursting  joyes ;  but  through  the  ayrewasrol'd 
The  length'ned  showt,  as  when  th'  artillery 
Of  Hearen  is  discharge  along  the  sky: 
And  this  confession  flew  from  every  voyce, 
Never  had  land  more  reason  to  rejoffce. 
Nor  to  her  blisse,  could  ought  now  added  bee, 
Save^  thai  she  might  the  same  perpetuaU  see. 
Which  when  Time,  Nature,  and  the  Fates  denyM, 
With  a  twice  louder  shoute  again  they  cry'd. 
Ye/,  let  blest  Brittavte  aske  (without  your  wrong) 
Still  to  hmoe  such  a  king,  and  this  king  long. 

Soiau  rejt,  et  poeta  mm  jnotatmis  noMohtr. 


AN 

EXPOSTULATION  WITH  INIOO  JONES. 


Ma.  Surveyor,  you  that  first  began 
From  thirty  pounds  in  pipkins,  to  the  man 
Yon  are :  from  them  leaped  forth  an  architect, 
Able  to  talk  of  Euclid,  and  correct 
Both  him  and  Archtmede  :  damn  Archytas, 
llie  noblest  engineer  that  ever  was; 
Control  Ctesippus,  over(>ear«!ig  us 
With  mistook  names,  out  of  Vitruvius: 
Drawn  Aristotleon  us,  and  thence  shown 
How  much  ArchitectoDtce  is  your  own: 
.  Whether  the  building  of  the  stage,  or  scene, 
Or  making  of  the  properties  it  mean, 
Vizors,  or  antics;  or  it  comprehend 
S^omething  jroor  snr-ship  doth  not  yH  intend. 
By  all  your  titles,  and  whole  style  at  once, 
Of  tiremsm,  mountebank,  and  justice  Jones, 
I  do  salute  you :  are  you  fitted  yet  ? 
Will  any  of  these  express  your  place,  or  wit  ? 
Or  are  you  so  ambitious  *bove  your  peers, 
Voa  *d  be  an  Assinigo  by  your  years  ? 
^^y,  much  good  dio  *t  you :  be  what  part  you  will, 
Yoa  '11  be,  as  Langley  says,  **  an  Inigo  still." 
What  makes  your  wretchednesse  to  bray  so  loud, 
Iq  town  and  court  ?  are  you  grown  rich  and  proud  ? 
Your  trappings  will  not  change  you,  change  your 
^^o  velvet  suit  yon  wear  Will  alter  kind.       [mind : 
A  wooden  dagger,  is  a  dagger  of  wood; 
Nor  gold,  nor  ivory  haft  can  make  it  good. 
What  is  the  cause  you  pomp  it  so,  I  ask,  ^ 

And  all  men  echo,  you  have  made  a  masque: 
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I  chime  that  too,  and  I  have  met  with  those 

That  do  cry  up  the  machine,  and  the  shows  ; 

The  majesty  of  Juno  in  the  clouds. 

And  peering  forth  of  Iris  in  the  shrouds; 

Th'  ascent  of  lady  Fame,  which  none  could  spy. 

Not  they  that  sided  her<  dame  Poetry, 

Dame  History,  dame  Architecture  too. 

And  goodly  Sculpture,  brought  with  much  ado 

To  bold  her  up :  O  shows,  shows,  mighty  shows, 

Ihe  eloquence  of  masques !  what  need  of  prose. 

Or  verse  or  prose,  t'  express  immortal  you  ? 

You  are  the  spectacles  of  state,  t  is  true. 

Court  hieroglyphics,  and  all  arts  afibrd. 

In  the  mere  perspective  of  an  inch  board : 

You  ask  no  more  than  certaine  politic  eyes, 

Eyes,  that  can  pierce  into  the  mysteries 

Of  many  colours,  read  them,  and  reveal 

MjTthology,  there  painted  on  slit-deal 

O !  to  make  boards  to  speak !  there  is  a  task ! 

Painting  and  carpentry  are  tbe  soul  of  masque. 

Pack  with  your  pedling  poetry  to  the  stage, 

This  is  the  money-got,  mechanic  age. 

To  plant  the  music,  where  uo  ear  can  reach. 

Attire  the  persons,  as  no  thought  can  teach 

Sense,  what  they  are ;  which  by  a  specious,  fine    . 

Term  of  architects  n  callM  design ; 

But  in  the  practis'd  truth,  destruction  u 

Of  any  art,  beside  what  he  calb  his. 

Whither,  O  whither  will  this  tireman  grow 

His  name  is  Zxiivotmo;,  we  all  know. 

The  maker  of  the  properties ;  in  sum. 

The  scene,  the  engine  ;  but-he  now  is  come 

To  be  the  mosic-masier ;  tabler  too : 

He  is,  or  would  be,  the  main  Dominus  Do—    ' 

All  of  the  work,  and  so  shall  still  for  Ben, 

Be  Inigo,  the  whistle,  and  bis  men. 

He's  warm  on  his  feet,  now  he  says ;  and  can 

Swim  without  cork:  why,thank  the  good  queen  Anne^ 

I  am  too  fat  to  envy,  he  too  lean 

To  be  worth  envy ;  henceforth  I  do  mean 

To  pity  bim,  as  smiling  at  his  feat 

Of  Lantem-Ierry,  with  fuliginous  heat 

Whirling  his  whimsies,  by  a  subtilty 

Suck'd  from  the  veins  of  sbop-philosophy. 

What  would  he  do  now,  giving  his  mind  that  way. 

In  presentation  of  some  puppet-play  ? 

Should  but  the  king  his  justice-hood  employ, 

In  setting  forth  of  such  a  solemn  toy, 

How  would  he  firk,  like  Adam  Overdo, 

Up  and  about;  di\e  into  cellars  too, 

Dtsguis'd,  and  thence  drag  forth  enormity, 

Discover  vice,  commit  absurdity : 

Under  tbe  moral,  show  he  had  a  pate 

Moulded  or  stroked  up  to  survey  a  state. 

O  wise  surveyor,  wiser  architect. 

But  wisest  Inigo ;  who  can  reflect 

On  tbe  new  priming  of  thy  old  sign-posts. 

Reviving  with  fresh  colours  the  pale  ghosts 

Of  thy  dead  standards ;  or  with  marvel  see 

Thy  twice  conceived,  thrice  paid  for  imagery: 

And  not  foil  down  before  it,  and  confess 

Almighty  Architecture,  who  no  less 

A  goddett  is,  than  pamted  cloth,  deal  board, 

Vermilion,  lake,  or  crimson  can  afibrd 

Expression  for;  with  that  unbounded  line, 

Aim'd  at  in  thy  omnipotent  design. 

What  poesy  ere  was  painted  on  a  wall. 

That  might  compare  with  thee :  what  story  shall. 

Of  all  tbe  worthies,  hope  t*  outlast  thy  owii, 

So  the  materials  be  of  Purbeck  stone. 
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Live  long  tbe  feafting-raon,  and  e*er  them  born 
Agam,  thy  architect  to  ashes  tam: 
Whom  not  ten  fires,  nor  a  parliament  can, 
With  alii 


TO  A  FRIEND^ 
AH  inaiAM  or  hoi. 

8a,  Inigo  doth  fear  it,  as  I  hear. 

And  laboors  to  seem  worthy  of  this  fiear ; 

That  I  should  write  upon  him  some  shaip  Terse, 

Able  to  eat  into  his  bones  and  pierce 

The  marrow.    Wretch !  I  quit  thee  of  thy,  pain : 

Thou  'rt  too  ambitioas,  and  dost  fear  in  vain : 

The  Lybian  lion  hunts  no  bntter-flies: 

He  makes  the  camel  and  dull  ass  his  prise. 

If  thou  be  so  desirous  to  be  read, 

8e^  out  some  hungry  painter,  that  for  bread, 

With  rotten  chalk  or  coal  upon  the  wall, 

Will  well  design  thee  to  be  viewed  of  all. 

That  sit  upon  tbe  common  draught  or  strand  3 

Thy  forehead  is  too  narrow  for  my  brand. 


TO 

INIGO  MARQUIS  WOULD-BE. 

A  coaoixAiT. 

^mr  'cause  thou  hear'st  the  mighty  king  of  Spain 
Ibih  made  his  Inigo  marquis,  wouldst  thou  fein 
Our  Charles  should  make  thee  such }  'twill  not  be- 
come 
All  kings  to  do  the  self-tame  deeds  with  some : 
Besides  his  man  may  merit  it,  and  be 
A  noble  honest  soul;  wbat>  this  to  thee  ? 
He  may  have  skill,  and  judgment  to  design 
Cities  sind  temples;  thou  a  cave  for  wine, 
Or  ale :  he  build  a  palace;  thou  the  shop. 
With  sliding  windows,  and  false  lights  a-top : 
He  draw  a  forum,  with  quadrivial  streets ; 
Thou  paint  a  lane  where  Tom  Thumb  Geffrey  meets. 
He  some  Colossus,  to  bestride  the  seas, 
From  the  femed  pillars  of  old  Hereules : 
Thy  canvas  giant  at  some  channel  aims, 
Or  Dowgate  torrents  falling  into  Thames  ; 
And  straddling  shows  the  boys  brown  paper  fleet 
Yeariy  set  out  there,  to  sail  down  the  street : 
Your  works  thus  difibring,  much  less  so  jrour  style. 
Content  thee  to  be  Pancridge  earl  the  while. 
An  earl  of  show ;  for  all  thy  worth  u  show ; 
But  when  thou  tum'st  a  real  Inigo, 
Or  canst  of  troth  the  least  intrenchment  pitch. 
We'll  have  thee  styl'd  the  marquis  of  Town^tch. 


THE  HONOURED  POEMS 
OP  ro  BOMouam  panim,  sn  lomc  aiAuiioirr. 

'niis  book  will  live,  it  bath  a  genius ;  this 
Above  his  reader  or  his  praiser  is. 
Hence,  then,  profene:  here  needs  no  words'  eipenoe 
In  bulwarks,  rav'lins,  ramparts  for  defence : 
Soch  as  the  creeping  common  pioneers  use^ 
When  they  do  swqat  to  fortify  a  Mose^ 


Though  I  oonfieas  a  Beaumont^  book  to  be 
The  bound  and  frontier  of  oor  poetry : 
And  doth  deserve  all  moniments  of  praiM^ 
That  art,  or  engine,  or  the  stteogth  can  rsiw; 
Yet  who  dares  oflfer  a  redoubt  to  rear? 
To  cut  a  dike  ?  or  stick  a  stake  up  here 
Before  this  work  ?  where  envy  hath  not  cast 
A  trench  against  it,  nor  a  balt'ry  plac>d} 
Stjay  till  she  make  her  vam  approaches ;  thai, 
If^maimed  she  come  off,  'tis  not  of  men 
This  fort  of  so  impregnable  aoceas ; 
But  higher  pow'r,  as  spight  cooM  not  make  leoy 
NorflattVy;  but  secor'd  by  th*  aotfaof^  nsme 
Defies  what's  cross  to  piety,  or  good  fame: 
And  like  a  hallowed  temple,  free  from  tiiot 
Of  ethnidsm,  makes  his  Muse  a  sainL 


TO 

MR.  JOHN  FLETCHER, 

OrOM  BIS  PAmWDL  SBBniBIIBSI. 

Tui  wise  and  many-headed  bench  that  Hts 
Upon  the  life  and  death  of  plays  and  witi,   [mu, 
(Compos'd  of  gamester,  captain,  knigbt,  kaigk't 
Lady  or  pucelle,  that  wears  mask  or  fen. 
Velvet,  or  taffeta  cap,  rank'd  in  the  dait 
With  the  shop's  fbreman,  or  somesusb  bravefpiit 
That  may  judge  for  his  sixpence)  had,  befcre 
They  saw  it  half,  damn'd  thy  whole  play  end  doic: 
Their  motives  were,  since  it  had  not  to  do 
With  vices,  which  they  kx>k'd  for,  and  came  to. 
I,  that  am  glad  thy  innocence  was  thy  guOt, 
And  wish  that  all  the  Muses'  blood  were  spilt 
In  such  a  martyrdom,  to  vex  thenr  eyes. 
Do  crown  thy  murder'd  poem :  which  shall  nt 
A  ghirifled  work  to  time,  when  fire 
Or  moths  shall  eat  what  all  thcK  fools  sdmiie. 


EPITAPH 


OM  TBI  COCIRBSS  OF  nMSaOKI,  SlUn  TO  sit  niuf 

smionr. 

UmiBaiiBATH  this  maible  bene 
Lies  the  subject  of  all  verse, 
Sidney's  sister,  Pembroke's  mother; 
Death,  ere  thou  hast  slain  another, 
Leam'd,  and  fair,  and  good  ss  sb^ 
Time  shall  throw  his  dart  at  thee. 


A  VISION 


OP  an  nnom  m.  nufTMb 


It  hath  been  qoeskion'd,  Michael,  if  I  be 
A  friend  at  all ;  or,if  at  all,  tothee: 
Because  who  make  the  question,  bare  vet  f^s 
Those  ambling  visits  pass  in  vene  betveeo 
Thy  Muse  and  mine,  as  they  expect  TislTDe, 
You  hare  not  writ  to  me^  nor  I  to  foo; 
And  though  I  now  b^gin,  'tis  not  tonJ)    ^^ 
Haunch  against  hamicli,  or  raise  a  AjtoBBtt^ 
About  the  town  ;  tbb  rackViing  I  will  P*/' 
Without  jDonfoiTiag  sy mb^b  ;  this  *>  d7  »J* 
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It  wms  no  dream!  I  was  awake,  and  saw. 
Lesd'cne  thy  voice,  O  Fame,  that  I  maj  draw 
i¥6Dder  to  tnitb,  and  have  my  Tiskn  biiri'd 
Bot  from  thy  trumpet  round  about  the  world. 
I  saw  a  beauty,  from  the  tea  to  rite, 
rhat  all  Eavth  look'd  on,  and  that  Earth  all  eyes ! 
It  cast  a  beam,  as  when  the  cheerful  Son 
b  fiur  got  up,  and  day  some  boors  begon : 
And  fiird  an  orb  as  cipcular  as  Heav'n  t 
The  ovb  was  cut  forth  into  regions  seven. 
And  those  no  sweet,  and  well-praportion'd  parts, 
As  it  had  l>een  the  circle  of  the  arts: 
When,  by  thy  bright  ideas  standing  by, 
1  found  it  pure  and  perfect  poesy. 
There  reaul  I,  straight,  thy  learned  legends  three, 
Heard  the  soft  airs,  between  our  swains  and  thee, 
Which  made  me  think  the  old  TheooritnSy 
Or  rural  Virgil  come  to  pipe  to  us. 
But  then  thy  Epistolar  Heroic  Songs, 
Their  lores,  their  quarrels,  jealousies,  and  wrongs. 
Did  all  so  strike  me,  as  I  cried,  **  Who  can 
With  us  be  callM  the  Naso,  but  thb  man  ?'* 
And  looking  up,  I  saw  Minerva's  fowl, 
Perch'd  over  h^d,  the  wise  Athenian  owl : 
I  thought  thee  then  our  Orpheus,  that  would'st  try, 
like  him;  to  make  the  air  one  volary. 
And  I  had  styrd  thee  Orpheus,  but  before 
My  lipa  could  form  the  voice,  I  heard  that  roar. 
And  rouse  the  marching  of  a  mighty  kfrce. 
Drums  against  drums,  tbe  neighing  of  the  horse. 
The  fights,  the  cries,  and  wond*ring  at  the  jars, 
I  saw  and  read  it  was  the  Baron's  Wars. 

0  how  in  those  dost  t^ou  instruct  these  times, 
lliat  rebels^  actioos  are  But  vatliaot  crimes. 

And  carried,  though  with  shoUt  and  noise,  confess 
A  wild  and  an  unauthoris'd  wickedness ! 
Say'st  thou  so,  Lncan  ?  but  thou  scom'st  to  stay 
Under  one  title :  tbou  hast  made  thy  way 
[  And  flight  about  the  isle,  well  near,  by  this 
In  thy  admired  Periegesis, 
Or  anivenal  ciroumdnctioo 
Of  aU  that  ready  thy  Poly-Olbion. 
That  read  it ;  that  are  ravish'd ;  such  was  I, 
With  every  song,  1  swear,  and  so  would  die. 
Bat  that  I  hear  again  thy  drum  to  beat 
A  better  isause,  and  strike  the  bravest  heat 
That  ever  yet  did  fire  the  English  blood, 

1  Oar  right  in  France,  if  rightly  understood.  . 

\  There  thou  art  Homer ;  pray  thee  use  the  style 
Hioa  hast  deserved,  and  let  me  read  the  while 
TV  catalogue  of  ships,  exceedmg  his^ 
Thy  list  of  aids  and  force,  for  so  it  is: 
The  poet's  aet,  and  for  his  eountrsr's  sake. 
Brave  are  the  musters  that  the  Mnse  will  make. 
And  when  he  ships  them,  where  to  use  their  arms, 
4ow  do  his  trumpets  breathe !  what  loud  alarms ! 
Look  how  we  read  the  Sparthns  were  inflam'd 
With  bold  Tytcns*  verse :  when  thou  art  nam*dy 
So  shall  our  English  youth  urge  on,  and  cry 
I    Ab  Aginoourt,  an'  Aghicourt,  or  die. 
I    This  book,  it  is  a  catechism  to  fight, 
\   And  will  be  bought  of  every  lord  or  knight 
That  can  but  rttid  $  who  cannot,  may  in  prose 
^  broken  pieces,  and  fight  well  by  those. 
The  miseries  of  Margaret  the  queen. 
Of  tender  eyes  will  more  be  wept  than  seen. 
I  fed  it  by  mine  own,  that  overflow 
And  stop  my  sight  in  every  line  I  go. 
Bat  then,  refreshed  by  thy  fairy  court, 
I  look  911  Cynthi«9  and  Syrena's  sport, 
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As  on  two  flow*ry  eaipets,  that  did  rise. 

And  with  their  grassy  green  restored  mine  eyes. 

Yet  give  me  leave  to  wonder  at  the  birth 

Of  thy  strange  Moon-calf,  both  thy  stmhi  of  mirth. 

And  gossip  got  aoquamtanee,  as  to  us 

Thou  bast  brought  Lapland,  or  old  Cohalus, 

Empusa,  Lamia,  or  some  monster  more. 

Than  Afiic  knew,  or  the  fiiU  Grecian  store, 

I  gratulate  it  to  thee,  and  thy  ends. 

To  all  thy  virtuous  sind  wellncbosen  friends ; 

Only  my  k)ss  is,  that  I  am  not  there. 

And  till  I  worthy  am  to  wish  I  were, 

I  call  the  worid  that  envies  me,  to  see 

If  I  can  he  a  friend,  and  friend  to  thee. 


MICHAEL  DRAYT0E7, 
bdrhd  nc  wism  nsna-Assir  '• 

Do,  pious  marble,  let  thy  readers  know 
What  they,  and  what  their  children  owe 
To  Drayton'k  sacred  name;  whose  dost 
We  recommend  onto  thy  trust 
Protect  his  memory,  preserve  his  story. 
And  be  a  lasting  monument  of  his  glofy. 
And  when  thy  ruins  shall  disclaim. 
To  be  the  treasury  of  his  name  ; 
His  name,  which  cannot  Ihde,  shall  be 
An  everiasting  monument  to  thee. 


TO  TBI  MIMORr  OP  MT  BUOVID 

MR.  WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE; 

AMD  WBAT  n  HAIH  LIFT  Vl. 

To  draw  no  envy,  Sbakspeare,  on  thy  name^ 
Am  [  thus  ample  to  thy  book  and  femei 
While  1  coofiBss  thy  writings  to  be  such. 
As  neither  man  nor  Muse  can  praisetoo  much. 
*TU  true,  and  all  men's  suffiage.    But  these  ways 
Were  not  the  paths  I  meant  unto  thy  praise, 
For  silliest  ignorance  on  these  may  Ught, 
Which,  when  it  sounds  at  best,  but  echoes  right; 
Or  blind  aflection,  which  doth  ne*er  advance 
The  truth,  but  gropes,  and  nrgeth  all  by  chance; 
Or  crafty  maBee  might  pretend  this  prane. 
And  think  to  ruin,  where  it  seem'd  to  raise. 
These  are,  as  some  infemous  bawd  or  whore 
Should  praise  a  matron.  What  eould  hurt  her  mofef 
But  thou  art  proof  against  them,  and  indeed 
Above  th'  ill  fortune  of  them,  or  the  need. 
I  therefbre  will  begin.    Soul  of  the  age ! 
Th' applause!  deUghtl  thewonderof  our  stage! 
My  Sbakspeare,  rise !  1  will  not  lodge  thee  by 
Chaucer,  or  Spenser,  or  bid  Beaamoot  lia 
A  little  further,  to  make  thee  a  room : 
Thou  art  a  monument  without  a  tomb. 
And  art  alive  still,  while  thy  book  doth  live. 
And  we  have  wits  to  read,  and  praise  to  give. 
That  I  not  mix  thee  so,  my  brain  excuses, 
I  mean  with  great,  but  disproportion'd  mosei : 

*  This  epitaph,  which  has  been  given  to  Jonson, 
was  written  hj  QMles. 
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For  if  I  thought  my  judgment  were  of  years, 

I  should  commit  thee  surely  with  thy  peers. 

And  tell  how  fiir  thou  didst  our  lily  outshine, 

Or  sporting  Kid,  or  Marlow's  mighty  line. 

And  though  thou  hadst  small  latitf  and  less  Greek, 

From  thence  to  honour  thee,  I  will  not  seek 

For  names ;  but  call  forth  thundering  Eschylus, 

Euripides,  and  Sophocles  to  us, 

Pacuvius,  Accius,  him  of  Cordova  dead. 

To  live  again,  to  hear  thy  buskin  tread,   . 

And  shake  a  stage :  or  when  thy  socks  were  on. 

Leave  thee  alone  for  the  comparison 

Of  all,  that  insolent  Greece,  or  haughty  Rome 

Sent  forth,  or  since  did  from  thdr  ashes  come. 

Triumph,  my  Britain,  thou  hast  one  to  show, 

To  whom  all  scenes  ojf  Europe  homage  owe. 

He  was  not  of  an  age,  but  for  all  time ! 

And  all  the  Muses  still  were  in  their  prime. 

When,  like  Apollo,  he  came. forth  to  warm 

Our  ears,  or  like  a  Mercury  to  charm  1 

Nature  herself  was  proud  of  his  designs. 

And  joy'd  to  wear  the  dressing  of  his  lines ! 

Which  were  so  richly  spun,  and  woven  so  fit, 

As  since,  she  will  vouchsafe  no  other  wit 

The  merry  Greek,  tart  Aristophanes, 

Neat  Terence,  witty -Plautus,  now  not  please  $ 

But  antiquated  and  deserted  lie. 

As  they  were  not  of  Nature's  iamily. 

Yet  must  I  not  give  Nature  all :  thy  art. 

My  gentle  Shakspeare,  must  enjoy  a  part. 

For  though  the  poet's  matter  tiature  be, 

His  art  doth  give  the  foshion.    And  that  he 

Who  casts  to  write  a  living  line,  must  sweat, 

(Such  as  thine  are)  and  strike  the  second  heat 

Upon  the  Muse's  anvil  -,  turn  the  same. 

And  himself  with  it,  that  be  thinks  to  frame; 

Or  for  the  laurel,  he  may  gain  a  scoin. 

For  a  good  poet's  made,  as  well  as  bom. 

And  such  wert  thou.    Look  how  the  father's  face 

Lives  in  his  issue :  even  so  the  race 

Of  Shakspeare's  mind  and  manners  brightly  shines 

In  his  well-turned,  and  true  filed  lines^ 

In  each  of  which  he  seems  to  shake  a  lance, 

Ab  brandished  at  the  eyes  of  igprorance. 

Sweet  swan  of  Avon !  what  a  sight  it  were. 

To  see  thee  in  our  water  yet  appear, 

And  make  those  slights' upon  the  banks  of  Thames, 

That  so  did  take  Eliza,  and  our  James ! 

But  stay,  I  see  thee  in  the  hemisphere 

Advanced,  and  made  a  constellation  there ! 

Shine  forth,  thou  star  of  poets,  and  with  rage. 

Or  influence,  chide,  or  cheer  the  drooping  stage. 

Which,  since  thy  flight  from*  hence,  hath  moum'd 

like  night. 
And  despairs  day,  but  for  thy  volumes'  light. 


LEGES  CONVIVALES. 

Quod  foslix  fastnmque  convivis  in  ApoHine  sit. 

1.  Nemo  assrmbolus,  nisi  umbra,  hue  venito. 
3.  Idiota,  insulsus,  tristis,  turpis,  abesto. 

3.  Eruditi,  urbani,  hilares,  honesti,  adsciscuntor. 

4.  Nee  lectsB  foeminae  repudiantor.  [esto. 

5.  In  apparatu  quod  convivis  comiget  nares  nil 

6.  Epuiz  delectu  potius  quam  sumptu  parentur. 

7.  Obsonator  et  coquus  coovivanim  guise  periti 

sunto. 


8.  De  discubitu  noo  oontenditor. 

9.  Ministri  k  dapibus,  ocniati  et  muti, 

A  poculis,  auriti  et  celeres  sunto.         [hospo. 

10.  Vina  puns  fontibus  ministrentnr  aot  vapokt 

1 1 .  Moderatis  poculis  provocare  sodales  fas  esto. 

12.  At  fobulis  magis  quam  vino  velitatio  fiat 

13.  Convive  nee  muti  nee  loquaces  sunta 

14.  De  seriis  ac  sacris  poti  et^satnri  ne  dJaenmlOL 

15.  Fidicen,  nisi  aceersitns,  non  venito. 

16.  Admisso  risu,  tripudiis,  choreis,  canto,  nlibos, 
Omni  gretiarum  festivitate  sacra  celdwaator. 

17.  Joci  sine  felle  sunto. 

18.  Insipidapoemata  nuUa  recitantor. 

19.  Venus  scribere  nullus  cogitor. 

20.  Argumentationis  totus  strepitns  abesto. 

21.  Amatoriisquerelis^acsuspiriisliberangiilQsatei 

22.  lapithamm  more  scyphis  pugnare,  vitrei  aA- 

lidere,  [fiuato. 

Fenestras  excutere,supellectilem  dilacerare,  m- 

23.  Qui  foir^s  vel  dicta,  vel  facta  elimhiat,eiiiiiiaD- 

24.  Neminem  reum  pocnla  fisciunto.  [tor. 

Focus  perennis  esto. 


RULES  FOR  THE  TAVERN  ACADEiMY: 

OR, 
LAWS  FOR  THE  BEAUX  E8PRITS. 

FROM  THB  LATIN  OP  BEN.  JOKSON,  EKCBAVEM  IV  lU&Ul 
OVER  THE  CHIMVEY,  IK  THE  APOLLO  OP  THB  OUi  DiTIl 
TAVSRIi,  TEMPLE -bar;   THAT  BEING  HIS  CUB-ROOM- 

BT  A  MODERN  HANU. 

Non  verbuin  reddere  verba. 

1.  Asthefundofottrpleasure,leteacbpaybitsbat, 
Except  some  chaoce-fneiid,  vbom  a  meaba 

brings  in. 

2.  Far  hence  be  the  sad,  the  lewd  fop,  and  tbesot; 
Forsuch  have  the  plaguesof  good  company^ben 

3.  Let  the  learned  and  witty,  the  jovial  and  gay. 
The  generous  and  honest,  composeoorfiFeeitatt; 

4.  And  the  more  to  exalt  our  delight  while  ve  stay, 
Let  none  be  debarred  from  hiscboicefeoBaleDatri 

5.  Let  no  scent  offensive  the  chamber  infeit 

6.  Let  fancy,  not  cost,  prepare  all  our  dishes. 

7.  Let  the  caterer  mind  the  taste  of  each  guest, 
And  the  cook,  in  his  dressing,  comply  with  their 

wishes. 

8.  Let's  have  no  disturbance  about  takiog  pboea^ 
To  show  your  nice  breeding,  or  out  of  yaio  pride. 

9.  Let  the  drawers  be  ready  with  wine  and  M 

glasses, 
Let  the  waiteis  have  eyes,  though  their  toogoei 
must  be  ty'd. 

10.  Let  our  wines  without  mixture  or  stom,  be  ail 

fine,  [die. 

Or  call  up  the  master,  and  break  his  dull  ood< 

1 1.  Let  no  sober  bigot  here  think  it  a  sin, 

To  push  on  the  chirpiqg  and  moderste  bottle. 
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IS.  I^  the  contest  be  rather  of  books  thmncyf  wine. 

13.  Let  the  company  be  neither  noiey  nor  mute. 

14.  I^  none  of  things  serious,  much  less  of  divine^ 
When  belly  and  head's  full,  profanely  dispute. 

15.  Let  no  saucy  fldler  presume  to  intrude, 
Unless  he  is  sent  for  to  vary  our  blisse. 

16.  With  mirth,  wit,  and  dancing,  and  singing  con* 

elude. 
To  regale  ev'ry  sense,  with  delight  in  excess. 

17.  Let  raillery  be  without  malice  or  heat. 

18.  Doll  po«m»  to  read  let  none  privilege  take. 

19.  Let  no  poetaster  command  or  entreat 
Another  extempore  verses  tp  make. 

^.  I«t  argument  bear  no  unmusical  sound, 

Nor  jars  interpose,  sacred  friendship  to  grieve. 

21.  For  generous  lovers  let  a  comer  be  fouixl. 
Where  they  in  soft  sighs  may  their  passions  re- 
lieve. 

2^  Like  the  old  Lapithites,  with  the  goblets  to  fight, 
Our  own  'mongst  o£fences  unpardon'd  will  rank  j 
Or  breaking  of  windows,  or  glasses,  for  spite, 
Apd  spoiling  the  goods  for  a  rakehelly  prank. 

^3-  Whoeversball publish what'Ssaid,orwhat'sdooe, 
Be  he  banishM  forever  our  assembly  divine. 

e*.  L«t  the  freedom  we  take  be  perverted  by  none. 
To  make  any  guilty  by  drinking  good  wine. 
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OVER  THE  DOOR 

AT  Tu  nmtANci  nrro  the  afollo. 

Wblcomi  all  that  lead  or  folknr 

To  the  oracle  of  i^llo 

Here  he  speaks  out  of  his  pottle, 

Or  the  tripos,  his  tower  bottle: 

All  his  answers  are  divine. 

Truth  itself  doth  flow  in  -wine. 

Hang  up  all  the  poor  hop-drinkers, 

Cries  oM  Sym,  the  king  of  skiokers ' ; 

He  the  half  of  life  abuses. 

That  sits  watering  with  the  Muses. 

Those  dull  ghrls  no  good  can  mean  us ; 

Wme  it  is  the  milk  of  Venus  \ 

And  the  poet^s  horse  accounted : 

Ply  it,  and  you  all  are  mounted. 

'T  is  the  true  Pboebeian  liquor 

Cheers  th&J>rains,  makes  wit  the  quicker. 

P^ys  all  dA>ts,  cures  all  diseases, 

And  at  once  three  senses  pleases. 

Welcoine  all  that  lead  or  follow, 

To  the  oracle  of  Apollo. 


Cries  old  Sim,  the  king  qf  skinkert,]  Old  Sim 
ins  Simon  Wadloe,  who  then  kept  the  Devil  Ta- 
vern ;  and  of  him  probably  is  the  old  catch,  begin- 
ning. Old  sir  Simon  the  king 

*  ff^ine  it  is  the  milk  of  Venus.'i  From  the  Greek 
Anacreontic,  Oito;  raXa  Afpol»7»i;. 


MY  FAITHFUL  SERVANT, 

AND,  BY  HIS  COmiVVED  VIRTOE,  MY  LOVING  FEIEND,  rat 
AUTHOR  OP  THIS  WORK,  THE  NORTUBRN  LASS,  A  COMI- 
OY.  MR.  RICHARD  BROOME. 

I  HAD  you  for  a  servant  once,  Dick  Broome, 

And  you  perform'd  a  servant's  faithful  parts: 
Now  you  are  got  into  a  nearer  room 

Of  fellowship,  professing  my  old  arts. 
And  you  do  do  them  well,  with  good  applause, 

Which  you  have  jnsUy  gained  from  the  sUee, 
By  observation  of  those  comic  laws. 

Which  I  your  master  first  did  teach  the  age. 
You  leam'd  it  well,  and  for  it  serv'd  your  time 

A'prenticeship,  whichfewdonow-a-days-    ' 
Now  each  court  hobby-horse  will  wince  in  rhyme 

Both  learned  and  unlearned,  all  write  pUja.    ' 
It  was  not  so  of  old  :  men  took  up  trades 

That  knew  the  craft  they  had  been  bred  in  right- 
An  honest  bilboe-smith  would  make  good  blad^ 

And  the  physician  teach  men  spue  and  sh * 

TTie  cobler  kept  him  to  his  awl ;  but  now 
Hell  be  a  poet,  scarce  can  guide  a  plow. 


THE  JUST  INDIGNATION  THE  AUTHOR  TOOK  AT 
THE  VULGAR  CENSURE  OF  HIS  PLAY(nBW  INN) 
BY  SOME  MALICIOUS  SPECTATORS,  BEGAT  THE 
FOLLOWING  ODE  TO  HIMSELF. 

Comb,  leave  the  lotbed  stage. 

And  Uie  more  lothsome  age ; 
Where  pride  and  impudence  (in  fashion  knit) 

Usurp  the  chair  of  wit ! 
Inditing  and  arraigning  every  day. 
Something  they  call  a  play. 

Let  their  ia^dious.  ^-ain 

Commission  of  the  brain 
Run  on,  and  rage,  sweat,  censure,  and  condemn : 
They  were  not  made  for  thee,  less  thou  for  them. 

Say  that  thou  pour>st  them  wheat. 

And  they  will  acorns  eat; 
'Twere  simple  fury  still  thyself  to  waste 

On  such  as  have  no  taste ! 
To  offer  them  a  surfeit  of  pure  bread. 
Whose  appetites  are  dead  ! 

No,  give  them  grains  their  fill. 

Husks,  draff  to  drink  and  swilL 
If  they  love  lees,  and  leave  the  lusty  wine, 
Knvy  them  not  their  palates  with  the  swine. 

No  doubt  some  moldy  tale. 

Like  Pericles,  and  stale 

As  the  shrieve's  crusts,- and  nasty  as  his  fish- 
Scrape,  out  of  every  dish 
Thrown  forth,  and  rank'd  into  the  common  tub. 
May  keep  up  the  play-club : 
There  sweepings  do  as  well 
As  the  best  ordered  meal. 
For  who  the  relish  of  these  guests  will  fit. 
Needs  set  them  but  the  alms-basket  of  wif. 
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And  much  good  do  't  yoa  tfaeo : 

Brave  plush  and  TeWet  men 
Ctn  feed  on  orts :  and  Mfe  in  your  stage-clothes. 

Dare  quit  upon  your  oaths, 
The  stagers  and  the  sUge-vrighU  too  (your  peers) 
Of  larding  your  large  ears 

With  their  soul  comic  socks ; 

Wrought  upon  twenty  blocks :  [enough. 

Which,  if  they  are  torn,  and  tom'd,  and  patch 'd 
The  gamesters  share  your  guilt,  and  you  their  stufi 

Leave  things  so  prostitute. 

And  take  the  Alooeic  lute; 
Or  thine  own  Horace,  or  Anacreon*s  lyre. 

Warm  thee  by  Pindar's  Are :  [oold. 

And  though  thy  nerres  be  shrunk,  and  blood  be 
Ere  yean  have  made  thee  old  ; 

flbrike  that  disdainful  heat 

Throughout  to  their  defeat: 
As  curious  fools,  and  envious  of  thy  strain. 
May,  blushing,  swear  no  pftlsy's  in  thy  brain. 

But  when  they  hear  thee  sing 

The  glories  of  thy  king. 
Bit  ceal  to  God,  and  bis  just  awe  o*er  men : 

They  may,  blood-shaken  then. 
Feel  toch  a  flesh-quake  to  possess  their  powen; 
As  they  shall  cry,  like  ours. 

In  sound  of  peace  or  wan. 

No  harp  e'er  hit  the  stars, 
In  tuning  forth  the  acts  of  his  swiset  reign : 
And  raning  Charles  his  chariot  'hove  his  waine. 


AN  ANSWER 


TO  m  on,  *'  COMB  uuvs  the  umuD  n-Aoi," 

IY0WIMPU.TBAM^ 

Com,  leave  this  saucy  way  ^ 

Of  baiting  those  that  pay 
Dear  for  the  sight  of  your  declining  wit : 

Tk  known  it  b  not  fit 
That  a  sale-poet,  just  contempt  once  thrown. 

Should  cry  up  thus  your  own. 

1  wonder  by  what  dower. 

Or  patent,  you  had  power 
Virom  all  to  rape  a  judgment.    Let 't  suffice, 
Had  you  been  modest,  you'd  been  granted  wise. 

'T  is  known  you  can  do  well. 

And  ti^t  you  do  excel 
As  a  translator ;  but  when  things  require 

A  genius,  and  a  fire 
Not  kindled  heretofore  by  othera'  pains. 

As  oft  you've  wanted  brains^ 

And  art  to  strike  the  white, 

As  3rpu  have  leveJl'd  right ; 
Yet  if  men  vouch  not  things  apocryphal, 
You  bellow,  ravei  and  spatter  round  your  gall. 

Tug,  Pierce,  Peek,  Fly\  and  all 
Your  jests  so  nominal. 
Are  things  so  far  beneath  an  able  brain  ; 
As  they  do  throw  a  stain 


k.c 


Author  of  a  popular  book,  called.  The  Resolves, 


*  The  names  of  several  of  Jonson's  dramatis  per- 


Through  all  th'  unlneky  plot,  and  do  ^ipleasi 

As  deep  as  Pericles. . 

Where  yet,  there  is  not  laid 

Before  a  chamber-maid 
Discoune  so  weigh*d  *,  as  might  have  sert'd  of  oU 
For  schools,  when  they  of  love  and  vakMir  toli 

Why  rage  then?  when  the  show 

Should  judgment  be,  and  know- 
Ledge,  there  are  plush  who  scorn  to  drudge 

For  stages,  yet  can  judge 
Not  only  poets'  kMser  lines,  but  wits, 

Anid  all  their  perquisites ; 

A  gift  as  rich  as  high. 

Is  noble  poesy : 
Yet  though  in  sport  it  be  for  kings  a  play, 
Tis  next  mechanics  when  it  works  for  pay. 

AlcsBUs'  lute  had  none ; 

Nor  loose  Anacreon 
E'er  Uught  so  bold  assuming  of  the  bays, 

When  they  deserv'd  no  praise. 
To  rail  men  into  approbation. 

Is  new  to-your's  alone ; 

And  proBpen  not :  for  know, 

Ame  is  as  coy,  as  yon 
Can  be  disdainful ;  and  who  dares  to  pram 
A  rape  on  her,  shall  gather  scorn,  not  lore. 

Leave  then  this  humour  vahi. 

And  this  more  humorous  strain. 
Where  self-conceit,  and  choler  of  the  blood, 

Eclipse  what  else  is  good : 
Then,  if  you  please  those  raptures  high  to  toecb, 

Whereof  you  boast  so  much ; 

And  but  fori>ear  your  crown. 

Till  the  world  pirts  it  on. 
No  donbt,  from  all  you  may  amaxeoiait  dnv, 
Since  braver  theme  no  Phoebus  ever  saw. 


AN  ANSWER 


TO  lau  mc  iOHsoN^  ODB,  TO  msvAoa  am  NOTTO  lun 

TUa  STAOB,  BY  THOMAS  aANDOUa  \ 

Btx,  do  not  leave  the  stagey 

'Cause  't  is  a  fothsome  age; 
For^nide  and  mipndence  will  grow  too  boU, 

Mlien  they  shall  hear  it  toM 
They  frighted  thee:  stand  high  as  is  thy  cssie^ 

Their  hiss  is  thy  applause  : 

More  just  were  thy  disdain. 

Had  they  approv*d  thy  vein: 
So  thou  for  them,  and  they  for  thee  were  hn: 
They  to  incense,  and  thou  as  much  to  loanh 


«  New  Inn,  Act  IIL  Scene  «.— Act  IV.  Scesei 

'  Thomas  Randolph,  A.M.  fellow  of  Tn«^ 
College,  Cambridge,  bora  at  Newnhsm,  near  Di»«* 
try  in  Northamptonshire,  June  15tb.  1^5  J  *J 
at  Blatherwyke  in  that  county,  March  Htli,  16» 
His  extensive  learning,  gaiety  of  bunwa't  «» 
readiness  of  repartee,  gained  him  sdmirers  swX 
all  ranks  of  mankind,  and  more  »P*f*^/^ 
commended  him  to  the  intimacy  sod  f"^~T^ 
of  Jonson,  who  admitted  him  as  one  of  hif  adopt" 
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Wilt  thoa  cogitMi  thy  store 

Of  whemt,  and  pour  no  more, 
Becmnse  their  bacoo-bminf  ha?e  such  a  taste. 

As  more  delight  in  mast;: 
No !  set  them  Ibrth  a  hoard  of  dainties,  full 

As  thy  bes^  Moae  can  coll ; 

Wliilst  they  the  while  do  pine 

And  tbiTBt,  midst  all  their  wine. 
Whmt  greater  plague  can  Hell  itself  devise. 
Than  to  be  willing  thos  to  tantalize? 

Thoa  canst  not  find  them  sto^ 

That  will  be  bad  enough 
To  please  their  palates:  let 'em  refuse 

For  some  pye-oomer  Mnse; 
aie  is  too  fair  an  hosteasc ;  'twere  a  sin 

For  them  to  like  thine  Inn: 

Tvas  made  to  entertain 

Ooests  of  a  nobler  strain ; 
Yet  if  they  wiUhafe  any  of  thy  store,  [door. 

Give  them  some  scraps  and  send  them  from  thy 

And  let  those  things  in  plash. 

Till  they  be  tanght  to  blush, 
like  what  they  will,  and  more  contented  be 

With  what  Broome'  swept  from  thee. 
I  know  thy  worth,  and  that  thy  bfty  strains 

Write  not  to  clothes,  but  brains : 

But  thy  great  spleen  doth  rise, 

'Cause  moles  will  have  no  eyes : 
This  only  in  my  Ben  I  faulty  find. 
He's  angry  tb^*U  not  see  him  that  are  blind. 

Why  should  the  scene  be  mute, 

"Cause  thou  canst  touch  thy  lute. 
And  string  thy  Horace:  let  each  Mnse  of  nine 

CIsum  thee,  and  say,  thoo'rt  mine. 
Twere  food  to  let  all  other  flames  expire. 

To  at  by  Pindar's  fire; 

For  by  so  strange  neglect, 

I  should  myself  suspect 
Thy  palsy,  were  as  well  thy  bram*s  disease, 
If  th^  cooldshake  thy  Muse  which  way  they  please. 

And  though  thou  well  canst  sing 

The  gkiries  of  thy  king. 
And  on  the  wings  of  Terse  his  chariot  bear 

To  HeaTcn,  and  fix  it  there  j 
Yet  let  thy  Muse  as  well  some  raptures  raise 

T6  please  him,  as  to  praise. 

I  would  not  have  thee  choose 

Only  a  treble  Muse ; 
But  hare  this  envious,  ignorant  age  to  know. 
Thou  that  canst  sing  so  high,  canst  reach  as  low. 


FRAGMENT 

OF  A  SATIRE  ON  JONSON*S  MAGNETIC  LADY. 
BY  ALSZAMDCK  OILl  OF  ST.  PAUL's  SCBOOF^ 

BoT  to  adTise  you,  Ben,  m  this  strict  age, 
A bri^.kihi*s  better  for  thee  than  a  stage; 

•008  in  the  muses,  and  held  him  in  equal  esteem 
with  Cartwright.  He  has  left  behind  him  six  pla3r8, 
sod  several  poems,  -pablished  in  8vo.  1651.  The 
ode  addressed  to  Jooson  is  reasonbly  smooth,  and 
■Mits  him  a  tolerable  versifier. 

*  His  amanuensis  or  attendant^  Richard  Broome: 
wrote  with  success  seveiml  comedies. 
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Thou  better  know*M  a  groondsil  for  to  1«T, 
Than  lay  the  plot  or  ground-work  of  a  pjay ; 
And  better  canst  direct  to  cap  a  chimney. 
Than  to  converse  with  Clio  or  Polyhimny* 
Fall  then  to  work  in  thy  old  age  agen; 
Take  up  thy  trug  and  trowel,  gentle  Ben  ; 
Ut  plays  alone ;  or  if  thou  needs  will  write. 
And  thrust  thy  feeble  Muse  into  the  light. 
Let  Lowen  cease,  and  Taylor  scorn  to  touch 
The  lothed  stage,  for  thou  hast  made  it  such. 

TBS  ANSWER. 

Shall  the  prosperity  of  a  pardon  s^l 
Secure  thy  railing  rhymes,  infamous  GiU, 
At  libelling?  Shall  no  star-chamber  peers. 
Pillory,  nor  whip,  nor  want  of  ears. 
All  which  thoa  hast  incurr'd  deservedly, 
Nor  degradation  ttom  the  ministry. 
To  be  the  Denis  of  thy  father^  school. 
Keep  in  thy  bawling  wit,  thou  bawling  fbol  ? 
Thinking  to  stir  me,  thou  hast  lost  thy  end, 
lil  Uugh  at  thee,  poor  wretehed  tike;  go  send 
Thy  blotant  Muse  abroad,  and  teach  it  rather 
A  tune  to  drown  the  ballads  of  thy  fisther : 
For  thou  hast  nought  in  thee^  to  cure  his  fame^ 
But  tune  and  noise^  the  echo  of  his  shame. 
A  rogue  by  statute,  censur'd  to  be  whipt, 
Cropt,  brandcdjslit,  neck-stockt j  go,youarestript 


BfY  DEAR  BON,  AND  RIGHT  LEARNED  FRIEND, 
MASTER  JOSEPH  BUTTER. 

PtSriXlD  TO  TUt  SHXP08«n*S  HOLIOAT,  A  PASXOftAL 

TmAci-cOMEsr.  1635. 

You  look,  my  Joseph,  I  should  something  say 

Unto  the  world  in  praise  of  your  first  play : 

And  truly,  so  I  would,  could  I  be  heard. 

You  know  I  never  was  of  truth  afeard, 

And  less  asham'd  i  not  when  I  told  the  crowd 

How  wdl  I  lov*d  truth :  I  was  scarce  allow'd 

By  those  deep-grounded,  understanding  men. 

That  sit  to  censure  plavs,  yet  know  not  when. 

Or  why  to  like ;  they  found,  it  all  was  new. 

And  newer,  then  [r.  than]  could  please  them  bycause 

true. 
Such  men  I  met  withal,  and  so  have  you. 
Now  fbr  mine  own  part,  and  it  is  but  due 
(You  have  deserved  it  from  me),  I  have  read. 
And  wdgh'd  your  jplay :  untwisted  ev*ry  thread. 
And  know  the  woofe,  and  warp  thereof;  can  tdi 
Where  it  runs  round,  and  even :  where  so  well. 
So  soft,  and  smooth  it  handles,  the  whole  piece. 
As  it  were  spun  by  nature,  off  the  fleece : 
This  is  my  censure.    Now  there  is  a  new 
Office  of  wit,  a  mint,  and  (this  b  true) 
Cry'd  up  of  late :  whereto  there  must  be  fint 
A  malter-worker  callM,  th!  old  standard  burst 
Of  wit,  and  a  new  made :  a  warden  then. 
And  a  comptroller,  two  most  rigid  men 
For  order  aisd  for  governing  the  pixe, 
A  say-master,  hath  studied  all  the  tricks 
Of  fioeaess  and  alloy:  follow  his  hint. 
You've  all  the  mysteries  of  wit's  new  mint: 
The  valuations,  mixtures,  and  the  same 
Concluded  from  a  <:arract  to  a  dramme. 
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It)  MY  CHOSEN  FRIEND, 


THB  LEARNED  TRANSLATOR  OF  LCCAN,  THOMAS 
MAY,  ESQ. 

Whew,  Rome,  I  read  tbce  in  thy  mighty  pair, 
And  see  both  climbing  up  the  slippery  stair 
Of  Fortune's  wheel,  by  Lucan  driv'n  about, 
And  the  world  in  it,  I  begin  to  doubt. 
At  every  line  some  pin  thereof  should  slack, 
At  leasts  if  not  the  general  engine  crack. 
But  when  again  1  view  the  parts  so  piz'd,  ^ 
And  those  in  number  so,  and  measure  rais'd, 
As  neither  Poinpcy*9  popularity, 
Caesar's  ambition,  Cato's  liberty. 
Calm  Brutus'  tenor  start,  but  all  along 
Keep  due  proportion  in  the  ample  song,  i 

It  makes  me  ravish'd  with  just  wonder,  cry  i 

What  Muse,  or  rather  god  of  harmony,  1 

Taught  Lucan  these  true  moodes  ?  replies  my  sensei 
What  gods,  but  those  of  arts  aud  eloquence  ? 
Phcebus  and  Hermes?  They  wboec  tongue,  or  pen, 
Are  still  th'  interpreters  'twixt  God  and  men  ! 
But  who  hath  them  interpreted,  and  brought, 
Lucan's  whole  frame  unto  us,  and  so  wrought. 
As  not  the  smallest  joint,  or  gentlest  word 
In  the  great  mass,  or  machine  there  is  stirr'd  ? 
The  selfsame  genius!  so  the  work  will  say. 
The  sun  translated,  or  tlie  son  of  May. 


TO  THE 

WORTHY  AUTHOR  OF  THE  HUSBAND. 

AV  ANONYMOUS  PIZCB  PUBLISHED  IN  1614. 

It  fits  not  onely  him  that  makes  a  booke 
To  sec  his  worke  be  good :  but  that  he  looke 
Who  are  his  test,  and  what  their  judgment  is. 
Lest  a  false  praise  do  make  theyr  dotage  his, 
I  do  not  feel  that  ever  yet  I  had 
The  art  of  utt'ring  wares,  if  they  were  bad : 
Or  skill  of  making  matches  in  my  life: 
And  therefore  I  commend  unto  the  Wife  •    '         1 
That  went  before — a  Husband.     Sho,  He  sweare, ! 
Was  wortby  of  a  good  one :  and  this  here  ^ 

I  know  for  such,  as  (if  my  word  will  weigh) 
She  need  not  blush  upon  the  marriage  day.  *^ 


HORACE,  ; 

OF  THE  ART  OF  POETRIE. 

If  to  a  woman's  head  a  painter  would 
Set  a  horse-neck,  and  divers  feathers  fold 
On  every  limbc,  ta'en  from  a  severall  creature. 
Presenting  upwards  a  faire  female  feature, 
Which  in  some  swarthie  6sh  uncomely  ends : 
Admitted  to  the  sight,  although  his  friends 
Coiild  you  containe  your  laughter  ?  Credit  me, 
This  pefice,  my  Piso's,  aud  th^t  booke  ^grce. 
Whose  shapes,  like  sick-men*8  dreames,  are  fain'd  so 
As  neither  head  nor  foot,  one  forme  retaine.  [vaine, 
But  equall  power,  to  painter  and  to  poet. 
Of  daring  all,  hath  still  beene  given  j  we  know  it : 
And  both  doe  crave,  and  give  againe  this  leave. 
Yet,  not  as  therefore,  wild  and.  tame  should  cleave 

"  By  Sir  Thomas  Overbury. 

*°  From  the  Censura  Literaria,  vol.  5. 


Together  :  not  that  we  ih6uld  serpents  m6 
With  doves ;  or  lamhes  with  tygres  coupled  he. 

In  grave  beginnings,  and  great  things  profiest, 
^e  have  oft-times,  tl^at  may  ore>shine  the  rest, 
A  scarlet  peece,  or  two,  stitchM  in:  wheo  or 
Diana's  grove,  or  altar,  with  the  bor- 
Dring  circles  of  swift  waters  that  intwine 
The  pleasant  grounds,  or  when  the  river  Rhme, 
Or  rainbow  is  described.    But  here  was  now 
No  place  for  these.    And,  painter,  haply  thra 
Know'st  only  well  to  paint  a  cipresse  tree. 
What's  this  ?  if  he,  whose  money  hiretb  thee 
To  paint  him,  hath  by  swimming  hopelesse  scap^ 
The  whole  fleet  wreck'd  ?  a  great  jarre  to  be  ditp'd, 
Was  meant  at  first     Why  forcing  still  about 
Thy  labouring  wheele,  comes  scarce  a  pitcbwout 
In  short;  |  bid,  let  what  thou  ^ork'st  upon, 
Be  simply  quite  throughout,,  and  wholly  one.    , 

Most  writers,  noble  sire,  and  either  sonne, 
Are,  with  the  likenesse  of  the  truth  undone. 
My  selfe  for  shortnesse  labour ;  and  1  grow 
Obscure.    This,  striving  to  run  smooth  and  flov, 
Hath  neither  soule  nor  sinewes.     LofUe  he 
Professing  greatnesse  swells  :  that  low  by  Ice 
Crecpes  on  the  ground;  too  safe,  too  afraid  of  storms 
This  seeking,  in  a  various  kind  to  forme 
One  thi^g  prodigiously  paints  in  the  woods, 
A  dolphin,  and  a  boare  amid'  the  flood:>. 
So,  shunning  faults,  to  greater  fault  doth  lead, 
When  in  a  wrung,  and  artlesse  way  we  tread. 
The  worst  of  statuaries,  here  about 
Th'  iEmilian  schoole,  in  brasse  can  fashion  out 
The  nailes,  aud  every  curled  hahre  disclose ; 
But  in  the  maine  worke  haplesse :  since  he  knots 
Not  to  designe  the  whole.     Should  I  aspire 
To  forme  a  worke,  1  would  no  more  desire 
To  be  that  smith ;  than  live,  maxk^  one  of  tliose, 
With  faire  black  eyes  and  hatre,  and  a  wry  nou. 

l*akc  therefore,  you  that  write,  still  matter  fit 
Unto  your  strength  and  long  examine  it, 
Upon  your  shouldeis.  Prove  what  they  will  btutr 
And  whatthey  will  not  Him  whose  choice  dolb^re 
His  matter  to  his  power,  in  all  be  makes. 
Nor  language,  nor  cleere  order  ere  forsakes.    , 
The  vertue  of  which  order,  and  true  grace. 
Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  shall  be  to  place 
Invention.  Now  to  speake ;  and  then  defer 
Much,  that  mought  now  be  spoke :  omitted  hefc 
Till  fitter  season.    Now,  to  like  of  this. 
Lay  that  aside,  the  epick's  office  is. 

In  using  also  of  new  words  to  be 
Right  spare,  and  warier  then  thou  speak'st  to  me 
Most  worthie  praise,  when  words  that  common  gre«» 
Are,  by  thy  cunning  placing,  made  meere  new. 
Yet,  if  by  chance,  in  utt'ring  things  abstruse, 
Thou  need  new  termes ;  thou  maist,  without  excuse, 
Faincwords,  unheard  of  to  the  well-tniss'd  rsce 
Of  the  Cethegi ;  and  all  men  will  grace. 
And  give,  being  taken  modestly,  this  leave. 
And  those  thy  new  and  late-coyn'd  words  rccart, 
So  they  fall  gently  from  the  Grecian  spring, 
And  come  not  too  much  wrested.  What's  that  tbisfi 
A  Roman  to  Caecilius  will  allow. 
Or  Plautus,  and  in  Virgil  disavow. 
Or  Varius  ?  why  am  I  now  envi*d  sO, 
If  I  can  give  some  small  increase  }  wheo  loe, 
Gato's  and  Eonius'  tongues  have  lent  much  •««• 
And  wealth  unto  our  language ;  and  brought  fijrtn 
New  names  of  things.  It  hath  beene  everfiree, 
And  ever  will,  to  utter  termes  that  be 
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tamp*d  to  the  tilne.  As  woods  whose  change  appeares 
till  in  their  leaTes,  throughout  the  sliding  yeares, 
"he  first-borne  dying ;  so  the  aged  state 
^f  words  decay,  and  phrases  home  but  late 
jke  tender  bods  shoot  up,  and  freshly  grow. 
»ur  selves,  and  all  tbat*s  ours,  to  death  we  owe : 
Whether  the  sea  receiy*d  into  the  shore, 
hat  from  the  north,  the  navie  safe  doth  store, 

kingly  worke  ;  or  that  long  barren  fen 
'Dce  rowable,  but  now  doth  nourish  men 
ineighbour-townes,  and  feeles  the  weightie  plough; 
t  the  wilde  river,  who  hath  changed  now 
[is  course  so  burtfull  both  to  graine^  and  seedes, 
eing  taught  a  better  way.    All  morUll  deeds 
ball  perish :  so  farre  oS  it  is  the  state, 
T  grace  of  speecb,  should  hope  a  lasting  date. 
[Qch  phrase  that  now  is  dead,  shall  be  reviv'd ; 
od  much  shall  dye,  that  now  is  nobly  liv'd, 
' costome  please;  at  whose  disposing  will 
he  power  and  rule  of  speaking  resteth  still. 

The  gestsof  kings,  great  captaines,andsad  Carres)' 
Htat  uumber  best  can  fit,  Homer  declares. 

I  verse  unequall  match'd,  first  sowre  laments, 
fter  men's  wishes,  crown'd  in  their  events 
Tere  also  closM :  but  who  the  man  should  be, 
bat  first  sent  forth  the  dapper  elegie, 

II  the  grammarians  strive;  and  yet  in  court 
efbre  the  judge  it  hangs,  and  waites  report. 

Unto  the  lyriclc  strings,  the  Muse  gave  grace 

0  chant  the  gods  and  all  their  god-like  race, 
heconqa'riogchampion,  the  prime  horse  in  coufK, 
resh  lovers  businesses  and  the  wine's  free  source. 
h'  lambick  arm*d  Archilochus  to  rave, 

his  foot  the  socks  tooke  up  and  buskins  grave, 
s  fit  t*  exchange  discourse ;  a  verse  to  win 
n  popular  noise  with,  and  doe  businesse  in. 
The  comick  matter  will  not  be  exprest 

1  tragi ck  verse;  no  lesse  Thyestes'  feast 
bhorres  low  numbers,  and  the  private  straine      ' 
t  for  the  sock :  each  subject  should  retaine 

be  place  allotted  it,  with  decent  ihewes. 
now  the  tumes,  the  colours,  and  right  hues 
f  pojems  here  described,  I  can»  nor  use, 
or  know  t'  observe  :  why  (i'  the  Mnse's  name) 
n  I  called  poet?  wherefore  with  wrong  shame,  - 
enersly  modest,  had  I  rather  owe 
y  ignorance  still,  then  either  learee,  or  know, 
et  sometime,  doth  the  comedie  excite 
er  voyce  and  angry  Chremes  chafes  oot-right 
^ith  swelling  throat:  and  oft  the  tragick  wight 
Mnplains  in  humble  phrase.    Both  Telephus, 
Dd  Peieus,  if  they  seeke  to  heart-strike  ns 
bat  are  spectators,  with  their  miserie, 
^hen  they  are  poore,  and  bantsh'd,  must  throw  by 
beir  bombard-phrase,and  foot-and-balfe-foot  words: 
'  is  not  enough,  th' elaborate  Muse  affords 
er  poem*s  beantie,  but  a  sweet  delight 
:>  work  tbe  hearers'  minds,  still  to  their  plight, 
fen's  faces  still,  with  such  as  laugh,  are  prone 
0  laughter;  so  they  grieve  with  those  that  mone. 
'  I  hou  woold*st  have  me  weepe,  bethou  first  drown'd 
hy  selfe  in  teares,  then  me  thy  losse  will  wound, 
eleus,  or  Telephus.     If  you  speake  vile 
ad  ill-pennM  things,  I  ^hall,  or  sleepe,  or  smile, 
id  language  Iks  sad  lookes ;  stufi'M  menacings, 
he  angry  brow ;  the  sportive,  wanton  things  ; 
nd  the  severe,  s{ieecb  ever  serious. 
or  Nature,  first  within  doth  fashion  us 
b  every  state  of  fortune ;  <he  helpes  on, 
^r  urgeth  us  to  anger;  and  anoa  ' 
VOL.  V. 


Witli  weightie  sorrow  buries  ns  all  along. 
And  tortnres  us:  and  after  by  the  tongue 
Her  truch-man,  she  reports  the  minds  each  throw. 
If  now  the  phrase  of  him  that  speaks  shall  fiow 
In  sound,  quite  from  his  fbrtune ;  both  the  rout. 
And  Roman  gcntrie,jearing.>will  laugh  out 
It  much  will  differ,  if  a  god  speake  than'. 
Or  an  heroe;  if  a  ripe  old  man. 
Or  some  hot  youth,  yet  in  his  flourishing  course; 
Where  some  great  lady,  or  her  diligent  nouise; 
A  ve^tring  merchant,  or  the  farmer  free 
Of  some  small  thankful!  land :  whether  he  be 
Of  Cholchis  borne;,  or  in  Amyritt  bred; 
Or,  with  the  milk  of  Thebes ;  or  Argus,  fed. 
Or  follow  fame,  thou  that  dost  write,  or  faiue 
Things  in  themselves  agreeing:  if  againe 
Honoured  Achilles  chance  by  thee  be  seiz'd, 
Keepe  him  still  active,  angry,  un-appeas'd, 
Sharpe  and  contemning  lawes  at  him  should  aime, 
Be  nought  so  'hove  him  but  his  sword  let  daime. 

Medea  make  brave  with  impetuous  scome ; 
Ino  bewaild;  Ixion  false,  fbrswome; 
Poore  Jd  wandring ;  wild  Orestes  mad : 
If  something  strange,  that  never  yet  was  had 
Unto  the  scene  thou  bringst,  and  dar'st  create 
A  meere  new  person;  looke  he  keepe  his  state 
Unto  the  last,  as  when  he  first  went  forth. 
Still  to  be  like  himselfe,  and  hoU  his  worth. 

T  is  hard  to  speake  things  common,  properly : 
And  thou  maist  better  bring  a  rhapsody 
Of  Homer's  forth  in  acts,  then  of  thine  owne. 
First  publish  things  unspoken  and  unknowne. 
Yet  common  matter  thou  thine  owne  maist  make| 
If  thou  the  vile,  broad-troden  ring  forsake.  ! 

For  being  a  po<^,  thou  maist  feigne,  create,         ' 
Not  care,  as  thou  wouldst  fitithfuUy  traqslatc,      ' 
To  render  word  fi>r  word :  nor  with  thy  sleight 
Of  imitation,  leape  into  a  strcight. 
From  whence  thy  modestie,  or  poeme*s  law 
Forbids  thee  forth  againe  thy  foot  to  draw. 
Nor  so  begin,  as  did  that  circler  late, 
I  sing  a  noble  warre  and  Priam's  fate. 
What  doth  this  promiser  such  gaping  worth 
Afford  ?  the  mouotaines  travail*d,  and  bronght ibrtl| 
A  scorned  mouse !  O,  how  much  better  this. 
Who  nought  assaics  unaptly,  or  amisse } 
**  Speake  to  me.  Muse,  the  man,  who  after  Troy  was 

sack*t 
Saw  many  townes  and  men,  and  could  their minners 

tract." 
He  thinkes  not,  how  to  give  you  smoake  from  light, 
But  light  from  snooake ;  that  he  may  draw  his  bright 
Wonders  forth  after :  as  Antiphatss, 
Scylla,  Charybdis,  Polypheme,  with  these. 
Nor  from  the  brand,  with  which  the  life  did  bume 
Of  Meleager,  bri^ogs  be  the  returne 
Of  Diomede ;  nor  Troye*s  sad  warre  begins 
From  the  two  egges,  that  did  disclose  the  twini^ 
He  ever  hastens  to  the  end,  and  so 
(As  if  he  knew  it)  rapps  bis  hearer  to 
The  middle  of  his  matter :  letting  goe 
What  he  despaires,  being  bavdled,  might  not  «howr 
And  so  well  faines,  so  mixeth  cunningly 
Falsehood  with  truth,  as  no  man  can  espie 
Where  the  midst  differs  from  the  first:  or  where 
The  last  doth  from  the  midst  dis-joynM  appeare. 
Heare,  what  it  is  the  people,  and  t  des^h^: 
If  such  a  one's  applause  thou  dost  require. 
That  tarries  till  the  haugings  be  ta*en  downe, 
And  sits  till  tha  e(Klogue  sales  clap,  or  crowpe : 
Nu 
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The  customet  of  each  tfo  tbo^  mugt  observe. 
And  give  their  yeares,  and  natures,  as  they  swerve, 
Fit  rites.  The  child,  that  now  knowes  bow  to  say. 
And  can  tread  6nne,  longs  with  like  lads  to  play ; 
Soone  angry,  and  soone  pleased,  is  sweet,  or  sowre, 
He  knowes  not  why,  and  changeth  every  houre. 

Th*  anbearded  youth,  his  guardian  once  being 
Loves  dogges  and  horses ;  and  is  ever  one     [gone, 
r  the  open  field ;  b  waxe  like  to  be  wrought 
To  every  vice,  as  hardly  to  be  brought 
To  endure  counsell :  a  provider  slow 
For  bis  owne  good,  a  carelesse  letter-goe 
Of  money,  haughtte,  to  desire  ^pon  mov'd, 
And  then  as  swift  to  leave  what  he  hath  lov*d.' 

These  studies  alter  now,  in  one,  growne  man; 
His  better'd  mind  seekcs  wealth  and  friendship: 
Lookes  after  honours,  and  bewares  to  act        [then 
What  straightaway  he  must  labour  to  retract. 

The  old  man  many  evils  doe  girt  round ; 
Either  because  he  seekes,  and,  having  found. 
Doth  wretchedly  the  use  of  things  foibeare. 
Or  does  all  businesse  coldly  and  with  feare ; 
A  great  deferrer,  long  in  hope,  growne  nuQibe 
With  sloth,  yet  greedy  still  of  what's  to  come : 
Froward,  complaining,  a  commender  glad 
Of  the  times  past,  when  he  was  a  young  lad ; 
And  still  correcting  youth  and  censuring,      [bring 

Man's  coromtng  yeares  much  good  with  them  doe 
At  his  departing  take  much  thence :  lest,  then, 
The  parts  of  age  to  youth  be  given,  or  men 
lb  children;  we  must  alwayes  dwell,  and  stay 
In  fitting  proper  adjuncts  to  each  day. 
i       The  business  either  on  the  stage  is  done, 
\   Or  acted  told.     But  ever,  things  that  run  i 

'   In  at  the  eare,  doe  stirrc  the  mind  more  slow     • 
•  Than  those  the  faithfull  eyes  take  in  by  show. 
And  the  beholder  to  himselfe  doth  render. 
Yet,  to  the  stage,  at  all  thou  maist  not  tender 
Things  worthy  to  be  done  within,  but  take 
Much  from  the  sight,  which  fiure  report  will  make 
I^resent  anone:  Medea  must  not  kill 
Her  soones  before  the  people ;  noc  the  ill- 
Natur'd  and  wicked  Atreus  cooke,  to  th*  eye, 
His  nephew*s  entrailes;  nor  must  Progne  file 
Into  a  swallow  there;  nor  Osdmus  take, 
Upon  the  stage,  the  figure  of  a  snake. 
,   What  so  is  sbowne,  I  not  beleeve,  and  hate. 

Nor  must  the  fable,  that  would  hope  the  fate 
I  Once  scene,  to  be  againe  call'd  for  and  plaid, 
,  Have  more  or  lesse  then  just  five  acts:  nor  laid, 
To  have  a  god  come  in ;  except  a  knot 
Worth  his  unty'mg  happen  there :  and  not 
Any  fourth  man,  to  speake  at  all,  aspire. 

An  actor's  parts  and  office  too,  the  quire 
Must  mnjntaine  manly ;  not  be  heard  to  sing 
Betweene  the  acti^  a  quite  cleane  other  thing 
Than  to  the  purpose  leades  and  fitly  'grees. 
It  still  Iniist  favour  ^oiid  men  and  to  these 
Be  wonne  a  friend;  it  must  both  sway  and  bend 
The  angry,  and  love  those  that  feare  t'  ofiTend. 
Praise  the  spare  diet,  whoksome  justice,  lawes. 
Peace,  and  the  open  porta,  that  peace  doth  cause, 
Hide  feults,  pray  to  the  gods,  and  wish  aloud 
■Fortune  would  love  the  poore,  and  leave  the  prood. 

The  hau*-boy,  not  as  now  with  latten.boaod. 
And  rival  I  with  the  trumpet  for  his  sound, 
But  soft  and  simple,  at  few  holes  breath'd  time 
And  tune  too,  fitted  to  the  chorus'  rime, 
As  loud  enough  to  fill  the  seats,  not  yet 
S  0  ofTir^thick*  but  where  the  people  met, 


They  might  with  ease  be  numbr*^  ^«iBC  •  ^ 
Chaste,  thriiiie,  modest  folke,  tfcust  came  to  viev. 
But  as  they  conqoei^d,  and  e^arg'd  their  bosod, 
That  wider  walls  embraced  their  eitie  P0Qn4 
And  they  uncensur'd  might  at  feasts  and  plsyei 
Steepe  the  glad  genius  io  the  wine  whole  dsycs. 
Both  in  their  tunes,  the  lijcencc  greater  grew, 
And  iu  their  numbers ;  far  alas,  what  kntw 
The  idcot,  kei'ping  holy-day,  or  drudge, 
Clowne,tuwns-mao,  base  and  noble,  mta'd,  to  jwl^ : 
Thus,  to  his  antieot  art  the  piper  lent 
Gesture  and  riot,  whilst  be  swooping  went 
In  bis  train'd  gowna  about  the  stage :  so  grew 
In  time  to  tragedie,  a  musicke  new. 
The  rash,  and  head-kwg  eloqoeDce  brought  i^rth 
Unwonted  language;  and  that  sense  of  woftb 
That  found  Mit  profit,  and  foretold  each  thio{, 
Now  difier'd  not  from  Delphick  riddling. 

Thespis  is  said  to  be  the  first  found  oot 
The  tragedie,  and  carried  it  about. 
Till  then  onknowne,  in  carts,  wherein  did  ndv 
Thofie  that  did  sing  and  act :  their  foccs  dy'<i 
With  lees  of  wine.    Next  Eschylos,  more  late 
Brought  in  the  visor,  and  the  robe  of  state. 
Built  a  small  timbred  stage,  and  UugbtUiemuV 
Jioftie  add  grave ;  and  in  the  buskin  stalkfi. 
He  too,  that  did  in  tragick  verse  contend. 
For  the  vile  goat,  soone  after  forth  did  send 
The  rough  rude  sat y res  naked  ;  and  wouU  try, 
Though  sower,  with  safetie  of  h^s  gravitie, 
How  he  could  jest ;  because  he  marked  and  siv 
The  free  spectators,  subject  to  no  law. 
Having  well  eat  and  drunke,  the  rites  being  duw. 
Were  to  be  staid  with  softnesses,  and  wonne 
With  something  that  was  acceptably  new. 
Yet  so  the  scoffing  satyres  to  men's  view, 
And  so  their  prating  to  present  was  best, 
And  so  to  turne  all  earnert  into  jest. 
As  neither  any  god|  were  brongbt  in  thefe* 
Or  semi-god,  that  late  was  scene  to  weave 
A  royall  crowae  and  purple ;  be  made  bop 
With  poore  base  tcrmes,  through  every  baier  ibop 
Or  whilst  he  shuns  the  earth,  to  oatch  at  siss 
And  emptie  clowdes.    For  tragedie  is  fsire. 
And  forre  unworthie  to  blurt  out  light  rimes; 
But,  as  a  matrone  drawne  at  solemne  timfis 
To  dance,  so  she  should^  shamefaced,  diftr  ftire 
From  what  the  obscene  and  pertulant  satfres  an^ 

Nor  I,  when  I  write  satyres.  will  80  k>ve 
Plaine  phrase,  my  Pisos,  as  ajone  t'  appn»»e 
Meere  raigning  words:  nor  will  I  laboorso 
Quite  from  all  face  of  tragedie  to  goc; 
As  not  make  difference,  whether  Davus  ip«*'< 
And  the  bold  Pythias,  having  cheated  weske 
Simo ;  and  of  a  talent  wip'd  his  parse  f 
Or  old  Silenus,  Bacchus*  guard  and  nartc 

I  can  out  of  knowne  geare,  a  fable  fnofit 
And  so  as  every  man  may  hop«t  the  ssinei 
Yet  he  that  offers  at  it  may  sweat  much. 
And  toile  in  vaine :  tlie  excellence  is  such 
Of  order  and  connexion :  so  much  grace 
There  oomes  sometimes  to  things  of  nieaof*|p^ ' 
But  let  the  Faunes.  drawae  ftwn  their  groves,  M***^' 
Be  I  their  judge,  they  doe,  at  no  time  ^^•'•^^ 
Like  men  street-borae^  and  neere  the  \M  '*®'^ 
Their  youthfull  tricks  in  over- wanton  vene: 
Or  crack  out  baudie  •speeches  and  uiicl«*o^ 
The  Roman  gentric,  men  of  birth,  and  "»*•"? 
Will  take  offence-at  this :  nor,  though  '^  «»*^  ^ 
Him  that  buyes  cbMtbfi^  l)laoch'd,occh«n^^'  "^ 
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Tie  Mt-cMuhm  tkraaghout,  ♦iB.tbty  dieMfbre 

tececir«»  «r  fm  ie  an  aiplMue  tiM  Aora. 

b  thewB  flueended  the  old  ooOMdie^ 

Dd  not  vhbout  Bnek  pmifle;  tiU  libcrtio 

ell  into  fmrft  so  tore,  tt  nov  they  mw 

ler  ncence  fli  to  be  regfniiti*d  bjr  law: 

Thlch  Iww  leociT'd*  tbeCHonis  held  His  p«Me, 

»  power  of  fnileiy  hartliiff  made  to  eeaMi 

Two  miiya  iliort  and  kmgv  th*  lambiok  ifrMie; 

foot,  whose  swiftoMo  gave  tbe  vena  the  name 
f  trimeter,  when  yet  it  was  8ixe-p«e*d^ 
ut  maen  iaabieks  all,  htm  fliat  to  last 
or  is  't  knig  sln^  they  didirtth  patfenea  taktf 
to  their  birtb-rigH  aod  tbr  fltaesse  sate, 
hesteaiKespoiidam)  so  theiiMel¥«»deebeaf« 
ore  slow,  an*  ooaw  more  weSglitie  to  tbw  eare ; 
tmdcd  BeVe  to  yeeld,  in  aay  ease 
rfellowsMpv  thelborti),  or  seeUnd  plMS. 
lis  fbot  yet,  hi  the  fhrneestrioMeii 
-  Accioa.  and  Cnaios,  mm  a|ip6am  t 

rare  as  with  some  tase  it  doth  ingage 
tose  heavie  femes  seat  so  to  the  stage, 
'too  much  baste  and  aegltgeaee  ie  part, 

•  a  worse  erin«,  the  ignorance  ef  art. 
tt  every  jadge  hath  not  the  ihealtle 

•  note  in  poeaM  bi«ach  of  harmoiiie; 
id  there  is  given,  too»  unworthy  le»re 

>  Ronian  po^ts.    Shall  I  therefhre  weare 
f  verse  at  randome  and  lieenttotisly } 
rather,  thinking  all  my  Ihutts  may  spis, 
ow  a  safe  writer,  and  be  warie-dHven 
tthin  the  hepe of  bavingali  forgiven. 
is  cleare,  this  way  I  have  got  off  from  blhttfe, 
It  in  ooDoliwioa,  merited  no  fom& 
ke  you  Che  OteOke  exattiptos,  for  yotw  light, 
hand,  and  tame  th<em  e«ror  di^and  night 
ir  ancestors  did  Phmtos*  wmilbet^prmiM, 
djests;  and bith  to  adAifttiOta  nsiso 

0  patieotly,  th«t  I  net  foEMHy  say ; 
sither  jpou,  or  I,  know  the  right  #tty 
part  scorrilitie  from  wft,  or  can 
laefoll  Torge,  by  tk*  eare,  or  finger  scan. 
CKir  polMs,  too,  left  noaght  onproved  here ; 

r  did  th«y  merit  the  lesser  crowne  to  wesre, 
daring  to  forsake  the  Qreeian  ennrfts, 
d  celebrating  oitr  owne  hoase'^me  foots; 
lether  the  goanked  tragedie  lAiey  wroegbt, 
*i  were  the  gowned  comedy  they  Uught 
Vor  had  ear  luHe  more  glorious  bin 
vertttc  andrenowneof  arraes,  ttan  in 
r  langnage^  if  the  stay  and  oarst'h«fe  mended, 
td  not  our  every  poSt  like  oifeilded. 
t  yon*  Fompilios*  off-spring,  spare  yon  not 
taze  that  vene^  which  many  a  day  and  blot 
ive  not  kept  in ;  andf  (f est  perfoetf on  foile) 
>t  ten  tames  o*re,  corrected  to  the  naile. 
cause  Democritns  believes  a  wit 
ppier  then  wietohed  art,  and  doth,  by  it, 
dude  all  sober  pogts  from  their  riiaiv 
Helicon ;  a  great  sort  wiU  not  paie 
>«ir  nalles,  nor  shave  their  beards,  but  to  by-paths 
tire  themselves^  avoid  the  pebl ike  baths t 
r  10,  they  shall  wsit  only  giOtfie  the  arOfHi, 
tt  fone  of  poCts,  they  think,  if  they  otfrtie  forth, 
ul  from  the  bather  licinns  concesAe 
leir  heads,  which  three  Anticyras  cannot  heate. 

1  left-whtedi  tfmt  purge  every  spring 
•rchoMer!  If  I  dM  not,  who  cbutd  bribg 
at  better  po«ms  ?  but  I  cannot  boy 

y  title  at  the  raie«  Pad  nCher^  T, 
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Be  like  a  whel»stobo,  that  an  idgh  oM  pat 
On  stoele,  though  t  seMe  be  dull,  and  oamiot  cuCr 
i,  writing  aoeght  my  selfe,  will  teach  them  yet 
Their  charge  and  office,  whence  their  weahh  tofof. 
What  oonrisbeth,  what  formed,  what  begot 
The  pe^  what  becommeth,  and  what  not : 
Whether  truth  may,  and  whether  enOr  bring. 
The  very  root  of  writmg  well,  and  spring 
to  be  wise ;  thy  matter  first  to  knew  ; 
WMofa  the  Socrstick  writings  best  can  show  t 
And,  where  the  matter  is  provided  still, 
Them  words  will  follow,  hot  against  their  will 
He,  that  hath  studied  well  the  debt,  and  knowes    • 
What  to  his  oonatrey,  what  his  friends  ho  owsa, 
What  height  of  love  a  parent  will  fit  best. 
What  brethren,  what  a  stranger,  and  his  gneat, 
Can  tell  a  states-man's  dutie,  what  the  arts 
And  office  of  a  judgd  are,  what  the  parts 
Of  a  brave  ehiefo  sent  to  the  warres  :  he  caoi 
Indeed,  give  flttfing  dees  to  every  man. 
And  I  still  bid  the  learned  nmker  looke 
On  life  and  manners,  and  make  these  his  booke^ 
Thence  draw  forth  tmeeKpresBk>QS.  For,  sometime^ 
A  poeme  of  no  grace,  weight,  art,  in  rimea 
With  spsoions  places,  add  being  hnmoor^d  right, 
More  strongly  takes  the  people  with  delight. 
And  better  stoyes  them  theie,  than  all  flae  naiie 
Of  verse  meere-matter^lesse,  and  tincklinf  teien 

The  Afnse  not  only  gave  the  Greeks  a  wit. 
But  a  weU-compass'd  month  to  otter  it. 
Being  men  wen  covetous  of  nought  bat  praiso) 
Our  Roman  youths  they  leame  the  sabtle  wayes 
How  to  dividis,  into  a  bnodred  part% 
A  pound,  or  piece,  by  their  long  oompting  arts : 
There's  Albin'ssonne  will  say,  sabstract  an  ounce 
From  the  five  ounces ;  what  remaines  ?  prooonnoi^ 
A  third  of  twelve,  yon  may  r  foure  ounoesL  Olid, 
He  cries^  good  boy,  thou' It  keepe  thine  owne.  Now, 

adde 
Anooaee,  what  malcea  it  then  ?  thefaalfe  pound  jiat; 
Sixe  ounces.  O,  when  once  the  canfcer'd  mst» 
And  care  Of  getting,  thus  oor  minds  hath  staia'd, 
Think  we,  or  hope^  there  can  be  verses  feid'd 
In  ju]ree  of  cedar,  worthy  to  be  steepM, 
And  in  smooth  cypwMsc  betes  to  be  keep*d  ? 
Poets  would  either  profit,  or  dcKght* 
Or  mixing  sweet  and  fit,  teach  life  the  right 

Orpheus,  and  priest,  a  speaker  forthe  ^ods^ 
First  frighted  mea,  and  wiMly  liv^  at  odi^ 
Prom  slaughtets.  mid  foale  life;  and  for  the  aaam 
Was  tigers  said,  and  lyooi  fierce  to  tame. 
Amphion,  too,  Hhat  boilt  the  Tbeban  tMrres^ 
Was  said  tO' move  the  stones,  by  his  lute%  powert. 
And  lead  them  with  soft  songs,  wheio  that  be 

wouldk 
This  was  the  sacred  wisdoms,  that  they  hail<of  old ,   ] 
Things  saored,  from  piephan^  to  separate ; 
The  puhltke  from  the  privatte ;  to  abate 
Wild  raging  Insta;  preaoribe  the  nnkrriage  gnod;> 
Boild'townes.  and  carve  the  Iwwerin^leeves  of  wood* 
And' thus  at  first,  an  hoooor  and  a  mme 
To  divine  poifts^  and  their  verses  came. 
Next  these  great  Homer  and  TyrtaBussrf 
On  edge  the  mascidine  spirits^  dnd  did  whet; 
Their  nrifidt  to  wanes,  with  rimes  tl8B3^  did  reheerrt!; 
The  oracles^  too,  were  giveto  out  in  verSe; 
All  way  of  Kfe  war  liieweo ;  the  grace  of  kings' 
Attemptbd  by  the  Muse^  tanes'  and  strings ; 
^ii^esiweie  found  out;  and  rest,  the  end  aad  cf 
Of  their  long  laboofs,  waam  vasse^setdowntt: 
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All  whick  I  tell,  lest  wh«i  Apollo's  nam'd. 

Or  Mose  upon  the  lyre,  tboo  chance  b*  ashamM. 

Be  briefe,  in  what  thou  woaldstcommaod,  that  so 
The  docile  mind  may  soooe  thy  precepts  know. 
And  hold  them  faithfoUy  ,  for  nothing  rests,  ' 
But  flowes  out,  that  ore-swelleth  in  full  brests. 

Let  what  thou  fiun'st  for  pleasures  sake,  he  neere 
The  truth ;  nor  let  thy  fable  tbinke,  what  e*re 
It  would,  must  be:  lest  it  alive  would  draw 
The  child,  when  Lamia  'has  din'd,  out  of  her  maw^ 
The  poems  void  of  pro6t,  our  grave  men  \ 

Cast  out  by  voyces ;  want  they  pleasure,  then  | 
Our  gallants  gave  them  oone,/but  passe  them  by  | 
But  he  hath  every  suffrage  can  apply  i 

Sweet  mix'd  with  sowre  to  his  reader,  so 
As  doctrine  and  delight  tog«^er  go. 
This  booke  will  get  the  Sosii  money ;  this 
Will  passe  the  seas,  and  long  As  nature  is, 
With  honour  make  the  farre-kuowne  author  live. 

There  are  yet  faults,  which  we  wouki  well  forgive, 
For,  neither  doth  the  string  still  yeeld  that  sound 
The  hand  and  mind  would,  but  it  will  resound 
Oft-times  a  sbarpe,  when  we  require  a  flat : 
Nor  alwayes  doth  the  loosed  bow,  hit  that 
Which  it  doth  threaten.    Therefore,  where  I  see 
Much  in  the  poem  shine,  1  will  not  be 
Oftnded  with  few  spots,  which  negligence 
Hath  shed,  or  humane  frailtie  not  kept  thence. 
How  then  ?  why,  as  a  scrivener,  if  h*  ollend 
"Still  in  the  same,  and  warned  will  not  mend. 
Deserves  no  pardon ;  or  who*d  play  and  sing 
Is  laogh*d  at,  that  still  jarreth  on  one  string : 
So  he  that  flaggeth  much,  becomes  to  me 
A  Choerilos,  in  whom  if  I  but  see 
Twice,  or  thrice  good,  I  wonder:  but  am  more 
Angry.  Sometimes,  I  heare  good  Homer  snore. 
But  1  confoise,  that  in  a  long  work,  sleepe 
May,  with  some  right,  upon  an  author  creepe. 

As  painting,  so  is  poesie.    Some  man's  hand 
Will  take  jrou  more,  the  neeier  that  3rou  stabd  $ 
As  some  the  forther  off:  this  loves  the  darke ; 
This,  fearing  not  the  subtlest  judge's  marke 
Will  in  the  light  be  vtew'd :  this  once  the  sight 
Doth  please ;  this,  ten  times  over,  will  delight 

You  sir,  the  eUer  brother,  though  yon  are 
Informed  rightly,  by  your  father's  care. 
And  of  your  selfe  too  understand ;  yet  mind 
This  saying :  to  some  things  there  is  assign'd 
A  meane  and  toleration,  which  does-  well : 
There  may  a  lawyer  be,  may  not  excell ; 
Or  pleader  at  the  barre,  that  may  come  short 
Of  eloquent  Messalla's  power  in  court. 
Or  koowes  not  what  Cassellius  Aulus  can ;  i 

Yet,  there's  a  value  given  to  this  man.  , 

But  neither  men,  nor  gods,  nor  pillacs  meant, 
Po^fts  should  ever  be  indiffsitet. 

As  jarring  musique  doth,  at  jolly  feasts. 
Or  thick  grosse  ointment,  but  offnd  the  guests : 
As  poppie,  and  Sardane  hooey  ;  'cause  without 
These,  the  firee  meale  might  have  been  well  drawn 
So  any  poem,  Cuicied,  or  forth-brought  [outt 

To  Vettring  oCthe  nuod  of  man,  m  oughts 
If  ne're  so  little  tt  depart  the  first. 
And  highest ;  sinketh  to  the  lowest^  and  worst. 

He,  that  not  knowes  the  games,  nor  how  to  use 
His  armes  in  Mars  his  field,  he  doth  reftise; 
Or,  who's  unskiKbli  at  the  coit,  or  ball. 
Or  tmndliag  wkeele,  he  can  sit  Still  from  all ; 
lest  the  throng'd  faeapes  should  on  a  laughter  take: 
Yet  who's  most  ignoiant,  dares  verses  make. 


Whjrnot?  I'm  gentle,  and  fkee-borae,  doe  hme 
Vice,  and  am  knowne  to  have  a  knighfis  otsle. 
Thou,  such  thy  judgement  is,  thy  knoirledgt  too, 
Wilt  nothing  against  natore  spesdce^  or  doe: 
But,  if  hereafter  thou  shalt  write,  not  feaie 
To  send  it  to  be  judg*d  by  Metios'  eare. 
And  to  your  fathers,  and  to  mine ;  though  *t  be 
Nine  yeares  kept  In,  your  papers  by,  yo*  are  free 
To  change  and  mend,  what  you  not  firath  doeiet 
The  writ  onee  out,  never  returned  yet. 

Tis  now  inquir'd,  which  makes  the  ndbhr  vose^ 
Nature,  or  ait.    My  judgement  will  not  pisfcr 
Into  the  profits,  what  a  meere  mde  brainc 
Can;  or  all  toile,  without  a  weahhieveine: 
So  doth  the  one,  the  other's  heipe  require, 
And  friendly  should  nnto  one  end  campht. 

He,  that's  ambitious  in  the  race  to  too^ 
The  wished  goale,  both  did  and  soffer'd  aoch 
While  he  was  young;  he  sweat;  and  freex'd  sgtis 
And  both  from  wine  and  women  did  abstaine. 
Who,  smce  to  sing  the  Pythian  rites  is  heard, 
Did  leame  them  first,  and  once  a  roaster  fesr'd. 
But  now,  it  is  enough  to  say  $  I  make 
An  admirable  verse.    The  g^reat  scurfo  take 
Him  that  is  last,  I  scome  to  come  behind, 
Or,  of  the  things  that  ne're  came  in  my  mind, 
To  say  I'm  ignorant.    Just  as  a  crier 
That  to  the  sale  of  wares  calls  everif  buyer; 
So  doth  the  poiH,  who  is  rich  in  land. 
Or  great  in  money  out  at  use,  uomroaod 
His  flatterers  to  their  gaine.    But  say,  he  ess 
Make  a  great  supper;  or  for  some  poore  bus 
Will  be  a  suretie ;  or  can  heIpe  him  out 
Of  an  entangling  suit;  and  bring  t  about: 
I  wonder  how  this  happie  man  should  know. 
Whether  his  soothing  ftieod  speake  truth,  or  so. 
But  you,  my  Piso,  carefully  beware, 
(Whether  yo'  are  given  to,  or  giver  are) 
You  doe  not  bring,  to  ludge  your  verses,  oa^ 
With  joy  of  what  is  given  him,  over^gooe : 
For  he'll  cry.  Good,  brave,  better,  e««ll««t! 
Looke  pale,  distill  a  showre  (was  never  Dcsnt) 
Out  at  his  friendly  eyes,  leape,  beat  the  grons  • 
As  those  that  hii'd  to  weepe  at  funerslls,  noaac. 
Cry,  and  doe  more  then  the  true  moofnerB:  lo 
The  scdfer,  the  true  praiser  doth  oot-goe. 

Rich  men  are  said  with  many  cups  to  pli^ 
And  rack  with  wine,  the  man  whom  they  ww^ 
If  of  their  friendship  he  be  worthy,  or  no: 
When  you  write  verses,  with  your  judge  do  »: 
Looke  through  him,  and  be  sure  you  take  aotsw"* 
For  praises,  where  the  mind  oonceales  a  <bi& 

If  to  Quintilius,  you  recited  ought :      i^^J 
He'd  say,  Mend  this,  good  friend,  and  thii}  ^^ 
Ifyoit  denied,  you  had  no  better  ftmioe, 
And  twice,  or  thrice  had  'ssayd  it,  still  in  rsis^ : 
He'd  bid,  blot  all :  and  to  the  anrile  bring 
Those  ill-tum'd  verses,  to  new  hamaeriog- 
Then,  if  your  foult  you  rather  had  defend  [^ 
Then  change:  no  word,  or  wocke,  more  *<^ J 
In  vaine,  but  you,  and  yours,  you  shoeW  to»«  *'' 
Alone,  without  a  rivall,  by  his  will. 

A  wise,  and  honest  man  will  cry  oat  ibsiDC 
On  artlesse  verse;  the  hard  ones  be  viH  b'*^' 
Blot  out  the  carelesse,  with  his  ^"*^  P*"'r--*| 
Cut  off  superfluous  ornaments;  andvbcB    V'j^ 
They  're  darke,  bid  clearethis:  allthst'i*w»"' 
Reprove;  and,  what  is  to  be  changed,  vo»' 
Become  an  Aristarchus.    And,  notftsyf      ^ 
Why  should  I  grieve  my  ftieod,  this  txiM  ^^ 
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hese  trifle*  into  serious  mischiefes  lead 
be  man  once  mock'd,  and  sofler'd  wrong  to  tread. 
Wlse»  sober  ibike,  a  frantick  poet  feare, 
nd  almn  to  touch  him,  as  a  man  that  ver6 
ifected  with  the  leprosies  or  had 
he  yellov  janndjes,  or  were-fonons  mad 
CfMditkg  to  the  Moone.    But,  then  the  boyes 
bey  Texe,  and  follow  him  with  siouts,  and  noise, 
"be  while  he  belcheth  lofUe  tctms  out, 
lod  stallieth,  like  a  fowler,  round  about, 
tosie  to  catcb  a  black-bird ;  if  he  foil 
nto  a  pit,  or  hole ;  although  he  call, 
kod  cry  aloud,  Heipe,  gentle  oountrey-men, 
rhere>  oooe  will  take  Uie  care,  to  helpe  him  then; 
'or  if  one  should,  and  with  a  rope  make  haste 
To  let  it  downe,  who  knowes,  if  he  did  cast 
Himselle  there  purposely,  or  no ;  and  would 
^ot  thence  be  sar'd,  although  indeed  he  could  ? 
rie  tell  yoo  botthe  death,  and  the  diseaaa 
or  the  Sicilian  poet  Empedodes, 


He,  while  he  labour'd  to  be  thought  a  god 

Itnmortall,  tooke  a  melancholique,  odde 

Gonceipt,  and  into  burning  Aetna  leap'd.    ! 

Let  poets  perish,  that  will  not  be  kept. 

He  that  preserves  a  man,  against  his  will, 

Doth  the  same  thing  with  him,  that  would  him  kill. 

Nor  did  he  doe  this  once;  for  if  you  can 

Recall  him  yet,  he*ld  be  no  more  a  man : 

Or  love  of  this  so  fomoiis  death  lay  by.  ( 

His  cause  of  making  verses  none  knowes  why; 
Whether  he  piss*d  upon  his  fotber's  grave ; 
Or  the  sad  thunder-stroken  thing  hebave 
Defiled,  touched;  but  certaine  he  was  mad  $ 
And,  as  a  beare,  if  he  the  strength  but  had 
To  force  the  grates,  that  hold  him  in,  would  fright 
All ;  so  this  grievous  writer  puts  to  flight 
LeamM  and  unleamM ;  holding,whom  once  betakes; 
And,  there  an  end  of  him  reciting  makes: 
Not  letting  goe  his  hold,  where  he  drawes  food. 
Till  he  dr^  off,,  a  hone-leecb,  foil  of  bkwd. 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  RICHARD  CORBET,  D.  D. 

BISHOP  OF  OXFORD  AND  NORWICH. 
BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


lilCHARD,  the  bod  of  Vinoent  Corbet,  was  born  at  Ewellin  Suney,  m  the  yms  }5S2. 
Hb  fiitber,  who  attuned  the  age  of  eighty,  appears  to  have  been  a  man  of  excellent 
character,  and  Is  celebrated  in  one  of  his  son's  poems  with  filial  ardour.  For  some  reason, 
his  biographers  inform  us,  he  assumed  the  name  of  Pointer,  or  peibaps  reUnquished  that 
for  Corbet,  which  seems  more  probable.  His  usual  residencewas  at  Whitton  in  the  county 
of  Middlesex,  where  he  was  noted  for.  his  skill  in  horticulture,  and  amassed  consiilerabk 
property  in  houses  and  land,  which  he  bequeathed  to  hb  son  at  his  death  in  l6l^.. 

Our  poet  was  educated  at  Westmmster-school,  and  in  lent-tejm  1597-8  entered  m 
Broadgate-Hall/ (afterwards  Pembroke  College)  and  the  year  following  was  admitted  a 
student  of  Christ-Church,  Oxford,  where  he  soon  became  noted  among  men  of  wit  and 
vivacity.  In  l605,  he  took  hb  master's  degree,  and  entered  into  holy  orders.  In  l6l2^ 
he  pronounced  a  Amend  oration,  in  Saint  Mary's  church  Oxford,  on  the  death  of  Hcniy, 
prince  of  Wales,  and  the  following  year^  another  on  the  interment  of  that  eminent  bene- 
factor to  learnmg,  sir  lliomas  Bodley.  In  ]6l8  he  took  a  journey  to  France,  firom  whidi 
he  wrote  the  epistle  to  sir  Thomas  Aylesbury.  Hb  Jouniey  to  France,  one  of  hb  most 
humorous  poems,  b  remarkable  for  giving  some  iraU$  of  the  French  character  that  are 
viriMe  in  the  present  day. 

•  Kmg  James,  who  showed  no  weakness  m  the  choice  of  hb  literary  fiivourites,  made  him 
one  of  hb  chaplains  in  ordinary,  and  in  l627  advanced  him  to  the  dignity  of  dean  of 
Christ  Church*.  At  thb  time  he  was  doctor  of  divinity,  vicar  of  Cassmgton  near  Wood- 
stock in  Oxfordshire,  and  prebendaiy  of  Bedminster  Secunda  in  the  church  of  Sarum. 

In  1617,  Barton  HoUiday's  play  of  Technogamia  was  performed  before  the  king  at 
Woodstock,  and  bemg  received  with  indifferent  success,  various  verses  were  written  in 
excuse  of  hb  miyesty's  entertamment.  Among  others  were  some  from  Corbet  who,  as 
Anthony  Wood  informs  us,  *'  had  that  day  preached  before  the  king,  with  hU  hand 
Uarehed  eleam,  for  which  he  was  reproved  by  the  graver  sort,  but  those  who  knew  him 
well  took  no  notice  of  it,  for  they  have  several  times  said,  that  he  loved  to  the  hit  boy$ 
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play  very  well/*    Thb  is  not  the  only  occasion  which  the  Oxford  biognpher  tikesto 
advert  to  a  levity  io  Corbet's  character  which  was  thought  uobeoooimg  his  profession. 

On  the  SOtii  of  July  1629,  he  was  promoted  to  the  see  of  Oxford,  and  on  the  7(fa 
of  April  1632  was  translated  to  that  of  Norwich.  He  married,  probably  before  tin 
time,  Alice  the  daughter  of  Dr.  Leonard  Hutton,  vicar  of  Flower,  or  Flore  in  Nordnmp- 
tonshire»  who  had  been  bb  contemporary  at  the  university,  and  with  whom  be  appcm 
to  have  renewed  his  acquaintance  during  his  Iter  Boreale. .  By  this  wife  be  had  a  soo, 
named  after  his  grandfather  Vincent,  to  whom  he  addresses  some  lines  of  pareitid  ddvioe 
and  good  wishes.  Of  the  rest  of  his  life,  little  can  be  now  recovered.  We  have  aheady 
seen  that  he  invited  Ben  Jonson  to  Oxford  and  procured  him  a  master^s  degree.  He 
died  July  28,  l6d5,  and  was  byried  at  the  upper  end  of  the  eboir  of  the  cathedral  choitfa 
of  Norwich,  with  the  following  inscription  on  a  brass-plate. 

Ricardus  CortMt,  Tbeologiai  Doctor, 
Eoclteis  Catbedrmlb  Cbrifti  Oxooienms 
Primum  AlaniDiifl,  deinde  Decaous,  exinde 
Epitcopus,  illinc  hue  traoslatof ,  et 
Hinc  in  caltmr  J«L  9%,  1605* 

Besides  his  son  Vincent,  he  liad  a  daughter,  named  Alice.  Tb^  were  both  livrng  in 
1(42,  when  their  grandmother  Anne  Hutton  made  her  will,  and  the  son  adminbtered 
to  it  in  1^48,  but  no  memorial  can  be  found  of  their  futore  history.  It  vroidd  afipetr 
that  hb  wife  died  before  him,  as  in  las  will  he  committed  bb  liiidwn  to  the  cMe  of 
tbdrgrandoMrther. 

Mb  most  accurate  biographer,  Mr.  Gilchrbt,  to  whom  tbb  sketch  b  greatly  indebtoi 
has  eoUceted  nMUiy  particulars  Ulustretive  of  hb  'character*  which  aie,  upon  the  wMe, 
imMuaUe.  Living  in  tnrbulent  times,  when  the  church  was  assadetl  fmn  ecveiy  tfmtkt, 
be  condoeted  himself  with  great  moderatioii  towards  the  recdsaoli,  or  p«iridmi;  wd 
aitliovgb  he  could  not  disobey,  yet  contrived  to  soften  by  a  gractoas  pleasantly  ofmB- 
■er,  the  harsher  orders  received  from  the  metropolitan  Laud,  in  hb  ^nhidplw  he  iS' 
dined  to  the  Arminianbmof  Land,  in  opposition  U^  theCaMmsnof  Liad'tpred«seiHr 
aiehbbhop  Abbot,  and  it  b  evident  fW>m  fab  poems,  entertained  a  bear^  oonteoqit  for 
the  puritans,  who,  however,  could  not  reproach  him  for  persecution^  Aa  be  paMimc* 
no  tbeologica)  works  we  arc  unable  to  judge  of  hb  talenti  hi  his  proper  ptofbMi,  kot 
Ws  nranifieenoe  in  matters  which  regarded  the  chnreh  ban  been  jiistfy  extolled.  Wk« 
St  Fanl's  cathedral  stood  m  need  of  repairs,  he  not  only  contributed  four  hamlrrf 
|ion»ds  from  bb  own  purse,  but  dbpersed  an  episfle  t»  the  defgy  of  hb  diooese  soim^ 
ing  then-  assistance.  Thb  epistle,  which  Mr.  Gilchrist  has  puMidiedi  b  highly  chMc^ 
terbtie  of  hb  propensity  to  humour,  as  wett  as  of  the  quaint  and  quibbling  alyle  d  his 
age.  The  fbllowhig  short  specimen  comes  nearer  to  otfr  own  thnet^^  and  wiK  beesniy 
onderrtood  by  the  dealers  m  ffashionable  ehapeb. 

'^  I  am  yerOy  persuaded,  were  it  not  for  the  pulpit  and  the  pews  (I  do  not  aow  meia 
tfie  altar  and  the  fbnt  for  tte  two  sacramentB,  but  fbr  tfae  pudpit  and  the  stoobasyoo 
call  them)  many  church^  had  been  down  that  stand.  Stately  pewa  are  no#  beoo«(^ 
UdMrnacles,  with  rings  and  cnrtaid»  to  them .  There  wants  noting  hot  beds  to  hear  tb» 
word  of  Ood  on;  we  have  casements,  locks  and  k^s^  and  cushkms:  I  bad  ataoslsitfi' 
bolsters  and  piDows:  and  for  those  we  love  the  chardt,  I  wUl  not  gness  what  b  dsae 
wifi^n  them,  who  sits,  stands^  or  lies  arieep,  at  prayen,  eomaMiniod,.  6^  but  thb  I  dii* 
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mtffihtjnm  either  to  IMe  some  viee,  or  to  prodnm  one :  to  liide  disorder,  or  procWm 
pride/* 

Womi  fau  iiMBiHited  that  be  mm  omvorthy  to  be  onde  •  bisbop,  and  h  mint  be 
o«Md  ^.ofteo  betmyed  a  eueknaeas  aad  imMeieiiee  to  tbe  d^nity  of  bispabHc  dm* 
raolei.  Of  this  we  have  ahuadaot  proof,  if  credit  be  doe  to  Aubrey's  MSS.  in  the  Adn 
■Minn  MaseBin,  &om  wUdi  If r»  Headley  Biade  llie  foBowing  extract. 

**  After  he  was  doctor  of  dirinity,  he  sang  ballads  at  the  Crosse  at  Abingdon ;  on  a 
Mvketnday  he  and  soine  of  his  eonrades  were  at  the  tafenie  by  the  Crosne,  (which,  by 
tbe  wagr,  was  then  the  finest  of  England :  I  remeaber  it  when  I  was  a  firediniatt :  it  was 
ctvioos  Golhioque  arehitectitre,  and  fine  figures  in  tiie  nitches ;  'twas  one 

ibofltbykiag "forhis  queen.)    The  baflad-^nger  complayned  he  had  no 

conld  not  put  off  his  ballads.  The  joOy  doctor  puts  off  his  gowne,  and 
pals  OD  tibe  battad^d^ger's  leathern  jacket,  and  being  a  handsome  man,  and  a  rare  fuU 
voiee,  he  pmentiy  vended  a  great  many,  waA  had  a  great  au^Bence. 

^  AAer  the  death  of  Dr.  Goodwin,  be  was  made  deane  of  Christ-Church.  He  had  a 
good  interest  with  great  men,  as  you  may  finde  in  his  poems ;  and  that  with  the  then 
great  fkronr^  the  duke  of  Bucks,  his  excellent  wit  ever  't  was  of  recommendation  to 
him.  I  have  forgot  the  story ;  but  at  thesame  time  Dr.  Fell  thought  to  have  carried  it» 
Dr.  Corbet  put  a  pretty  trick  on  him  to  let  him  take  a  journey  to  London  for  it,  when 
he  had  alreadie  the  graunt  of  it 

^  His  conversaticm  was  extreme  i^easant  Dr.  Stubbins  was  one  of  hb  cronies ;  he 
was  a  jdly  fiit  doctor,  and  a  very  good  house-keeper.  As  Dr.  Corbet  and  he  were  rid- 
ing in  Lob  Lane  in  wet  weather,  C^  b  an  extraordinary  deepe  duty  lane,)  the  coach  fell, 
and  Corbet  said,  that  Dr.  S.  was  up  to  the  elbows  m  mud,  and  he  was  up  to  the  elbows 
m  Stnbbms. 

**  A.D.  l628,  he  was  made  bishop  of  Ox&rd;  and  I  have  heard  that  he  had  an  ad- 
Burable  grave  and  venerable  aq>ect. 

"  One  time  as  be  was  confirming,  the  country  people  pressmg  in  to  see  the  cere- 
monie,  said  he,  '  Beare  off  there !  or  TU  confirm  ye  with  my  stafle.' — ^Another  time, 
being  to  lay  his  hand  on  the  head  of  a  man  very  bald,  he  turns  to  his  chaplajne,  and 
sakl,  '  Some  dust,  Lushington,'  to  keepe  his  hand  fix>m  slippmg.  There  was  a  man  with 
a  veBerable  beard :  sakl  the  bishop,  '  You,  behmd  the  bawd !' 

^  His  chaplaine,  Dr.  Lushington,  was  a  very  learned  and  ingenious  man,  and  they 
loved  one  another.  The  bishop  would  sometimes  take  the  key  of  the  wine-cellar,  and 
he  and  his  chaplaine  would  go  and  lock  themsdves  in  and  be  merry :  then  first  he  kyea 
down  fab  qpiacopal  hood,  *  There  hiyes  the  doctor;'  then  he  putts  off  hb  gowne,  *  There 
l^fes  the  bishop;"  then  t'  was,  '  Here's  to  thee,  Corbet ;'— '  Here's  to  thee,  Lushing- 
ton."' 

The  following  eariy  qiedmen  of  hb  humour  was  copied  by  Mr.  GUchrist  from  ft. 
collection  of  '<  Mery  Passages  and  Jeastes,"  Had.  MS.  No.  6395 :  *'  Ben  Jonson  was 
at  a  tavern,  and  m  comes  bishop  Corbet  (but  not  so  then)  mto  the  next  room.  Ben 
Jonson  caUs  for  a  quart  of  raw  wine,  and  gives  it  to  the  tapster.  '  l^rrah !'  says  he» 
•  carry  tins  to  the  gentleman  m  the  next  chamber,  and  tell  him  I  sacrifice  my  service  to 
him.'  The  feQow  did,  and  m  those  terms.  '  Friend !'  says  bishop  Corbet, '  I  thank 
him  for  hb  love ;  but  pr'ythee  tell  him  firom  me  that  he  b  mistaken,  for  sacrifices  are 
alwqfs  bumt*'" 

Fuller  says  of  bun  that  he  was  <*  of  a  courteous  courage,  and  no  destracttve  ~ 
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tore  to  any  who  ofieoded  him,  countuig  himself  pkntiliiUy  refMured  with  a  jeitupatt 

him/' 

Hb  poems  after  passing  through  three  editions^  were  ktdy  very  caiefidlj  icnwd  ad 
published  by  Mr.  Gilchrist,  with  the  addition  of  an  exoeUent  hfe,  notes  and  fllnstratioaB. 
The  liberality  of  Messrs  Longman,  the  proprietors  €xi  this  editiony  has  enaUed  me  to 
avail  myself  of  Mr.  Gilchrist's  text,  and  a  put  of  his  notes,  which  mre  disdogiuished  by 
hisinitiaL 

As  a  poet,  it  will  not  be  found  that  Corbet  stands  emmentiy  distingvislied.  I& 
thoughts,  however,  are  often  strikmg  and  original,  although  delivered  n  the  mooatb 
language  of  his  times,  and  seldom  indebted  to  correctness  of  versification.  His  ^toks  are 
in  general  those  of  the  age  in  which  he  wrote,  and  if  he  fills  no  conspieaoos  place  in 
poetical  history,  it  ought  not  to  be  forgot  that  he  wrote  fi>r  the  amusement  of  the  no-  I 
ment,  and  made  no  pretensions  to  the  veneration  of  posterity.  Hb  pdudpal  objects  were  ' 
gaiety  and  merriment  at  the  expense  of  the  more  glaring  follies  of  hb  day ;  of  lib  serMNB 
efforts,  it  may  be  justly  said  that  hb  feeling  was  without  affiecttttion  and  hk  panegyric 
without  servility. 
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(FROM  EDITION  l648.) 


READER^ 

I  HRBRR  offer  to  fiew  acoUection  of  certune  pieces  of  poetry,  which  have  flowne  flrom  baod  to  hand, 
these  many  yeares,  io  private  papen,  bnt  were  never  fixed  for  the  pabliqne  eie  of  the  woride  to  looke 
upon,  tin  now  ^  If  that  witt  which  nmnes  in  every  veyne  of  them  leeoie  somewhat  out  of  foshion, 
becanse  tis  neitiber  amorons  nor  obscene,  thoa  most  remember  that  the  author,  althoogh  scarse  a 
divine  when  many  of  them  were  vrritten,  had  not  only  so  uMscnline  but  even  so  modest  a  witt  also, 
that  he  wonki  lett  nothing  fldi  from  his  pen  bat  what  he  himselfe  might  owne,  and  never  blush,  when 
he  iras  a  bishop ;  Kttle  imaginmg  the  age  woold  ever  come,  when  his  calling  should  prove  more  out  of 
Ihshion  than  his  witt  conld.  As  concerning  any  thing  else  to  be  added  in  commendatioo  of  the 
author,  I  shall  never  thinke  of  it ;  for  as  for  those  men  who  did  knowe  liim,  or  ever  heard  of  bim,  they 
need  none  of  my  good  opinion :  and  as  for  those  who  knew  him  not,  and  never  so  much  as  beard  of 
htm,  I  am  rare  he  needs  none  of  theirs.    FarewelL 


*  From  hence  it  shouhl  sotm  that  the  edition  1647  was  not  published  at  the  time  this  preface 
was  written.    G, 
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TO 

THE  DEANE, 

(PKOM  FLOWER  IM  NOmUMProNSBUI,  1625,) 

NOW  tH£  WOETHY  BISHOP  OF  NOKWI^H. 

» 

BY  ROBERT  GOMBRS ALL  ^ 

STILL  to  be  silent,  or  to  write  in  prose, 
•  Were  wXkt  skub,  such  as  I  leftve  to  those 
Who  either  want  the  grace  of  wit,  or  have 
Untoward  ai^gumeots :  like  him  that  gave 
life  to  the  Bea,  or  who  without  a  guest 
Would  piove  that  famiae  was  the  oaly  feast; 
Sdf  tyrants,  who  their  braines  dqiibly. torment, 
Beth  for  their  matter  and  their  omamoit. 
If  these  da  stutter  sometimes,  and  confesse 
That  they  are  tired,  we  ccnld  expect  do  ksse. 

But  when  my  matter  is  prepared  and  6t, 
Wheo  Qolbing*s  wanting  but  an  equal  wit, 
I  need  no  Muse's  help-  to  ayde  me  on. 
Since  that  my  subject  is  my  Helicon. 

And  snch  are  you :  O  gire  me  leare,  dear  sir, 
(He  that  is  thankful  is  no  flatterer) 
To  speak  full  troth :  wherever  I  find  worth, 
I  shew  I  hare  it  if  I  set  it  ibrth: 
You  read  yourself  in  ^ese ;  here  yon  may  see 
A  ruder  draft  of  Corbet's  infancy. 

For  I  professe,  if  erer  I  had  thought 
Needed  not  blush  if  publish^,  were  there  ought 
Which  was  calPd  mine  durst  beare  a  critic's  view, 
I  was  the  instnuiient,.but  the  author  you. 
1  need  not  tell  you  of  our  healthy  which  here 
Must  be  presumed,  nor  yet  shall  our  good  cheare 
Swell  up  my  paper,  as  it  has  done  me. 
Or  aa  tibe  mayor's  feast  does  Stowe*s  history : 
Withoat  an  early  bell  to  make  us  rise. 
Health  eaflt  ns  up  ^nd  novelty ;  our  eyes 
Have  divers  objects  still  on  the  same  ground. 
As  if  the  Earth  had  each  night  walk*d  her  round 
To  bring  her  best  things  hither:  'tis  a  place 
Not  more  the  pride  of  shires  then  the  disgrace,  « 
Which  I  'de  not  leave,  had  I  my  dean  to  boot, 
Fgr  the  large  offers  of  the  cloven-ibot 


*  Robert  Oomersall  was  entered  of  Christ-Church, 
Oxford,  in  1614,  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  where,  in 
1691,  he  proceeded  M.  A.  In  1625  he  took  refuge 
iiom  the  plague  at  Flore  in  Northamptonshire,  of 
whieh  the  editor  of  the  Biographia  Dramatica  erro- 
ni^nsly.  supposed  he  was  rector.  He  was  ajfter- 
w«nls  vicar  of  Tbomcombe  in  Devonshire,  and  died 
to  }6^     C. 


Unto  our  Savioar,  but  yoa  sot  being  here 
'T  is  to  me,  though  a  rare  one,  bat  a  shire; 
A  place  of  good  earth,  if  compared  with  wom^ 
Which  hath  a  lesser  part  in  Adam  s  curse : 
Or^  for  to  draw  a  simile  firom  the  Highh^ 
T  is  like  unto  salvation  withovt  Christ, 
A  fairly  situate  prison :  when  again 
Shall  I  enjoy  that  friendship,  and  that  braine  } 
When  shall  I  once  more  hear,  in  a  few  words, 
What  all  the  learning  of  past  times  afibrds  ? 
Austin  epitomis'd,  and  him  that  can 
To  make  him  clear  coatract  Tevtulliaii. 

But  I  detain  you  from  them :  sir,  adieu  ! 
You  read  their  works,  bat  let  me  study  you. 


ON  DR.  CORBETS  MARRIAGE. 

(pitoM  wrr  RBSTOitED,  8vo.  1658.) 

Comb  all  yee  Muses  and  rejoice 
At  your  ApoUoe's  happy  choice ; 
Phcebns  has  conquer'd  Cupid's  cbarme; 
Fair  Daphne  flys  into  his  arm. 
If  Daphne  be  a  tree,  then  mark, 
Apollo  is  become  the  barke. 
If  Daphne  he  a  branch  of  bay. 
He  weares  ber  for  a  ciowne  to  day : 
O  happy  bridegroom !  which  dost  wed 
Thyself  unto  a  vii^in's  bed. 
Let  thy  love  bume  with  hot  desire. 
She  lacks  no  oil  to  feed  the  fire. 
You  know  not  poere  Pigraalion's  lot, 
Nor  have  you  a  mere  idol  got 
You  no  IxKMi,  you  no  proud 
Juno  makes  embrace  a  cloud. 
Lix>ke  how  pure  Diana's  skin 
Appeares  as  it  is  shadow 'd  in 
A  chrystal  streame ;  or  look  what  grace 
Shines  in  fsir  Venus'  lovely  face. 
Whilst  she  Adonis  courts  and  woo9 ; 
Such  beauties,  yea  and.  more  than  those, 
Sparkle  in  her ;  see  but  her  soul. 
And  you  will  judge  those  beauties  foul. 
Her  rarest  beauty  is  within. 
She  *s  fairest  where  she.  is  not  se«m ; 
Now  her  perfection's  character 
You  have  approv'd,  and  chosen  her. 
O  jprecious  1  she  at  this  weddim; 
The  jewel  weares-^-the  marriage  ring. 
Her  understanding 's  deep :  like  the 
Venetian  duke,  you  wed  the  sea ; 
A  sea  deep,  bottomless,  profound, 
And  which  none  but  yoticself  may  sound. 
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Blind  Cupid  fthot  not  thb  lore-dart ; 
Your  reason  chose,  and  not  yoar  heart ; 
You  knew  her  little,  and  when  her 
Apron  was  but  a  muckender. 
When  that  same  coral  which  doth  deck 
Her  lips  she  wore  about  her  neck : 
You  courted  her,  you  woo'd  her,  not 
Out  of  a  window,  she  was  got 
And  bom  your  wifs ;  it  may  be  said 
Her  cradle  was  her  marriage-bed. 
The  ting,  too,  was  layd  up  (or  it 
Uotill  her  finger  was  growne  fit: 
You  once  gave  her  to  play  withal 
A  babie,  4nd  I  hope  you  shall 
This  day  your  ancient  gift  renew. 
So  she  will  do  the  same  ibr  you : 
In  Tirgin  wax  imprint,  upon 
Her  breast,  your  own  impression; 
You  may  (there  is  no  treason  in  't) 
Goine  sterling,  now  you  have  a  mint. 
You  ar^  now  stronger  than  before. 
Your  side  hath  in  it  one  ribb  more. 

Before  she  was  akin  to  me 
Only  in  soul  and  amity ; 
But  now  we  are,  since  she's  your  bride. 
In  soul  and  body  both  aQyde : 
'T  is  this  has  made  me  less  to  do^ 
And  I  in  one  can  honoar  twa 
This  matob  a  riddle  may  be  styled, 
Two  mothers  now  have  but  one  child ; 
Yet'  need  we  not  a  Solomon, 
Each  mother  here  enjoyes  her  own. 

Many  there  are  I  know  have  tried 
To  make  her  their  own  lovely  bride; 
But  it  is  Alexander's  lot 
To  cut  in  twaine  the  Gordian  knot : 
.  Claudia,  to  prove  that  she  was  chast, 
Tyed  but  a  girdle  to  her  wast. 
And  drew  a  ship  to  Rome  by  land : 
Bqt  now  the  world  may  understand 
Here  is  a  Claudia  too ;  fair  bride. 
Thy  spotlesse  innocence  is  tried ; 
None  but  thy  girdle  could  have  led 
Our  Corbet  to  a  marriage  bed. 

Come,  all  ye  Muses,  and  rejoice 
At  this  your  nursling's  happy  choice : 
Come,  Flora,  strew  the  bridemaid's  bed, 
And  with  a  garland  crowne  her  head ; 
Or  if  thy  flowers  be  to  seek. 
Game  gather  roses  at  her  cheek. 

Come,  Hymen,  light  thy  torches,  let 
Thy  bed  with  tapers  be  b^t. 
And  if  there  be  no  fire  by. 
Come  light  thy  taper  at  her  eye; 
In  that  bright  eye  there  dwells  a  starre. 
And  wise  men  by  it  guided  are. 

In  those  delicious  eyes  there  be 
Two  little  balk  of  ivory : 
How  happy  is  he  then  that  may 
With  these  two  dainty  balls  goe  play. 
Let  not  a  teare  drop  from  that  eye, 
Unlesse  for  very  joy  to  cry. 
O  let  your  joy  continue !  may 
A  whole  age  be  your  wedding-day ! 

O  happy  virgin  !  is  it  true 
That  your  deare  spouse  embraceth  you  ? 
Then  you  from  Heaven  are  not  farre, 
But  sure  in  Abraham's  bosom  are. 

Come,  all  ye  Muses,  and  rejoyce 
At  your  Apollo^s  happy  choice. 


VERSES  IN  HONOUR  OF  BISHOP  CORBET, 

POUND  m  A  ILAKK  LEAP  OF  BIS  POBMS  m  MS. 

Ip  flowing  wit,  if  verses  writ  with  eaie. 
If  learning  void  of  pedantry  can  please ; 
If  much  jfood-humour  joined  to  solid  sense. 
And  mirth  accompanied  with  innocence, 
Cao  give  a  poet  a  just  right  to  fame. 
Then  Corbet  may  immortal  honours  claim; 
For  he  these  virtues  had,  and  in  his  lines 
Poetic  and  heroic  spirit  shines  ; 
Though  bright  yet  solid,  pleasant  but  not  rode. 
With  wit  and  wisdom  equally  eodned. 
Be  silent,  Muse,  thy  praises  are  too  faint, 
Tbou  want'st  a  power  this  prodigy  to  paint. 
At  once  a  poet,  prelate,  and  a  laioC. 

J.  & 


UTOV  MT  GOOD  tORD  TBI  SISBOP  OP  XOaWICIB, 

RICHARD  CORBET, 

WHO  DTID  JVLY  38,  1635,  AND  LTES  BUXIID  W  B« 
CATHSDBAL  CHUmCHB. 

^(BT  MR.  JOHN  TAYLOR  OP  NORWICH: 

PROM  THE  CABINET,  PUIUSHIO  TNXBX  »  1195.) 

Yi  rural  bardes,  who  haonte  the  badding  groves, 
Tune  yoor  wilde  reeds  to  sing  the  wood-lark«slovn 
And  let  the  softe  harpe  of  the  hawthorn  vale 
Melt  in  sweet  euloge  to  the  nightingale ; 
Yet  haplie,  Drumniond,  well  thy  Muse  might  nise 
Aires  not  earth-bom  to  suit  my  ravemU  praise. 

Raven  he  was,  yet  was  no  gloomie  fowle, 
Merrie  at  bearte,  tliough  innoceoie  of  soole; 
Where'er  he  perkt,  the  birds  that  came  aoigtic 
Constrayned  caught  the  humour  of  bis  eye : 
Under  that  shade  no  spights  and  wrongs  were  tpiti, 
Care  came  not  nigh  with  his  uncomlie  head. 

Somewhile  the  thicke  embranchmg  trees  aaioos<i 
Where  Isis  doth  his  waters  leade  alooge, 
Kiisinge  with  modeste  lippe  the  bolie  soyle, 
Reflectmg  backe  each  hallowed  grove  the  whikj 
Here  did  my  raven  trie  his  diilcive  note. 
Charming  old  Science  with  hb  mellow  throat 

Sometimes  with  scholiasU  deep  in  ancieote  kte, 
Through  learning's  long  defies  he  would  espkx^i 
Then  with  keene  wii  untie  the  perpleit  kaot 
Of  Aristotle  or  the  cunning  Soot; 
Anoo  loud  laughter  shook  the  arched  ball. 
For  mirth  stood  redy  at  his  potente  calU 

OxForde,  thou  couldst  not  biiide  his  ootspred  »»sfi 
My  raven  flew  where  bade  his  princelye  kioge; 
Norwiche  must  honours  give  he  did  not  crsre, 
Norwiche  must  lend  his  palace  and  his  S^^^.^ 
And  thatkinde  bearte  which  gave  such  veitoebtftB 
Must  here  be  shrouded  in  the  greedie  earth. 

j  Oae  hath  thy  humble  lay-clerke  led  along, 
■  When  thou  wert  by,  the  eve  or  matin  song; 
And  oflimes  rounde  thy  marble  shall  he  ftw*^* 
!  To  chaunte  sad  requiems  to  thy  soothed  sod  r" 
;  Sleep  on,  till  Gabriers  trump  shall  breakctfcy»W 

And  thou  and  I  one  heavenlie  holidsy  sbsD  *^P' 
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AN  ELEGIE 

WRITTfilf  WFOW  THB  DEATH  OF  DR.  RATIS, 

mMot  of  iOHDOi^. 

JHW I  past  Panics,  and  trarell'd  in  thit  walke 
Where  all  our  Bntaine^iimera  sweare  and 

^JjJ^^wjT-rufflans,  bankerapts,  soothsayers, 
And  yooUi  whose  cousenage  is  as  ould as  theirs; 
And  then  beheld  the  body  of  my  lord 
Tfodd  noder  Ibote  by  vice  that  hfc  fchWr^d  j 
U  voQoded  me  the  Idodlorcl  o^ill  times 
Swjild  tet  hm^  lives  ad^  leases  to  their  crimes, 
And  t6  his  springiDg  honoor  did  aSbrd 
Jaiwe  soe  much  time  as  to  the  prophet's  gooid. 
m  since  swi^  dtgbts  of  vertue  have  apt  ends, 
iAe  breAtii  of  anget^^  wIlicK  a  blessing  sends, 
And  vanisheth  withall,  whilst  fouler  deeds 
wpect  a  tedioos  harvest  ifor  bad  seeds; 
IWime  not  ftime  and  nature  if  they  gave, 
^here  they  could  give  no  more,  their  last,  a  grave. 
And  wKcly  doe  thy  grieved  friends  forbeaie 
Babbles  and  Alabaster  boyes  to  reare 
55^y  religious  dust:  for  men  did  know 
Thy  life,  which  such  illbsions  cannot  show : 
w  tbon  hast  trod  among  those  happy  pnes 
JJbo  trust  not  in  their  superscripb'oi^ 
^  hired  epitaphs,  and  peijured  sldn^ 
*»hich  oft  belyes  the  soule  when  she  is  gon ; 
And  durst  commiU  thy  bodjr,  as  it  lyes. 
To*  tongues  of  living  men,  nay  unbome  eyes, 
{jwtprofiu  thee  a  sheet  of  lead?  What  good 
w  on  thy  coarse  a  niarble  quarry  stood  > 
l^^those  that  feare  their  rising  purchase  vaults, 
^/ewe  them  sUtiiies  to  <sxcu8e  their  faulu ; 
^  like  birds  that  peck  at  painted  gmpes, 
|JpfJ«dge  knew  not  their  persons  from  their  shapes. 
JJ^jttthou  assured,  through  thy  easy  dust 
°i^Utiseat  arst ;  they  would  not  though  th«y  must. 

*  Stmt  Fanrs  cathedral  was  in  Corbet's  time  the 
™rt  of  the  idle  and  profligate  of  afl  classes. 
▼OL.  V. 


Nor  needs  the  chancellor  boast,  whbse  pyraitiis 
Abovethe  host  and  altar  reared  is*; 
For  though  thy  body  fill  a  viler  roome,       Ttombe. 
Thou  Shalt  not  change  deedes  with  him  for  liis 


lMCTATtSSI|IO»  PUNCnSQUI  OMNIBUS  DUSNISSIMO, 

THOMM  CORTATO  DE  ODCOMBE, 

PBRBGRINAim, 

WMSTIIS  OBbnciS,  iQUI^TSISQuk  PAMA. 

Thi  folMwing  panegyric  on  the  hero  of  Odoombe, 
Thomas  Coryate,  a  pedantic  coxcomb,  with  just 
brains  enough  ^o  be  ridiculoos,  to  whom  the  world  is 
much  more  indebted  for  becoming  "  the  whetstone 
of  the  wits''  thin  for  any  doings  of  his  own,  and  the 
particolars  of  whose  life  nnd  peregrinations  may  be 
found  in  every  collection  of  biography,  is  printed 
in  the  Odcombian  Banquet,  1611,  4to.  sign.  1.  S. 

The  Latin  lines  have  been  omitted  hi  the  formar 
impressions  of  bishop  Corbet's  poems.    G, 


Qooo  mare  transierii,  quod  rura  urbesque  pedesCei',- 

Jamque  colat  reduces  patria  ieta  pedes : 
Quodque  idem  numero  tibi  calceus  bsret,  et  illo 

Cum  corio  redeas,  quo  Coriatus  alus : 
Fatum  omenque  tui  miramur  nomtnis,  ex  quo 

Calcibiis  et  soleis  fluxit  aluta  tuis. 
Nam  quicunque  eadeih  vestigia  teutat,  opinor 

Excoriatus  erit,  ni  Coriatus  eat. 

^  ^  This  was  not  the  first  censure  of  nr  Christopher 
Hatton's  extravagant  monument ;  as,  aooonling  to^ 
Stow,  some  poet  had  before  complained  on  the  part 
i4  Sjrdney  and  Walsingham,  that 


Philip  and  Francis  have  no  tombe. 
For  great  Christopher  ukas  all  the  roont. 
Oo  * 
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CORBETS  POEMS. 


IN  IIBRUM  SUUM. 


De  te  pollicttas  libruro  es,  sed  ia  te 
Ett  magDui  tuus  bic  liber  libellus. 


THOMAS  CORYATE. 

I  DO  not  wonder,  Coryate,  tbat  thou  bast 

Over  tbe  Alpes,  through  Prance  and  Savoy  past, 

ParchM  on  thy  skin,  and  foundered  in  thy  feete, 

Faint,  tbiratie,  lowsy,  and  didst  live  to  sec't. 

Though  these  are  Roman  sufferings,  and  do  show 

What  creatures  back  thou  hadst  could  carry  so, 

All  I  admire  is  thy  retnme,  and  how 

Thy  slender  pasterns  could  thee  beare,  when  now 

Thy  observations  with  thy  braine  ingendered. 

Have  stuft  thy  massy  and  voluminous  head 

With  mountaines,  abbies,  churches,  syottgogQ^ 

Preputial  offals,  and  Dutch  dialogues : 

A  burden  far  more  grievous  than  the  weight 

Of  wine  or  sleepe ;  more  vexing  than  the  freight 

Of  fruit  and  oysters,  which  lade  many  a  pate. 

And  send  folks  crying  home  from  Billingsgate. 

No  mure  shall  man  with  mortar  on  his  head 

Set  forwards  towards  Rome :  no !  thou  art  bred 

A  terrour  to  all  footmen,  and  all  porters. 

And  all  laymen  that  will  tume  Jews*  exhorters. 

To  flie  their  conquered  trade.  Proud  England,  then, 

Embrace  this  luggage  S  which  the  man  of  men 

Hath  landed  here,  and  change  thy  well-a-day ! 

Into  some  homespun  welcome  roundelay. 

Send  of  this  stuffe  thy  territories  thorough 

To  Ireland,  Wales,  and  Scott'sh  Eddenborough. 

There  let  this  booke  be  read  and  understood. 

Where  is  no  theame  nor  writer  halfe  so  good. 


A  CERTAIN  POEM, 

AS  IT  WAS  paBSENTBD  IM  r  ATIWI  BT  onHNES  AlCD  OTHERS 

•     BtFOaa  HIS  MAJB91Y  IN  CAMBMIDOB,    BY    WAY  OP  KN- 

.    TMIUDB,    STYLID    LIBtR    NOWS  DB    ADVBNTD    BBG1S 

AD  CANTABKIGIAM.     PAriBFDLLY  DONB  iVrO  BNGtlSH, 

WITH  SOMB  LIBEBAL  ADDmONS.    MADB  BATHER  TO  BB 

BDNdB  THAN  RBAS,  TO  THB  TONE  OP  BONNV  NELL. 

(the  NOTES  ABB  PBOM  A  MS.  COPY  IN  km.  GILCHRIST'S 
POSSESSION.) 

It  is  not  yet  a  fortnight  since 
Lutetia^  entertainM  our  prince. 
And  vented  hath  a  studied  toy 
As  bng^  as  was  tbe  seige  of  Troy: 
And  spent  herself  for  full  five  days 
In  speeches,  exercise,  and  plays. 

*  "  Coryate*s  Crudities  hastily  gobbled  up  in  five 
months  travels  in  France,  Savoy,  Italy,  Rhetia, 
Helvetia,  some  parts  of  High  Germany,  and  the 
^etheHauds.''  4to.  1611.  Re-printed  in  3  vols. 
Svo.  1776.     G. 

*  Quia  valdelutosa  est  Cantabrigia. 
.  ^  Ludus  per  spatium  6  horarum  infra. 


To  trim  tbe  town,  great  care  before 
Was  tane  by  th'  lord  Tice-chancellor ; 
Both  mom  and  even  he  cleansed  tbe  way, 
The  streets  be  gravelled  thrice  a  tlay : 
One  strike  of  Marcb-dust  for  to  see 
No  proverb*  would  give  more  than  be. 

Their  colledges  were  new  be-painted. 
Their  founders  eke  were  new  be-sainted; 
Nothing  escapM,  nor  post,  nor  door. 
Nor  gate,  nor  raile,  nor  bawd,  nor  whore: 
You  could  pot  know  (Oh  strange  mUhapl) 
Whether  you  saw  the  town  or  map. 

But  the  pare  bouse  of  Emanuel ' 
Would  not  be  like  proud  Jesabel, 
Nor  shew  her  aeif  befbre  tbe  king 
An  hypocrite,  or  painted  thing: 
But,  that  tbe  ways  might  all  prove  €sir, 
Conceiv*d  a  tediooB  mile  of  prayer. 

Upon  the  look'd-fbr  seventh*  of  March, 
Outwent  the  townsmen  all  in  starch, 
Both  band  and  beard,  into  the  fieU, 
Where  one  a  speech  could  hardly  wieU  i 
For  needs,  he  would  begin  his  stile. 
The  king  being  from  him  half  a  mile. 

They  gave  the  king  a  piece  of  plate. 
Which  they  hop'd  never  caroe  too  late; 
But  cryM,  *'  Oh  !  look  not  in,  great  kiof. 
For  there  is  in  it  just  nothing :" 
And  so  prefer'd  with  tune  and  gate, 
A  speech  as  empty  as  their  plate. 

Now,  as  the  king  came  neer  the  town. 
Each  one  ran  crying  up  and  down» 
Alaa  poor  Oxford,  thou  'rt  undone. 
For  now  the  king's  past  Trompington, 
And  rides  upon  his  brave  gray  dapple. 
Seeing  the  top  of  Kings-Colledge  chai^ 

Next  rode  his  lordship*  on  a  nag, 

Whose  coat  was  blue  ^\  whose  ruff  was  sl»& 

And  then  began  his  reverence 

To  speak  most  eloquent  non-sense : 

"  See  how"  (quoth  he)  "  most  mighty  pri««t 

For  very  joy  my  horse  doth  wince. 

"  What  cryes  the  town  ?  What  we?"  (said  he) 

"  What  cryes  the  University  ? 

What  cry  the  boys  ?  What  ev'ry  thing? 

Behold,  behold,  yon  comes  the  king  :** 

And  ev'ry  period  he  bedecks 

With  En  et  ecce  venit  rex. 

"  Oft  have  I  wam»d»*  (quoth  he)  "  oar  dirt 
That  no  silk  stockings  should  be  hurt; 
But  we  in  vain  strive  to  be  fine. 
Unless  your  graces  sun  doth  shine; 
And  with  the  beams  of  your  bright  eye. 
You  will  be  pleased  our  streets  to  dry." 

*  "  A  bushel  of  March  dust  is  worthaloni^ 
ransom." 
'  Coll.  Eman.  abundat  puritants. 
■  The  king  enterd  Cambr.  7  Mar.  1 614-5. 
»  Samuel  Harsnett,  then  bp.  of  Cbich***- 
*"  Vestis  indicat  virum. 
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lyoth  detk  her  spokesman"  by  a  glass : 
Whc^,  clad  in  gay  and  sHkeu  weeds, 
Thus  <^>es  his  mouth,  hark  how  he  speeds. 

**l  wotider  what  your  grace  doth  here. 
Who  have  expected  been  twelve  year. 
And  this  your  son,  iair  Carohis, 
Th*t  is  so  Jacobhiimns"  : 
Here's  none,  of  all,  your  grace  refuses, 
Yoo  sire  most  welcome  to  our  Moses. 

*'  Although  we  have  BO  bells  to  jangle. 
Yet  csui  we  shew  a  fiure  quadrangle, 
Which,  though  it  ne're  was  grac*d  with  king, 
Yet  sore  it  is  a  goodly  thing: 
My  warning's  short  no  more  I'le  sav, 
Soon  you  shall  see  a  gallant  iilay.'>' 

Bat  nothing  was  so  jnuch  admir'd. 
As  were  their  playes  so  well  attir'd  j 
Nothing  did  win  more  prabe  of  mine, 
Then  did  their  actors  most  divine*': 
So  did  they  drink  their  healths  divinely ; 
So  did  they  dance  and  skip  so  finely. 

Their  plays  had  sundry  grave  wise  factors, 
A  perfect  diocess  of  actors 
Upon  the  stage;  ibr  I  am  sure  that 
There  was  both  bishop,  pastor,  curat: 
Nor  was  their  labour  light,  or  small. 
The  charge  of  some  was  pastoral. 

Our  playes  were  certainly  much  worse. 
For  they  had  a  brave  hobby-horse. 
Which  did  present  anto  his  grace 
A  wondrous  witty  ambling  pace: 
But  we  were  chiefly  spoyl'd  by  that 
Which  was  six  hours  of  God  knows  w*«/". 

Hb  lordship  then  was  in  a  rage. 
His  lordship  lay  upon  the  stage. 
His  lordship  cry*d,  all  would  be  marr'd : 
Hifi  lordship  lov'd  a-lifethe  guard, 
AimI  did  invite  those  mighty  men, 
To  what  think  you  ?  even  to  a  Hen. 

He  knew  he  was  to  use  their  might 
To  help  to  keep  the  door  at  night. 
And  well  bestow'd  he  thought  his  Hen, 
That  they  might  Tolebooth » *  Oxford  men : 
He  thought  it  did  become  a  lord 
To  threaten  with  that  bug-bear  word. 

' '  Nethenoli  Cant,  orator,  qui  per  speculum  se- 
ipsum  solet  oroari. 

'*  Orator  hoc  nsus  est  vocabulo  in  oratione  ad 
fegeni. 

'*  Actores  omnes  fuere  theologi. 

'^  Ludus  diceb^tur  Ignoramus,  qui  durabat  per 
cpatium  sex  horarum. 

"  Idem  quod  Bocardo  apud  Oxon. 


Sr  Edward  Ratcliff '«  bore  the  bell. 
Who  was,  by  the  king's  own  appointment, 
To  speak  of  spells,  and  inagick  ojmtment 

The  doctors  of  the  civil  law 

Ui^'d  ne're  a  reason  worth  a  straw ; 

And  though  they  went  in  silk  and  satten. 

They, Thomson-like",  clip'd  the  kings Latinei 

But  yet  bis  grace  did  paitlon  then 

All  treasons  against  Priscian. 

Here  no  man  speak  ought  to  the  point. 
But  all  they  said  was  out  of  joint; 
Just  like  the  chappel  ominous 
r  the  colledge  called  God  with  us  ; 
Which  truly  »•  doth  sUnd  much  awry. 
Just  north  and  south,  yes  verily. 

Philosophers  did  well  their  parts, 
Which  provM  them  masters  of  their  arts; 
Their  moderator  was  no  fool. 
He  far  from  Cambridge  kept  a  school : 
The  country  did  such  store  afford. 
The  proctors  might  not  speak  a  word. 

But  to  conclude,  the  king  was  pleas*d, 
And  of  the  court  the  town  was  eas*d : 
Yet  Oxford  though  (dear  sister)  hark  yet. 
The  king  b  gone  but  to  New-market, 
And  comes  again  e*re  it  be  lopg. 
Then  you  may  make  another  song. 

The  king  being  gone  from  Trinity, 
They  make  a  scramble  for  degree; 
Masters  6f  all  sorts,  and  all  ages. 
Keepers,  subcizers,  lackeyes,  pages. 
Who  all  did  throng  to  come  aboard. 
With  «*  Pray  make  me  now,  Good  my  lord." 

They  prest  his  lordship  wondrous  hard* 
His  lordship  then  did  want  the  guard  ; 
So  did  they  throng  him  for  the  nonce, 
Until  he  blest  them  all  at  oncje. 
And  cryed,  "  Hodiissim^ : 
Omnes  Magistri  estote." 

Nor  is  this  all  which  we  do  sing. 
For  of  your  praise  the  world  must  ring : 
Reader,  unto  your  tackling  look. 
For  there  is  coming  forth  a  book 
Will  spoyl  Joseph  Bamesius 
The  sale  of  Bex  Platonicus. 


'*  Insigniss.  stultus. 

"  PaulusTompsonus,quinuperl9scmajest  reus 
ob  aurum  decnrtat. 

'*  Decorum  quia  ColL  est  purit^norum  plenum : 
scil.  EmauueL 
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ANSft^Bn  TO  THE  FOUHER  SOSG, 

tH  tAtIN  AND  ENGLIItt. 

BY LAKES. 

(moil  AM  AUtotMuni  tit  tfiu  oiLciniaT*!  romnioii.) 

A  BALUD  late  was  mtde, 

Bat  God  knows  who 'eft  the  peliMr, 
Bome  say  the  rhyming  sculler  *« 

And  others  say  't  was  Fenner* : 
^nt  they  that  know  the  style 

Doe  smell  it  by  the  collar, 
And  doe  maintalne  it  was  the  him:iie 

Of  some  yoog  Ozlbrd  scholler. 

And  first  he  raits  on  Cambridge, 

And  thinkes  hifr  to  disgraeei 
By  calling  her  Lutetia, 

And  throaini  dirt  in  her  fiice: 
Biit  teave  it,  scholler,  leave  it. 

For  all  the  worid  must  grant, 
tf  Oslbrd  be  thy  mother. 

Then  Cambridge  is  thy  aunt. 

Then  goes  he  to  the  towi(i. 

And  pats  it  a!l  in  starch. 
For  other  rhyme  he  could  not  find 

To  fit  the  seventh  of  March  i 
fiat  leave  tt,  schoUei',ltfa> A  it, 

For  t  mast  Valine  bonnet, 
And  cast  the  caps  at  Cambr  dge 

For  making  song  and  sonnet 

thence  goes  he  to  their  present, 

And  there  he  doth  purlOyne, 
•For  looking  iH  their  plate 

He  oimmes  away  their  coyoC : 
%ut  leave  it,  scholler,  leave  it. 

For  t  is  a  dangerous  thing 
To  steal  from  corporations 

The  presents  of  a  king. 

Next  that,  my  lord  vice-chai^cellof 

He  brings  before  the  prince. 
And  in  the  fiioe  bf  all  the  court 

He  makes  his  horse  to  wince. 
But  leave  it,  scholler^  leave  it. 

For  sure  that  jest  did  faile^ 
Unless  you  clapt  a  nettle 

tinder  his  hone's  taile* 

Then  aimes  he  at  oar  ofatof. 

And  at  his  speech  he  snarles. 
Because  he  (breed  a  Word,  and  called 

The  prince  "  most  Jacob-C^harles.** 
But  leave  it,  scholler,  leave  it, 

For  he  did  it  compose 
That  pots  you  down  as  much  fi»r  toiiga« 

As  you  do  him  for  nose. 

>  The  former  is  Taylor,  the  celebrated  water- 
^^oet:  the  latter,  William  Fenner,  a  puritanical  poet 
«nd  pamphleteer  of  that  period,  was  educated  at 
Pembroke-hall,  Oxfoitl.  He  was  preferred  to  the 
i^ctory  of  Bochford  in  Essex,  by  the  earl  of  War- 
Wick.    He  died  about  1640.    O, 


np^sPOKsio,  att 


r  LAKES. 

Facta  cat  cantiiena, 

Sed  aaacao  quo  autove  ; 
Ao  flnxerii  es  reiiiige» 
An  ex  Fenoeri  ore- 
Bed  qui  legerant,  cuotoudoBtt 
Emehaactenelli 


Prolem  cerebelli. 

Nam  primb  GsntaiMigiam 

CoDvitiis  execravit. 
Quod  vocitat  Lntetiam, 

£t  hito  ooospurcavit; 
Sed  paiee,  precor,  psreito^ 

Nam  istod  nihil  moior, 
Qnum  hujna  academim 

Oxonla  sit  soror. 

Tunc  oppidanos  mis^roi 

Hiorraido  oorau  petit, 
0e  quibus  dixit,  nescio  quid, 

£t  rythmum  sic  efiecit. 
Sed  parce,  precor,  pardto^ 

Bardos  Ohumiensea 
In  canticis  noo  vicimoa 

Jam  Cantabrigie 


Sua  mspicit  craiera 
■  Qup  regi  dono  datnr* 
Et  aonim  ibi  positum 

Subripere  cunatur. 
Sed  paroe^  preoor,  pnrcito^ 

Nam  scelas  istnd  loesp 
8ilraiideaaodaUtia» 

Ad  cnicem  cito  rues. 

Oein  pro-eancellarium 

Prodnxit  eqaitantem. 
In  eqonm  vaMe  agilem 

Hue  et  illuc  sattanlem: 
Sed  parce,  preoor,  pareiti% 

Nam  tibi  vix  credetur 
Ri  non  sob  ^us  Cauda 

Urtica  ponerelnr. 

tSinc  evQiliit  aeiitenttam 
In  ipsum  oratorem 

Qui  dait  Jacobissimam, 
PHBter  Latinum  morem. 

Bed  pnice,  preoor,  parcito, 
Oramr  exit  Ulis 

Qui  magis  pallet  lingoa 
'  lemMovilesi 


Archbishop  Laud  hi  bis  aniiaal  accooot  to  ttj 
kiqg  163d,  p»  3*t,  mentioDs  one  Fenner,  a  pHec^F 
ringleader  of  the  Separatists,  with  their  ocbr' 
tielea,  at  and  about  Ashfofd  in  Kent   €» 
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Th€D  iiet  be  to  our  eoandim. 

And  tbere  he  doth  profeMe 
He  nw  miDoog  our  aoton 

A  perfect  dioeew. 
Bat  leave  it,  tebollar,  leeve  it, 

T  was  no  tnch  witty  Aetaoo, 
For  Moce  yoa  leave  the  vicar  oat. 

You  qp<^tbe  juriidictioii. 

Next  that  be  baeket  the  bobby-bone, 

And  with  a  8choller*8  grace. 
Not  able  to  endare  the  trott, 

He  'd  briog him  to  the  patet 
Bat  leave  it,  loholler,  leave  it, 

For  you  will  hardly  do  it. 
Since  all  the  riden  in  your  mme 

Oould  never  bring  him  to  it 

Polonia  land  can  tell. 

Through  which  be  oft  did  trace^ 
And  bore  a  &rdell  at  bit  back. 

He  nere  went  other  pace. 
Bot  leave  him,  icholler,  leave  bin^ 

He  learned  it  of  hb  are. 
And  if  yon  put  him  from  hia  trott 

He  '1  lay  you  m  the  myre. 

Oar  bone  has  thrown  bit  rider; 

But  now  he  meanet  to  thame  u^ 
And  in  the  censuring  of  our  play 

Ompirei  with  Ignoramui. 
But  leave  it,  ichoUer,  leave  it. 

And  call  t  not  *•  God  knows  what,** 
Your  bead  was  making  ballads 

When  yoa  should  mark  the  pbt. 

Hb  fentasie  still  working. 

Finds  out  another  crotchet ; 
Then  runs  he  to  the  bishop. 

And  rides  upon  his  rotcnet. 
Bat  leave  it,  schoUer,  leave  it. 

And  take  it  not  in  snufl^ 
For  he  that  weares  no  picadell 

^ylaw  may  weare  a  rufie. 

Next  that  he  gues  to  dinner, 

And  like  an  hardy  guest. 
When  be  bad  onmmM  bis  belly  fbll 

He  railes  against  the  feast 
Bat  leave  it,  schoUer,  leave  it ; 

For,  since  3fou  eat  his  roast. 
It  aigoes  want  of  mannen 

To  taile  upon  tbe  host 


Now  fistcn.  Piasters,  listen. 

That  tax  na  for  our  riot. 
For  bete  two  loen  went  to  a  hen. 

So  slender  was  the  diet 
Then  leave  him,  seboller,  leave  him« 

Ye  yieldes  himself  your  debtor, 
And  next  time  be  *s  vice-diancdlor 

Your  tabltf  shall  be  better. 

Then  goes  he  to  the  regsBt^boose^ 

And  there  be  sits  and  aees 
How  lackeys  and  subsisen  press 

And  scraad>le  tm  degrees* 
But  leave  it  schoNer,  leave  it, 

nr  wat^much  against  our  mind. 
Bat  when  tbe  prison  doon  are  ope 

Hoe  tbaefwiUsUy  behind. 


Adibat  ad  conuediam 

£t  cunota  eircnmspexit, 
Actorum  diooesin 

Completam  hie  detexit: 
Sed  parce,  preoor,  pardto, 

HBCCogitare  mente 
Non  valet  jnrisdictio 

Vicario  absente, 

Fictitio  equo  subdidit 

Calcaria,  sperans  fore 
Ut  eum  ire  cogeret 

Oradu  submissiore : 
Sed  paroe,  precor,  parcito^ 

Hoc  non  effidetur 
Si  iste  stabularios 

Uabenis  moderetur. 

Testis  est  Polonia, 

Qnam  scpe  is  tranaivit, 
Et  oneratus  sarcina 

Bodem  gradn  ivit 
Tom  parce^  precor,  parcito^ 

Et  credas  hoc  fbturum, 
S  Brutum  regat  Asinus 
'  Gradatim  non  itunmk 

GooMMiam  Ignoramus 

Bum  q>ectare  libet, 
£t  hajus  delioatulo 

Structure  non  arridet^ 
At  parce,  precoc  p>ToitO| 

TWm  alitor  versatus 
In  faoieadis  caatieis 

Fnisti  occnpattts, 

Ttam  pergit  maledicere 

Ocestriensi  patri, 
Et  vestes  etiam  vellieat 
^   Episcopi  bariiati. 
Sed  perce^  precor,  parcito^ 

Et  nos  iu  sales  poosb 
Ne  tantijpatris  c«reis 


Tumcibose  ingurgitans 

Abunde  saginatur, 
Et  venter  cum  expletui  est, 

Banti  eonvitiatnr. 
Sed  paroe,  precor,  parcito^ 

Nam  illud  verum  erit 
Quicc|uid  ingrato  tnleoerit 

Oxoniensi,  perit 

At  eooe  nos  videmor 

Tenacesnimb  esae, 
Gallinam  nnam  quod  qpectasaet 

Duos  Qomedisse* 
O  P*n3e,  preoor,  parcito, 

H«c  culpa  corrigetur 
Cum  mnus  Cantabrigia 

^Nscopo  regetur« 

Sed  novo  In  saeeiro 

Pedisse  quos  aspexh, 
Quos  nostra  Academia 

Honoribus  erexit 
Sed  parce,  precor,  parcito, 

Nam  ipse  es  expertus, 
Eflugiunt  omnes  protinos 

Cum  career  est  apertos* 
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Behold,  more  anger  yet : 

He  threatens  ua  ere  Icmg, 
When  as  the  king  comes  back  againe. 

To  make  another  song. 
But  leave  it,  BchoUer,  leave  it, 

Your  weakness  you  disclose ; 
For  "  Bonny  Nell'*  doth  plainly  tell 

Your  wit  lies  all  in  prose. 

Nor  can  you  maie  the  world 

Of  Cambridge  praise  to  ringe, 
A  mouth  so  foul  no  market  eare 

Will  stand  to  hear  it  sing. 
Then  leave  it,  scholler,  leave  it. 

For  yet  you  cannot  say, 
The  kiug  did  go  from  you  in  March 

And  come  again  in  if  ay. 


At  nobis  mfantatar. 

Si  rex  sit  reditnnis, 
Tunc  iste  (FtMsbo  dace}  eat 

Tela  resumptums. 
Sed  parce,  precor,  pareito^ 

Piscator  ictns  sapit, 
Fogatns  BMDqae  miles  ioers 

Anna  nanqnam  capit. 

Et  Gantabrigiam  non 

Ledi  bine  speramus. 
Ex  ore  tarn  spurcidico 

Nil  damui  expectamos. 
O  parce,  erpi,  parcito, 

Ozonia  nunqaam  dicit, 
Cum  Martio  princeps  abiens 

In  Bfaio  oos  revisit. 


ADDITAMENTA  SUPER  10 RI  CANTICO. 

Ingenij  ampfitndinem 

Jam  satis  ostendisti, 
Et  eloqnentias  froctus 

Abundfe  protulisti : 
Sed  parce,  tibi,  parcito, 

Ne  omoe  obsumalur, 
Ne  tandem  tibi  arido 

Nil  suavi  relinquatur. 

Jam  satis  oppugnasti, 

O  Poly y hem i  proles  ! 
Kt  tanquam  taunis  gregis 

Nos  oppognare  soles. 
Sed  parce,  tandem,  parcito, 

Tuis  laudatus  eris, 
£t  nunc  inultus  tanquam  stultos 

A  nobis  dimitteria. 


THE  LADY  ARABELLA. 

(TBB  UNFOaTUKATI  LAMT  ABABBLLA  ITUABT  VBO  DIED  IN 
THE  TOWBB  SBPT.  27,  1615.) 

How  do  I  thanke  thee.  Death,  and  blesse  thy  power 
That  I  have  past  the  guard,  and  scaped  the  Tower! 
And  now  my  pardon  is  my  epitaph. 
And  a  small  coffin  my  poore  carkas^e  hath. 
For  at  thy  charge  both  soule  and  body  were 
Enlarged  at  last,  secured  fnim  hope  and  fearej 
That  auMMig  saints,  this  aiMogst  kings  is  laid, 
And  what  my  birth  did  claim,  my  death  hath  paid. 


UPON  MISTRJ8  MALLET  \ 

AN  UNHANDSOMB  GENTLBWOMAM   WHO  MAM  LOTS  UNIX) 
HIM. 

Havb  I  renounc*t  my  faith,  or  basely  sold 
Salvation,  and  my  loyalty,  for  gold  r 

»  For  thb  vehement  atUck  upon  the  weakness  of 
an  infatuated  woman,  the  author  must  be  screened 


Have  I  some  fbrreigne  practice  undertooke 
By  poysou,  short,  sharp-knife,  or  sharper  booke 
To  kill  my  king?  have  I  betray'd  the  state 
To  fire  and  fury,  or  some  newer  fate, 
Which  learned  murderers,  those  grand  desdoies. 
The  Jesnites,  have  nurc'd  ?  if  of  all  these 
I  guilty  am,  proceed ;  I  am  content 
That  Mallet  take  me  for  my  punishment.  • 
For  never  sinne  was  of  so  high  a  rate, 
But  one  night*s  hell  with  her  might  expiate. 
Although  the  law  with  Garnet  \  and  the  rest. 
Dealt  farr  more  mildly;  hanging  *s  but  a  jest 
To  this  immortall  torture.     Had  she  bin  then 
In  Mar3r^  torrid  dayes  engendered,  when 
Cruelly  was  witty,  and  invention  f^ 
Did  live  by  blood,  and  thrive  by  crueltye, 
Sh*;  would  have  bin  more  horrid  engines  flBrre 
Than  fire  or  fomine,  racks  and  halters  are. 
Whether  her  witt,  forme,  talke,  smile,  tire  I  niow, 
Each  is  a  stock  of  tyranny  and  shame ; 
But  for  her  breath,  spectatours  come  not  nigh, 
That  layes  about;  God  blesse  the  company! 
The  man  in  a  beare*s  skin  baited  to  death. 
Would  chose  the  doggs  much  rather  then  ber 

breath; 
One  kisse  of  hers,  and  eighteeoe  woides  akne 
Put  downe  the  Spanish  inquisitiofi* 
**  Thrice  happy  we"  (ouoth  I,  thinkii^  tbereop) 
*'  That  see  no  dayes  of  persecutioo; 
For  were  it  firee  to  kill,  this  grisly  «Ue 
Wold  martyrs  make  in  compasse  of  hendfe: 
And  were  she  not  prevented  by  our  prayer. 
By  this  time  she  corrupted  had  the  aire. "    . 

And  am  I  innocent?  and  is  it  tme, 
That  thing  (which  poet  Plinye  i 


under  the  example  of  Horace,  £p.  viii.  and  xii.  ^* 
But  are  we  sare  that  her  character  and  manaer  of 
making  love  to  him  might  not  have  justified  his  se- 
verity ?  If  he  could  have  treated  an  innocent  sad 
virtuous  women  m  this  manner,  his  ^barscter  Burt 
have  been  despicably  inhoman,  which  we  bsre  do 
reason  to  think  it  was.     C 

*  Henry  Garnet,  prorincial  of  the  order  of  Je- 
suits in  England,  who  was  arraigned  and  exeosted 
at  the  west  end  of  St  Paul's,  for  his  cooniraoce  it, 
rather  than  for  any  active  partioipatioo  io  the  |WJ- 
powdcr  plot.  May  3, 1605.    See  Stale  Triak 


G. 
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ser 


ffor  Afirick,  Nile,  nor  ever  Uapklayt*8  eyes 
E>esciy*d  in  all  his  east,  west-T03rages ; 
Phat  thin;  which  poets  were  afrayd  to  feigne, 
for  €emje  her  shadowe  should  infect  their  hra'ne ; 
rhis  spouse  of  antichrist,  and  his  alone, 
3ke  '«  drest  so  like  the  whore  of  Bahyk»;) 
Should  doate  on  me?  as  if  they  did  oontrive 
The  I>eTilI  and  she,  to  damne  a  man  alive. 
Why  doth  not  Welcome  rather  purchase  her, 
And  heare  about  this  rare  familiar  ? 
Sixe  markett  dayes,  a  wake,  and  a  fhyre  too 't, 
Woold  save  his  chari^  and  the  ale  to  bout 
Ho  %y  gcr's  like  her ;  she  feedes  upon  man 
WorBe  than  a  tygresse  or  a  leopard  can. 
L«t  me  go  pray,  and  thinke  upon  some  spell. 
At  once  to  hid  the  Devill  and  her  fsrwelL 


IN  qVEHDAM 

ANNJVERSARJORUM  SCRIPTOREMK 

Ter  circum  Iliacos  raptaverat  Hectora  muros. 

Vii^.  Xa.  I  483. 

Cm  so  dead  Hector  thrice  was  triumph'd  on 
The  walls  of  Troy,  thrice  slain  when  Fates  had  done: 
So  did  the  bartMtrous  Oreekes  before  their  boast 
Torment  his  ashes  and  profane  his  ghost : 
As  Henrye*s  vault,  his  peace,  his  sacred  hearse, 
Are  tome  and  batter'd  by  thine  Anniverse. 
Was  't  not  enough  nature  and  strength  were  foes. 
Bat  thou  must  yearly  murther  him  in  prose  ? 
Or  dost  thou  thinke  tby  raving  phrase  can  make 
A  lowder  eccho  then  the  Almanake  ? 
Good  firiend,  our  general  tie  to  him  that 's  gone 
Should  love  the  man  that  yearlie  doth  him  moane: 
The  author*s  zeal  and  place  he  now  doth  hold. 
His  love  and  duty  .makes  him  be  thus  bold 
To  offer  this  poor  mite,  his  anoiverse 
Unto  his  good  great  master's  sacred  hearse ; 
The  which  he  doth  with  privilege  of  name. 
Whilst  others,  'midst  their  ale,  in  comers  blame. 
A  pennyworth  in  print  they  never  made. 
Yet  think  themselves  as  good  as  Pond  or  Dade. 
One  anniverse,  when  thou  hast  done  thus  twice. 
Thy  words  among  the  best  will  be  of  Price. 


JN  POETAM 

BXAUCTORATUM  BT  BMRRITDM. 

Noa  ia  it  grieved,  grave  youth,  the  memory 

Of  tnch  a  story,  such  a  booke  as  he. 

That  such  a  copy  through  the  world  were  read ; 

Henry  yei  lioet,  though  ke  U  buried* 

H  ooold  be  wish*d  that  every  eye  might  beare 

His  eare  good  witnesse  that  he  still  were  here : 

Tliat  sorrowe  ruled  the  year^  and  by  that  sunne 

Each  man  could  tell  you  how  the  day  had  runoe: 

0  t  were  an  honest  boast,  lor  him  could  say 

1  have  been  busy,  and  wept  out  the  day 

«  Dr.  Daa:el  Price,  who  used  to  preach  annivcr- 
nry  sermons  oo  the  death  of  Henry  prince  of 
Walat.    C 


Remembring  him.    An  epiitaph  would  kit 
Were  such  a  trophee,  such  a  banner  placed 
ITpon  bis  corse  as  this :  Here  a  sian  ^et 
fras  thine  by  Henrve*i  dmrt,  not  Det^me*t. 
Why  this  were  med*cniable,  and  would  heale^ 
Though  the  whole  languished,  halfe  the  common- 
Bot  for  a  cobler  to  goe  bum  his  cappe,       [weale. 
And  cry,  **  The  prince,  the  prince !  O  dire  mishappet" 
Or  a  Oeneva-bridegroom,  after  grace. 
To  throw  his  mouse  i'  th'  fire ;  or  scratch  her  f^cm 
To  the  tune  of  the  Lamentation;  or  delay 
His  Friday  capon  till  the  sabbath  day : 
Or  an  old  popish  lady  half  vow'd  dead 
To  fast  away  the  day  in  gingerbread : 
For  him  to  write  such  annals;  all  these  things 
Do  open  laughter*s  and  shutt  up  griefe's  qifingt. 
Tell  me  what  juster  or  more  coogruous  peere 
Than  ale,  to  judge  of  workes  begott  of  beere  ? 
Wherefore  forbeare— or,  if  thou  print  the  next, 
firing  better  notes,  or  take  a  meaner  VexU 


MR.  FRANCIS  BEAUMONT, 

T8BN  KIWLT  DBAa 

Hs  that  bath  such  acuteness  and  such  wit 
As  would  aske  ten  good  heads  to  husband  it; 
He  that  can  write  so  well,  that  no.  man  dare 
Refuse  it  for  the  best,  let  him  beware : 
Beaumont  is  dead  t  by  whose  sole  death  appears 
Wit's  a  disease  consumes  men  in  few  yeare^ 


AN  ELEGIE^ 

on  TBI  LATB  LORD  WILLIAM   HOWAIO,    BAlOlf    %f 
KFnVCHAIC. 

I  Din  not  know  thee,  lord,  nor  do  I  strive 

To  win  access  or  grace  with  lords  alive : 

The  dead  I  serve,  from  whence  nor  faction  caa 

Move  me,  nor  favour ;  nor  a  greater  man. 

To  whom  no  vice  commends  me,  nor  bribe  sent. 

From  whom  no  penance  Warns,  nor  portion  spent^ 

To  these  I  dedicate  as  much  of  me. 

As  I  can  spare  from  my  own  husbandry : 

And  till  ghosts  walk  as  they  were  wont  to  do, 

I  trede  for  some,  and  do  these  errands  too. 

But  first  I  do  enquire,  and  am  assurM, 

What  tryals  in  their  journeys  they  endur'd ; 

What  certainties  of  honour  and  of  worth 

Their  most  uncertain  life-times  have  brought  forth ; 

And  who  so  did  least  hurt  of  this  small  store. 

He  is  my  patron,  dy*d  he  rich  or  poor. 

First  I  will  know  of  Fame  (after  hb  peace. 

When  flattery  and  envy  bdih  do  cease) 

Who  rulM  his  actions :  reason,  or  my  ford  ? 

Did  the  whole  man  rely  upon  a  word, 

A  badge  of  title  ?  or,  above  all  chance, 

Seem'd  he  as  ancient  as  his  cog^uzance  ? 

*  lliis  poem,  for  what  reason  does  not  appear,  is 
printed  before  some  of  the  later  editions  of  sir 
Thomas  Orerbury's  "  Wife."    6. 
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What  did  he?  acts  of  mercy,  and  refrain 

Oppression  in  himwlf,  and  in  hii  train? 

Was  his  essential  table  full  as  free 

As  boasts  and  invitations  use  to  be  ? 

Where  if  his  russet-friend  did  chance  t)  dine, 

Whether  his  satten-man  would  fill  him  wme  ? 

Did  he  think  peijury  as  IotM  a  sin, 

Himself  forsworn,  as  if  his  slaye  had  been  ? 

Did  be  seek  regular  pleasures  ?  was  he  known 

Just  husband  <^one  wife,  and  she  his  own  ? 

Did  he  give  freely  without  pause  or  doubt. 

And  read  petitions  ere  they  were  worn  out? 

Or  should  his  well-deserving  client  ask. 

Would  he  bestow  a  tilting  or  a  masque 

To  keep  need  vertiious?  and  that  done,  not  fear 

What  lady  damn'd  him  for  his  absence  there? 

Did  he  attend  the  <x>urt  for  no  man's  fall  ? 

Wore  be  the  mine  of  no  hospital? 

And  when  he  did  his  rich  appavd  don, 

Put  he  no  widow,  nor  an  orphan  on  ? 

Did  he  love  simple  vertue  for  the  thing  ? 

The  king  for  no  resp.ect  but  for  the  king  ? 

But,  above  all,  did  his  religion  wait 

Upon  God's  throne,  or  on  the  chair  of  state  ? 

He  that  is  guilty  of  no  qussry  here. 

Out-lasts  his  epitaph,  out-lives  his  ^ei^. 

But  there  is  none  such,  none  so  little  bad  $ 

Who  but  th^  negative  gpodnei*  ever  had  ? 

Of  suc^  a  lord  we  may  expect  the  birth. 

Be  *s  rather  in  the* womb,  than  on  the  earth. 

And  't  were  a  crime  in  such  a  public  file. 

For  one  to  live  well  and  degenerate: 

And  therefore  I  am  angry,  when  a  name 

Comes  taupbraid  the  world  like  Effingham. 

Nor  was  it  modest  in  thee  to  depart 

To  thy  eternal  home,  where  now  thou  art, 

Bre  thy  reproach  was  r^dy ;  or  to  die. 

Ere  custom  had  prepared  thy  calumny. 

Eight  dajTS  have  past  since  thou  hast  paid  thy  debt 

To  sin,  and  not  a  libel  stirring  yet ; 

Courtiers,  that  scoff  by  patent,  silent  sit. 

And  have  no  ^se  of  slander  or  of  irit; 

But  (wlf ich  b  monstrous)  though  against  the  tyde, 

The  watermen  hav^  neith^  T*^*'^  "^  ^**^ 

Of  good  or  bad  there  *s  no  dictinction  Jcnown, 

For  ii\  thy  piUise  the  good  and  bad  are  one. 

It  seems,  we  all  are  covetouii  of  fame, 

And,  hearing  ijrhat  a  purchase  of  good  name 

Thou  la^ir  mf  d*8t,  are  carefuU  to  increase 

Our  title,  by  the  holding  of  some  lease 

From  thee  our  landlord,  and  for  that  lb'  whole  crew 

Speak  now  like  tenants,  ready  to  renew. 

It  wcire  too  sad  to  tell  thy  pedigree, 

Death  hath  disordered  all,  misplacing  thee ; 

Whilst  now  thy  hcn^uld,  in  his  line  of  heirg. 

Blots  out  thy  naiqe,  and  fills  the  spaiee  with  tears. 

And  thus  hath  oonqu'ring  Death,  or  Nature  rather, 

Made  thee  prepostrous  ancient  to  thy  father. 

Who  grieve  th*  art  so,  and  like  a  glorious  light 

Shines  ore  thy  hearse. 

He  therefore  that  would  write 

And  blaze  thee  throughly,  may  at  once  say  all, 

Mere  lyes  the  anchor  qfour  admiral, 

Jjet  others  write  for  glory  or  reward. 

Truth  is  well  paid  when  she  is  sung  and  heard. 


TO  TBS 

LORD  MORDANT, 
uroK  BIS  asrimiis  Ptosf  tu  nobtb.  wuiiBia  ■£  u^ 

ACCOMPANIEP  KWO  JAMtM  MM  1617. 

My  lord,  I  doe  confesae  at  the  first  oeves 
Of  3rour  retume  towards  home,  I  did  refiue 
To  visit  you,  for  feare  the  northeme  winde 
Had  peircH  into  your  manners  and  your  miBde; 
For  feare  you  m%ht  want  memory  to  forget 
Some  arts  of  Scotland  which  might  haunt  you  y«t 
But  when  I  kpew  yqii  were,  and  when  (  hofrd 
You  were  at  Woodstock  scene,  veil  suno^d  and  «ffV^ 
lliat  your  contagion  in  you  now  was  spent. 
And  you  were  just  lord  Mordant,  as  yon  weqt, 
1  then  resolv'd  to  come ;  and  did  not  doobt 
To  be  in  reason,  though  the  bucke  were  oat. 
Windsor  the  place;  the  day  was  Holy  roode; 
St.  George  my  muse:  for  be  it  underrtood. 
For  all  St.  George  more  early  in  the  yeare 
Broke  fost  and  eat  a  bitt,  hf  dined  here : 
And  though  in  Aprill  in  redd  tnke  he  shine. 
Know  't  was  September  made  him  redd  with  wiae. 
To  this  gOQjd  sport  ro^  I,  as  being  tlkyf  M 
To  see  the  king,  and  cry  him  in  tfa^  crowd  j 
And  at  all  solemne  meetings  have  the  grace 
To  thrust,  and  to  be  trodde  on  by  my  place. 

Where  when  I  came,  I  saw  the  church  besett 
With  tumults,  as  if  the  brethren  mett 
To  heare  some  silenc't  teacher  of  that  quarter 
Inveijgh  against  the  order  of  the  garter  : 
And  justly  might  the  weake  it  grieve  and  wroi^ 
Because  the  garter  prayes  in  a  strange  tongue; 
And  doth  retaine  traditions  yet  of  Fraunoe, 
In  an  old  Honi  toil  qiA  mat  y  petue,  [t^oe, 

Whence  leame,  you  knights  that  orxler  that  b«w 
That  all,  besides  the  buckle,  is  profuse. 
But  there  was  noe  suph  doptrine  noF  f\  staks^ 
Noc  starved  precisian  from  the  pulpit  qiake : 
And  yet  the  church  was  full ;  all  sorts  of  mieOk 
Religions,  sexes,  ages,  were  there  then : 
Whib't  he  that  keepes  the  quire  together  k)cks 
Papists  and  Puritans,  the  pope  and  Knox: 
Which  made  9on^e  Vise-one*s  ieare,  that  lore  oar 
Thismixturewouta  beget  a  toleration;      [satiof^ 
Or  that  religions  should  united  be. 
When  they  stay'd  service,  these  the  tetany. 
But  noe  su<<h  hast;  this  daye's  devotion  lyes 
Not  in  the  hearts  of  men,  but  in  their  eyes ; 
They  that  doe  s^  St.  Geoige,  heare  him  aright; 
For  he  loves  iipt  to  parly,  but  to  fight 
Amongst  this  audience  (my  lord)  stood  I, 
Well  edified  as  any  that  stood  by ; 
And  knew  how  many  Ims  a  hoight  lett<  fall, 
Betwixt  the  king,  the  offering,  and  his  sull: 
Aske  me  bufoftheir  robes,  I  shall  relate 
The  colour  and  the  fashion,  and  the  state: 
1  saw  too  the  procession  without  doore,        [•"*• 
What  the  poore  knightes,  and  what  the  prebaidJ 
AH  this  my  neighbours  that  stood  by  metooke, 
Who  div'd  but  to  the  garment  and  the  looke; 
But  I  saw  more,  and  though  I  have  their  fote 
In  face  and  favour,  yet  I  want  their  pate: 
Me  thought  I  then  did  those  first  ages  koow,  [|0^ 
Which  brought  forth  knightes  soe  armM  and  bduof 
Who  would  maintabe  th«roath,aud  bind  their  vonw 
With  these  two  scales,  an  altar  and  a  sm^ 
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lien  saw  i  George  ne«-eunted,  when  nich  preists 
Van  him  not  ooly  on,  but  in  their  breasts. 
>ft  did  1  wish  that  day,  with  aolemne  tow, 
>  that  my  coontry  were  in  danger  now  ! 
ind  't  was  no  treason ;  who  could  feare  to  dye, 
Hien  he  was  sure  his  rescue  was  so  nigh  ? 
And  here  }  might  a  just  digression  make, 
Vhilst  of  some  foure  particular  knightes  I  spake, 
'o  whodie  I  Qwe  o^y  thankes;  but 'twere  not  best, 
ly  praysing  two  or  three,  t'  accuse  the  reai ; 
for  can  I  sing  that  order,  or  those  men, 
That  are  abore  the  maistery  of  my  pen; 
Lnd  private  fingers  may  not  touch  those  things 
Vbose  authors  princes  are,  whose  parents  kings : 
therefore  unbumt  I  will  refraine  that  fire, 
>ast,  daring  such  a  theame,  I  should  aspire 
7  include  my  king  and  prince,  and  soe  rehearse 
fames  fitter  for  my  prayer  than  my  Terse : 
'  He  that  wHl  speake  of  princes,  let  him  use 
if  ore  grace  then  witt,  know  God 's  above  his  Muse." 
voemoreofcouncell:  Harke!  the trumpetts  sound, 
Lnd  the  grave  organ's  with  the  anthcme  drownM : 
The  church  hath  said  amen  to  all  their  rites, 
Lnd  now  the  Trojan  hqrse  sets  loose  his  knightes ; 
lie  triumph  moves :  O  what  could  added  be, 
lave  your  accesse  to  this  splemnity  e  ? 
Vhich  I  expect,  and  doubt  not  but  to  see  % ' 
Vhen  the  king's  favour  and  your  worth  shall  meete. 
thinke  the  robes  would  now  become  you  soe, 
it  George  himselfe  coold  scarce  his  owne  knights 

know 
'rom  the  lord  Mordant :  pardon  me  that  preach 
K  doctrine  which  king  James  can  only  teach ; 
To  whome  I  leave  you,  who  a1one«hath  right 
To  make  knightes  lords,  and  then  a  lord  a  knight 
[magine  now  the  sceane  lyes  in  the  hall ; 
'For  at  high  noone  we  are  recusants  all) 
Rie  church  is  empty,  as  the  bellyes  were 
3f  the  spectators,  which  had  languished  there: 
\nd  now  the  favorites  of  the  clarke  of  th'  checke, 
IVbooft  have  yaun'd,and  str^tch*t  out  many  a  neck 
Twixt  noone  and  morning ;  the  dull  feeders  on 
Presh  patience,  and  raisins  of  the  sunna, 
They  who  had  livd  in  th'  hall  seaven  houres  at  least, 
Ki  if  t  were  an  arraignment,  not  a  feast; 
kiid  look't  soe  like  the  hangings  they  stood  nere, 
Some  could  disceme  which  the  true  pictures  were; 
These  now  shall  be  refresh't,  while  the  bold  drumme 
Strikes  up  his  frolick,  through  the  hall  they  come. 
Here  might  I  end,  my  lord,  and  here  subscribe 
Vour  honours  to  his  power :  but  oh,  what  bribe. 
What  fcare  or  mulct  can  make  my  Muse  refraine, 
When  she  is  urgM  of  nature  and  disdaine  ? 
Not  all  the  guard  shall  hold  nie,  I  must  write, 
rhough  they  should  sweare  and  lye  how  they  would 

fight. 
If  I  precede ;  nay,  though  the  captaine  say, 
"  Huld  him,  or  else  you  shall  not  eate  to  day;" 
Those  goodly  yeomen  shall  not  scape  my  pen  ; 
T  was  dinner-^me,  and  I  must  speake  of  ihen; 
So  to  the  hall  made  I,  with  little  care 
To  praise  the  dishes,  or  to  last  the  fare ; 
Much  lesse  t'  endanger  the  least  tart,  qpr  pye 
By  any  waiter  there  stolne,  or  sett  by ; 
But  to  compute  the  valew  of  the  meate, 
Wliich  was  for  glory,  not  for  hunger  eate ; 
Nor  did  I  feare,  (stand  back)  who  went  before 
The  presence,  or  the  privy-chamber  doore. 
And  woe  is  me,  the  guard,  those  men  of  warre, 
\V'ho  but  two  weapons  use,  beife,  and  tbe  barre. 
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Began  to  gripe  me»  knowing  not  in  troth. 
That  I  had  sung  John  Dory  in  my  youth ; 
Or  that  I  knew  the  day  when  I  could  chaunt 
Chevy,  and  Arthur,  and  the  Seige  of  Gaunt 
And  though  these  be  the  vertues  which  must  tfy 
Who  are  most  worthy  of  their  curtesy. 
They  profited  me  nothing:  for  no  notes     [coates: 
Will  move  them  now,  they  're  deafe  in^  their  new 
Wherefore  on  me  afresh  they  fall,  f^nd  show 
Themselves  more  active  then  before,  as-thougfa 
They  bad  sQme  wager  lay'd,  and  d|d  contend 
Who  should  abuse  me  furthest  at  armes  end. 
One  I  remember  with  a  grisly  beard. 
And  better  growne  then  any  of  the  heard ; 
One,  were  he  well  examined,  and  made  \o6ke 
His  napie  in  his  owne  parish  and  church  booke, 
Could  hardly  prove  his  christendome ;  and  yet 
It  seem'd  be  had  two  names,  for  there  were  wriU 
On  a  white  canvas«e  doublett  that  he  wore, 
Two  capitall  letten^f  a  name  before ; 
Letters  belike  which  he  had  spew'd  and  spilt. 
When  the  great  bumbard  leakt,  or  was  a  tilt 
This  Ironside  tooke  hold,  and  sodainly 
Hurled  me,  by  judgment  of  the  standers  by, 
Some  twelve  foote  by  the  square  i  takes  me  again^ 
Out-throwes  it  halfe  a  bar;  and  tbus  we  tWUQ» 
At  this  hot  exercise  an  bower  had  spent. 
He  the  feirce  agent,  1  the  instnunent, 
My  man  began  to  rage,  but  1  c^%  '*  PMoe^ 
When  he  is  dry  or  hungry  he  will  c^aae: 
Hold,  for  the  lord's  sake,  Nicholas,  lest  they  take  ni| 
And  use  us  worse  then  Hercules  us'd  Cacos." 

And  now  I  breath,  my  Iqtd,  now  have  I  tioie 
To  tell  the  cause,  and  to  confesse  the  crime: 
I  was  in  black ;  a  scboller  straite  they  gnett ; 
Indeed  I  coloured  fqr  it  at  the  least 
1  spake  them  faire,  desired  to  sec  the  hall. 
And  gave  them  reasons  for  it,  this  was  alt  ^ 
By  which  I  leame  it  is  a  maine  offence,    < 
^  neere  the  clarke  of  th*  check  to  utter  seose.! 
Talk  of  your  emblemes,  maisters,  and  relate 
How  .£sope  hath  it,  and  how  Alciate ; 
The  Cock  and  Pearle,  the  Dunghill  and  the  Gemme, 
This  passeth  all,  to  taike  sence  amongst  them. 
Much  more  good  service  was  committed  yet. 
Which  I  in  such  a  tumult  must  forget ; 
But  shall  I  smother  that  prodigious  fitt. 
Which  pass'd  Heon's  invention,  and  pure  wHt? 
As  this:  a  qimble  knave,  but  something  ftitt, 
Strikes  at  my  head,  and  faMy  steales  my  halt : 
Another  breakes  a  jest,  (well,  Windsor,  w^ll, 
What  will  ensue  thereof  there 's  none  can  tell. 
When  they  spend  witt,  serve  God)  yet  twas  ftot 

much, 
Altbongh  the  clamours  and  applause  were  such, 
As  when  salt  Archy  or  Garret  doth  provoke  them ', 
And  with  wide  laughter  and  a  cheat>loafie  choake 

them. 
What  was  the  jest  doe  yon  aske  ?  I  dare  repeate  it. 
And  put  it  home  before  you  shall  entreat  it ; 
He  caird  nie  Bloxfbrd-man :  confesse  I  must 
'T  was  bitter;  and  it  griev'd  me,  in  a  thmst 


>  These  reverend  gentlemen  were  jesters  to  James 
the  first  The  name  of  the  former  was  Archibald 
Armstrong,  of  whom  and  of  whose  jests  an  account 
may  be  found  in  Granger,  vol.  ii.  p.  399.  ed.  1775* 
8vo.  They  are  again  joined  in  a  manuscript  poeo^ 
(penes  me)  by  P^ter  Heylin,  written  in  derisioA  q{ 
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That  roort  ungmtefall  word  (Blorfofd)  to  hcare 
Prom  Uim.  whose  bremth  yet  stoak  of  Oxford  beerc: 
But  let  «t  iMSse;  fw  I  hive  now  pws'd  throw 
Their  halberds,  and  worse  weapoos,  their  teeth,  too : 
And  of  a  worthy  officer  was  invited 
To  dine  J  who  all  their  rudeness  hath  requited : 
Where  we  had  mirth  and  meat,  and  a  large  board 
Fnniisht  with  all  the  kitchin  could  aflford. 
But  to  conclude,  to  wipe  of  from  before  ye 
All  this  which  is  noe  better  then  a  story ; 
Had  this  affiront  bin  done  me  by  command 
Of  noble  FentonS  had  their  capt^ne's  hand 
Directed  them  to  this,  I  should  beletve 
I  had  no  cAuse  to  jeast,  but  much  to  greJve: 
Or  had  disceraing  Pembrooke  »  socne  this  done, 
And  thought  it  well  bc«low*d,  I  would  have  run 
Where  no  good  man  had  dwelt,  nor  leam'd  would  fiy, 
Where  no  disease  would  kecpe  me  company. 
Where  it  should  be  preferment  to  endure 
To  teach  a  schoole,  or  else  to  starve  a  cure. 

But  as  it  sunds,  the  persons  and  the  cause 
Gonsidcr'd  well,  their  manners  and  their  lawes, 
'T  is  no  affliction  to  me,  for  even  thus 
Saint  Paul  hath  fought  with  bcasto  at  Ephesus, 
And  1  at  Windsor.    Let  this  comfort  then 
Rett  with  all  able  and  deserving  men: 
He  that  will  please  the  guard,  and  not  provoke 
Gourt-witts,  must  suite  his  learning  by  a  cloake : 
•<  For  at  all  feasts  and  masques  the  doome  hath  bin, 
A  man  thrust  out  and  a  gay  cloake  let  in." 

Suid  hnmerenles  hotpUet  vexut  caw, 
Ignaout  adoernu  Ivpoi  f 


THE  PRINCE, 


NEW^YEARETS  GIFT, 

TO  MT  1  OBXn  DUU  OT  KJCKOOUM. 

When  I  can  pay  my  parents  or  my  king. 
For  life,  or  peace,  or  any  dearer  thing ; 
Then,  dearest  lord,  expect  my  debt  to  yon 
Shall  be  as  truly  paid,  as  it  is  due. 
But  as  no  other  price  or  recompence 
Serves  them,  but  love,  and  my  obediesce; 
So  nothing  payes  my  lord  but  what's  above 
The  reach  of  hands,  *t  is  vertue,  and  my  knre. 
*<  For,  when  as  goodnesse  doth  so  overflkw, 
The  conscience  bindes  not  to  restore,  but  ove:'' 
Requital]  were  presumption;  and  you  may 
Call  me  ungratefull,  while  I  strive  to^ny. 
Nor  with  a  morall  lesson  doe  I  shift, 
like  one  that  meant  to  save  a  better  gift; 
Like  very  poore,  or  counteifeite  poere  men, 
Who»  to  preserve  their  turky  or  their  hen, 
Doe  offer  up  themselves:  no;  I  have  sent, 
A  kind  of  guift,  wdl  last  by  being  spent, 
Thankes  sterling:  for  above  the  bullion  rate 
Of  hones,  hangings,  Jewells,  or  of  plate. 
O  you  that  know  the  choosing  of  that  one. 
Know  a  true  diamond  from  a  Brisftow  stone : 
You  know,  thoae  men  alwaies  are  not  the  best 
In  their  intent,  that  lowdest  can  protest: 
But  that  a  prayer  from  the  convocation. 
Is  better  than  the  commons*  protesUtioD. 
Trust  those  that  at  the  test  their  lives  will  Uf , 
And  know  BO  arts  but  to  deserve  and  pray: 
Whilst  they  that  buy  preferment  without  praji^ 
Begin  with  broyles,  and  finish  with  betrayins. 


(AFTERWARDi  CHARLES  THE  FIRST.) 
(PBOM  A  MAMOSCaiFT  IM  AiBMOLS's  MIISBUM.) 

Foa  ever  dear,  for  ever  dreaded  prince. 
You  read  some  verse  of  mine  a  little  since, 
And  so  pronounced  each  word  and  every  letter. 
Your  gratious  reading  made  my  verse  the  better : 
Since  that  your  highness  doth  by  gifte  exceeding 
Make  what  you  read  the  better  for  your  reading, 
Let  my  poor  Muse  thus  far  your  grace  importune, 
To  leave  to  reade  my  verse,  and  read  my  fortune. 

Baiten  Holiday^s  play  already  mentioned  in  the  life 
of  the  bishop,  of  which  the  following  are  the  intro- 
doctory  lines : 

Whoop  Holyday !  why  then  *t  will  ne*er  be  better. 
Why  all  the  guard,  that  never  saw  more  letters 
Than  those  upon  their  coates ;  whose  wit  consists 
In  Arehy's  bobs  and  Garret's  sawcy  jests, 
Deride  our  Christ-church  scene.    G, 

a  Thomas  Eraskine,  earl  of  Fenton.    6. 

>  William,  eari  of  Pembroke,  a  poet  himself,  and 
an  universal  patron  of  learning,  whose  character  is 
«o  admirably  drawn  by  Clarendon.    6. 


A  LETTER 


sEirr  FROM  na.  coaavr  to  «ia  thomas  Aiwanrr,  fl 

CaSTARV    TO  TBI  Mn  OP  SUCKIllOiMM,  JKOiBl 

TnB9iv,  1618. 

OK  THR  OCCASION  OF  A  BLAZIKG  STAE. 

My  brother  and  much  more,  hadst  thou  beeniaii* 

Hadst  thou  in  one  rich  present  of  a  line 

Inclos'd  sir  Francis,  for  in  all  this  store 

No  gift  can  coat  thee  less,  or  biude  me  nwffj 

Hadst  thou  (dear  churie)  imparted  hii  tetcro, 

I  should  not  with  a  tardy  welcome  bora ; 

But  had  let  loose  my  joy  at  him  long  «nce, 

Which  now  will  seem  but  studied  negUgtswe: 

But  I  forgive  thee,  two  things  kept  th»jT  ^ 
Fiiat  such  a  friend  to  gaze  on,  next  a  wort; 

Which  comet  we  discern,  though  not » tnie 
As  you  at  Sion,  as  long  toylM  as  you; 
We  know  already  how  will  stand  the  esse, 
With  Bamavelt '  of  universal  grace, 
Though  Spain  deserve  the  whole  star,  if  t»e  w 
Be  true  of  Lerma  duke  and  cardinal : 
Marry,  in  France  we  fear  no  blood,  but  wine, 
Less  danger's  in  her  sword,  than  ia  her  Tine. 

>  The  great  negociator  and  geoeial,  ^^^\^ 
e  jealousy  of  the  prince  of  Oiauj*  "« 
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od  thus  we  lea?e  the  blazen  ooming  over, 

or  our  portends  are  wise,  and  end  at  Dover: 

.Dd  though  we  use  no  fDiward  censiiriDg, 

Tor  send  our  learned  procton  to  the  king. 

'et  every  morning  when  the  star  doth  rise, 

'here  is  no  black  for  three  boors  in  our  eyes ; 

lut  like  a  Puritan  dreamer,  towards  this  light 

ill  eyes  turn  upward,  all  are  Keale  and  white : 

fore  it  is  doubtful  that  this  prodigy 

(^ill  tume  ten  schools  to  one  astronomy: 

.od  the  analysis  we  justly  fear, 

ince  every  art  doth  seek  for  rescue  there; 

'hysicians,  lawyera,  glovers  on  the  stall, 

be  shopkeepers  speak  mathematics  all ; 

ind  though  men  read  no  gospels  in  these  signes, 

'et  all  professions  are  become  divines; 

Jl  weapons  from  the  bodkin  to  the  pike, 

be  mason's  rule  and  taylor's  yard  alike 

'ake  altitude,  and  th'  early  fidling  knaves 

^D  fluits  and  hoboyes  made  them  Jacobs-staves ; 

asUy  of  fingers,  glasses  we  contrive, 

nd  every  fist  is  made  a  prospective: 

lurton  to  Oonter  cants ',  and  Burton  hears 

rom  Gunter,  and  th'  exchange  both  tongue  and  ears 

!y  carriage:  thus  doth  mired  Ouy  complain, 

lis  waggon  in  their  letters  bears  Charles- Wain, 

harles-Wain,  to  which  they  say  thetay  I  will  reach; 

.nd  at  this  distance  they  both  hear  and  teach. 

Tow,  for  the  peace  of  God  and  men,  advise 

Thou  that  hast  where-witball  to  make  us  wise) 

biae  own  rich  studies,  and  deep  Harriot's  mine  *, 

1  which  there  is  no  dross,  but  all  refine: 

>  tell  us  what  to  trust  to,  lest  we  wax 

Jl  stiff  and  stupid  with  his  parallax : 

ay,  shall  the  old  philosophy  be  tnie  ? 

^r  doth  he  ride  above  the  Moon,  think  you  ? 

\  he  a  meteor  forced  by  the  Sun  ? 

>r  a  first  body  from  creation  ? 

lath  the  same  star  been  oliject  of  the  wonder 

f  our  forefathers  ?  Shall  the  same  come  under 

he  seafence  of  onr  nephews '  Write  and  send, 

t  else  this  star  a  quarrel  doth  portend. 


DR.  CORBET'S 

JOURNEY  INTO  FRANCE. 

WKNT  from  England  into  France, 
lor  yet  to  learn  to  cringe  nor  dance, 

Nor  yet  to  ride  or  fence ; 
'or  did  I  go  like  one  of  those 
hat  do  retiime  with  half  a  nose 

Thtsy  carried  from  hence. 

*  William  Burton  is  said,  by  Antony  k  Wood,  to 
ave  been  a  pretender  to  astronomy,  of  which  he 
ublished  anEphemeris  in  1655. — Edmund  Gunter, 

mathematician  of  greater  eminence,  was  astro- 
cniical  professor  of  Gresham  College,  and  eminent 
>r  his  skill  in  the  sciences :  his  publications  were 
oputar  in  his  day.  He  died  at  Gresham  College, 
626.    G. 

'  Thomas  Hariot,  styled  by  Camden  "Matbema- 
cus  losignis,"  was  a  pensioner  and  companion  of 
r  Walter  Raleigh  in  his  voyage  to  Virginia  ( 1584), 
^  which  upon  his  return  he  pnbliibed  an  account. 
^«  was  held  in  high  crtmiatigD  by  the  earl  of 


But  I  to  Paris  rode  along, 

Much  like  John  Dory  in  the  song\ 

Upon  a  holy  tide. 
I  on  an  ambling  nag  did  jet, 
1  trust  he  is  not  paid  for  yet; 

And  spttr*d  him  on  emeh  side. 

And  to  St  Dennis  fast  we  came, 
To  see  the  sights  of  Nostre  Dame, 

The  man  that  shows  them  snaffles : 
Where  who  is  apt  for  to  beleeve. 
May  see  our  Ladie^  right-arm  sleeve, 

And  eke  ber  old  paotoflcs ; 

Her  breast,  her  milk,  her  rery  gown 
That  she  did  weas  in  Bethlehem  town. 

When  in  the  inn  she  lay. 
Yet  all  the  ^orid  knows  tbat*k  a  fable. 
For  so  good  clothes  ne're  lay  in  stable 

Upon  a  lock  of  hay.    • 

No  carpenter  could  by  his  trade 
Gain  so  much  cojn  as  to  have  made 

A  gown  of  so  rich  stuff. 
Yet  they,  poor  ibols,  think,  for  their  credit, 
They  may  believe  old  Joseph  did  it, 
'Cause  he  deserv'd  enough. 

There  is  one  of  the  crosse's  nails, 
Which  who  so  sees,  his  bonnet  vails. 

And  if  he  will,  may  kneel. 
Some  say  *t  was  false,  't  was  never  so, 
Yet,  feeling  it,  thus  much  I  know. 

It  is  as  true  as  steel. 

There  is  a  lanthom  which  the  Jews, 
When  Judas  led  them  forth,  did  use, 

It  weighs  my  weight  downright : 
But  to  believe  it,  you  most  think 
The  Jews  did  put  a  candle  in  % 

And  then  twas  very  light. 

There  's  one  saint  there  hatb  lost  his  nose^ 
Another's  head,  but  not  his  toes. 

His  elbow  and  his  thumb.  ' 
But  when  that  we  had  seen  the  rags 
We  went  to  th'  inn  and  took  our  nags, 

And  so  away  did  oome. 

We  came  to  Parijt  on  the  Seine, 
Tis  wondrous  fair,  't  is  nothing,  clean, 

*Ti9  Europe's  greatest  town. 
How  strong  it  is  I  need  not  tell  it. 
For  all  the  world  may  easily  ^mell  it. 

That  walk  it  np  and  down. 

Northumberland,  sirTbonas^ylesbary,  tmd  others, 
for  his  mathematical  knowledge,  but  like  his  patron, 
Raleigh,  was  a  deist  in  religion. — Ob.  1681.  See 
Wood's  Atheoae,  vol.  i.  p.  4fi0.  ed.  17S1.    G. 

*  Of  this  popular  song,  which  is  reprinted  From 
Deuteromelia,  1609,  in  Hawkinses  History  of 
Music,  and  in  Ritson*s  Antient  Songs,  the  following 
is  the  introductory  stanza : 

As  it  fell  upon  a  holyday 

And  upon  a  holy-tide-«, 

John  Dory  bought  him  an  ambling  nag 

To  Paris  f6r  to  tide-a.      G. 
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Thei«  niAny  strange  things  are  to  tee, 

The  palace  and  great  gallery. 

The  Place  Royal  doth  excel : 
The  new  bridge,  and  the  statues  there, 
At  Noftre  Dame,  Saint  Q,  Pater, 

The  steeple  bears  the  belU 

for  learning,  th'  nniversitie ; 
And  for  old  clothes^  the  Frippery ; 

The  boose  the  queen  did  build. 
Saint  Innocents,  whose  earth  detoaret 
Dead  corps  in  four  and  twenty  hours. 

And  there  the  king  was  kiU'di  . 

The  Bastile  and  Saint  Dennis-street, 
The  ShaiBenist,  like  London-Fleet, 

The  Arsenal,  no  toy. 
But  if  you'll  see  the  prettiest  thing,     ^ 
Go  to  the  court  and  see  the  king, 

0*t  is  a  hopeful  boy« 

He  is  of  all  his  dukes  and  peers 
Hererenc'd  for  much  wit  at 's  years, 

Nor  must  3rou  think  it  much  i 
for  he  with  litUe  switch  doth  play, 
A^  make  fine  dirty  pyes  of  clay, 

O  never  king  made  sue  V* 

A  l^rd  that  can  but  kill  a  fly, 
Or  prate,  doth  please  bis  majesty, 

T  is  known  to  every  one. 
The  duke  of  Guise  gave  him  a  parretj^ 
And  he  had  twenty  cannons  for  it 

For  his  new  gfileon. 

• 
O  .that  I  «re  might  have  the  hap 
To  get  the  bird  which  in  the  map 

Is  called  the  Indian  Rock! 
rde  give  it  him,  and  hope  to  be 
As  rich  as  Guise,  or  livine. 

Or  else  I  had  iU  luck. 

Birds  round  about  bis  chamber  sUnd, 
And  he  them  foeds  with  his  own  htnd; 

*T  is  his  humility. 
And  if  they  do  want  any  thing. 
They  need  but  whistle  for  their  king. 

And  he  comes  presently. 

But  now  then,  for  thes«  parts  he  must 
^  enstiled  Lewis  the  Just, 

Great  Henry's  lawful  heir; 
When  to  his  stile  to  add  more  words. 
They  *d  better  call  him  king  of  birds. 

Than  of  the  great  Navarre. 

He  bath  besides  a  pretty  quirk, 
T»of  ht  him  by  nature,  bow  to  work 

In  iron  with  much  ease. 
Smnetimes  to  the  forge  he  goes. 
There  he  knocks,  and  there  he  blows. 

And  makes  both  locks  and  keys : 

Which  puts  a  doubt  on  every  one. 
Whether  he  be  Mars  or  Vulcan's  son, 

Some  fow  believe  his  mother: 
But  let  them  all  say  what  they  will^ 
\  came  resolv'd,  and  so  think  still. 

As  much  the  one  as  th*  other^ 


OORBETS  POEMS. 


Tlie  people,  too,  dislike  the  youth, 
Alledging  reasons,  for,  in  truth, 

Btfothers  should  booourM  b^i 
Yet  others  say,  he  loves  her  rather 
As  well  as  ere  she  lov*d  his  fother. 

And  that's  notoriously. 

His  queen,  a  pretty  little  wench. 

Was  bom  in  Spaid,  speaks  little  Freocb« 

She  's  nere  like  to  be  mother; 
For  her  incestuous  house  could  not 
Have  children  which  were  not  begol 

By  uncle  or  by  brother. 

Now  why  should  Lewis,  being  so  juat, 
Gootent  himself  to  take  his  lust 

With  his  Looina^s  mate  i 
And  suffer  bis  little  pretty  queen. 
From  all  her  race  that  yet  hath  beeq. 

So  to  degenerate  ? 

'T  were  charity  for  to  be  known 
To  love  others'  children  as  his  own. 

And  why  ?  it  is  no  shame  i 
Unless  that  he  would  greater  be 
Than  was  his  fother  Henery, 

Who,  m«n  thought,  m  the 


^iV^  EXHORTATION 

TO  MR.  JOHW  BAMMOir,  M IWIWUt  IM  THB 
PARISH  OP  BBWDLT> 

POa  IBB  BATIBRING   SOWKt  OT  TBB   VAHrtTB  OVIB 

onrnLBs,  wbicb  abb  coKraaBBitoBD  w  a  lunoa. 

WatTTSM   BT  A  OALOOt    BBOlHBa   PBOIt    1HB  WUO^ 


Tbb  mighty  zeale  which  thou  hast  new  pa£aB, 
Neither  by  prophet  nor  by  propbei't  some 
As  yet  prevented,  doth  transport  me  so 
Beyond  my  selfe,  Umt,  though  I  iie*re  cooM  |0 
Farr  in  a  verse,  and  all  rithmet  have  defy'd 
Since  Hopkins  and  old  Thomas  Stemhold  dy'4^ 
(Except  it  were  that  little  paioes  I  tooke 
To  please  good  people  in  a  prayer-hoolBe 
That  I' sett  forth,  or  so).yet  must  1 1  * 
My  spirit  for  thee,  who  riiall  in  thy  [ 
Gird  up  her  loynes,  and  furiously  nm 
All  kinde  of  fiE«t,  sava  Saunas  dovw  oosb 

Such  is  thy  zeale,  so  wcU  dost  tbon  espresi  it,  \^ 
That,(wer'tnotlikeacharme,)i^say,ani^bla» 

I  needs  most  say.  *t  is  a  qiiritQall  thing 
ToraileagainstabisbO|ip,  ortbekiiv;       , 
Nor  are  they  moane  adveqtnres  we  bavebia  bi, 
About  the  wearing  of  tho  chnrohe's  Unneo; 
But  these  were  privato  quarrells :  this  doth  wl 
Within  the  compass  of  the  geo^rall. 
Whether  it  be  a  pole,  painted  apd  wrought 
Farr  otherwise,  than  from  the  wood 't  was  kroogbH 
Whose  head  the  idoll-ipa^er*B  band  doth  etcffti 
Where  a  lew'd  bird,  towring  vpoo  the  toppi 
LookesliketbecalfeatHareb;  at  whose  roots 
The  unyoak't  youth  doth  somcise  his  foots  i 
Or  whether  it  reserve  his  boughes,  hefrieoded 
By  neighboring  bushes,  and  by  them  attsodod) 
How  canst  thou  chose  but  seemg  it  complsiso, 
Thnt  Basil's  wQnhi|i't  iR  this  fivres  sgsns  ^ 
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'ell  me  hiMr  cunt  sn  egging,  wbmt  a  stiog 

tf  Inst  do  tb«ir  Qdvildty  danncet  bring  ? 

lie  ample  wretcbes  say  tbey  meatie  no  binrie» 

Ikey  doe  qot^  rarely;  bat  their  actioni  wamle 

^nr  purer  bloods  the  more :  for  SaUn  thus 

'empts  OS  the  more,  that  are  more  righteous. 

HI  hath  a  brother  most  sincerely  goo, 

titled  in  prayer  ilod  contemplation, 

{Then  lightiilg  oil  the  place  irhere  snch  repaife, 

[e  viewes  the  nimphcs,  and  isquite  oat  in 's  prayer. 

»ft  hath  a  sist«r,  grownded  in  the  truth, 

eeing  the  jolly  carriage  of  the  youth, 

in  tempted  to  the  way  thAf  s  broad  add  bad ; 

nd  (wert  not  for  our  prirAte  pleasures)  had 

enonne't  her  little  ndfe,  and  gdggle  eye, 

nd  quht  her  selfe  of  the  fraternity; 

fhat  is  the  mirth,  what  is  the  itoelody, 

hat  sets  theita  In  this  Gentiles'  vanity } 

IThta  ill  oar  smagogue  we  rayle  at  sinne, 

nd  tell  men  of  the  faults  whidh  they  ire  iil, 

^ith  hand  and  vaice  so  ibllowing  our  theames, 

hat  we  pot  out  the  stdennen  fifom  their  dreaihes. 

Minds  not  the  pulpett,  which  we  then  be-labour, 

etter,  and  bolyef,  than  doth  the  tabour  ? 

et  such  is  niiregttiierite  ihAn's  folly, 

fe  loves  the  wicked  noyse,  ahd  hates  the  hdlj^. 

outes  and  wilde  pleasures  doe  invite  temptation, 

nd  this  is  dangerouA  foi*  our  damnation ; 

^e  mast  not  move  our  selves,  belt,  if  w>  are  mov*d, 

ran  is  but  man ;  and  therefore  those  that  lov'd 

till  to  seeme  good,  would  evermore  dispence 

i^th  their  own  foults,  so  they  gave  no  offence. 

r  the  times  sweete  entising,  ai^  the  blood 

hat  now  begins  to  boyle,  have  thought  it  good. 

b  challenge  liberty  and  recreation, 

et  it  be  dode  in  holy  contemplation : 

rothers  mid  sistefs  in  the  feilds  may  waike, 

eginning  of  the  holy  woi^e  to  tilke, 

f  David,  and  Uriah's  lovely  wife, 

*f  Thamer,  and  her  lostfiill  brother'!  strife ; 

ben,  anderneath  the  hedge  that  woos  them  next, 

hey  may  sitt  downe,  and  there  act  out  the  text 

or  do  we  want,  how  ere  we  live  austeeiv, 

I  winter  sahbath-nighu  our  lusty  cheere ; 

nd  th<xigfa  the  pastors  gmce,  which  oft  doth  hold 

!alfe  ad  1iowl«  long,  make  the  provision  cold, 

fe  can  be  meriry  $  thinking  't  nere  the  worse 

6  mend  the  matter  at  the  second  coarse. 

haptars  are  read,  mid  hymnes  are  sweetly  sung, 

>yntly  eomnianded  by  the  dose  an^^  tongue; 

bed  on  the  woide  we  divetsly  dilme, 

^nrngllng  mdeed  for  beat  df  tfealfc,  hot  hdte : 

iHien  at  the  length  an  unappeased  dodbt 

iereely  eomes  in,  and  then  the  light  gdes  out ; 

larknem  thus  workes  our  peace,  and  we  containe 

>ur  fyery  s|lilitts  till  we  see  againe. 

ill  then,  no  voice  is  heard,  no  tongue  doth  goe, 

xcept  a  tender  sister  shreike,  or  so. 

Qch  should  be  oor  delights,  grttve  ind  denture, 

fot  so  abomidable,  not  so  impute, 

M  those  thoo  seek'st  to  hinder,  but  I  feare 

itan  will  be  too  strong ;  hb  k1ngdome*s  hefe : 

ew  are  the  righteous  now,  nor  db  1  kwfw 

low  we  shall  ere  this  idoll  overthrow  • 

i*.4je  ottr  sincerest  patron  is  deeea^t, 

"he  nnmber  of  the  righteohs  is  decreasi. 

lot  we  do  hope  these  times  will  on,  and  breed 

t  Action  mighty  for  us  $  forindeede 

V^e  labour  all,  and  every  sister  joynes 

'o  have  regenerate  babes  spring  from  ovr  loynes : 


Besides,  what  many  carefully  hare  done, 
Getting  the  unrighteous  man,  a  righteous  soiiiie< 
Then  stoutly  on,  let  not  thy  flock  range  leWdly 
In  their  old  vanity,  thoo  lampe  of  Bewdly. 
One  thing  I  pray  thee :  do  not  too  much  thifsi 
After  idolatryes  lest  foil ;  but  first 
Follow  this  suit  more  close,  let  It  not  ffoe 
'fill  it  be  thine  es  thou  woUld'st  have  't:  for  sioM 
Thy  successors,  upon  the  same  entayle, 
fiereafter,  may  uke  up  the  Whitson-ale. 
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Noi;  not  a  quatch,  sad  poets  5  doubt  yon^ 
There  is  not  greife  enough  without  you  ? 
Or  that  it  will  amwage  ill  newes, 
1V>  say,  Sbee  's  dead,  that  was  your  Muw  i 
Jolne  not  with  I>eath  to  make  these  times 
More  grevioos  than  most  grievous  rimes^ 

And  if 't  be  possible,  deare  eyed^ 
The  fomous  universityes. 
If  both  your  eyes  be  matches,  ileepe^ 
Or,  if  you  will  be  loyall,  weepe : 
For-beare  the  press,  there's  node  will  looke 
Before  the  mart  for  a  new  booke. 

Why  should  you  tell  the  world  what  witts 
Grow  at  New-pariies,  or  Cempiis-pitts  ? 
Or  what  conceipts  youth  stumble  on. 
Taking  the  ayre  towards  Trumpington  ? 
Nor  you,  grav^  ttitours,  who  doe  temper 
Your  kmg  and  short  with  que  and  semper  f 
O  doe  not,  when  your  owne  are  done, 
Make  for  my  ladie*s  eldest  sonne 
Verses,  which  he  will  turn  to  prose, 
When  he  shall  read  what  you  cuinpOse  i 
Nor,  for  an  epithite  that  faiies. 
Bite  off  your  nnpo^ticke  liailes. 
Unjust !  why  Shodid  you  in  these  vaines, 
Pnnish  your  fidgers  for  your  braines  ? 

Know  henceforth,  that  griefo's  vitall  part 
Consists  in  nature,  not  in  art: 
And  verses  that  are  studied 
Mourne  for  themselves,  not  for  the  dead. 
Heark,  the  queede*s  epitaph  shall  be 
Noe  other  then  her  pedigi^e : 
For  lines  in  bloud  cutt  nut  are  stronger 
Then  lines  in  marble,  and  last  longer : 
And  such  a  verse  shall  never  fode, 
lliat  is  begotten,  dnd  not  made. 

**  Her  fother,  brother,  husband,... kinpcos; 
Royall  relations !  frdm  her  s|>ringes 
A  prince  and  princesse ;  and  fix>m  those 
Fair  cerUintyes,  and  Hch  hope  growes." 
Here  's  poetrjr  shall  be  secure 
While Briuine,  Denmarke,  Rheine  endure: 
Enodgh  on  Earth ;  what  purchase  higher, 
Save  Heaven,  to  perfect  her  desire  > 
And  as  a  straying  starr  intic't 
And  gotrernd  those  Wise-men  to  Christ, 
Kv'n  soe  a  heranld-starr  thn  yeare 
Did  beckon  on  her  to  appeare: 
A  Starr,  which  did  not  to  our  nation 
Portend  her  death,  but  her  translation : 
For  when  such  harbingers  are  scene, 
God  crownes  a  saint,  not  kills  a  queene^ 
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AN  ELEGIE 

CFOM  THE  DEATH  OV  HM  OWHB  FATBIK, 


ViNCEMT  Corbet,  farther  knowne 

By  Pbynter's  oame,  then  by  his  owoe. 

Here  lyes  ingaged  till  the  day 

Of  raising  bones,  and  qnickning  clay. 

Nor  wonder,  reader,  that  he  bath 

Two  surnames  in  his  epitaph ; 

For  this  one  did  comprehend 

All  that  two  familyes  could  lend : 

And  if  to  know  more  arts  then  any 

Could  multiply  one  into  many. 

Here  a  colony  lyes,  then, 

Both  of  qualityes  and  men. 

Yeares  he  livM  well  nigh  fourscore ; 

But  count  his  vertues,  he  liT*d  more ; 

And  number  him  by  doeing  good. 

He  liv'd  their  age  beyond  the  flood. 

Should  we  undertake  his  story. 

Truth  ifould  seeme  fainM,  and  p lainesse  glory 

Besides,  this  tablet  were  too  small. 

Add  to  the  pillars  and  the  wall. 

Yet  of  this  volume  muph  is  found. 

Written  in  many  a  fertill  ground  ; 

Where  the  printer  thee  a^nls 

Earth  for  paper,  trees  for  words. 

He  was  Nature's  factour  here. 

And  legier  lay  for  every  sheire ; 

To  supply  the  ingenious  wants 

Of  some  spring-fruits,  and  forraigne  plants. 

Simple  he  was,  and  wise  withall ; 

His  purse  nor  base  nor  prodigall ; 

Poorer  in  substance  than  in  frioMls ; 

Future  and  publicke  were  his  endes ; 

Hn  conscience,  like  his  dyett,  such 

As  neither  tooke  nor  left  two  much : 

Soe  that  made  lawes  were  uselesse  growne 

To  him,  he  needed  but  his  owne. 

Did  he  his  neighbours  bid,  like  those 

That  feast  them  onely  to  enclose  ? 

Or  with  their  roast  meate  racke  their  rents, 

And  cozen  them  with  their  consents  ? 

Noe ;  the  free  meetings  at  his  boord 

Did  but  one  litterall  sence  afforde; 

Noe  close  or  aker  understood. 

But  only  love  and  neighbourhood. 

His  alms  were  such  as  Paul  defines. 

Not  causes  to  be  said,  but  signes  i 

Which  alms,  by  faith,  hope,  love,  laid  doA'n» 

Laid  up  what  now  he  wears... a  crown. 

Besides  his  fame,  his  goods,  his  life. 

He  left  a  griev'd  sonne,  and  a  wife ; 

Straonge  sorrow,  not  to  be  beleiv'd, 

Wbena3  the  sonne  and  heire  is  greivM. 

Reade  then,  and  mourne  what  ere  thou  art 

That  doost  hope  to  have  a  part 

In  honest  epitaphs ;  least,  being  dead, 

I'hy  life  be  written,  and  not  read. 


AN  ELEGIE 


CORBETS  POEMS. 

That  were  to  cry  out  helpe  tor  my 
For  which  nor  publick  thoogfaC,  oor  private  cues: 
No,  when  thy  &te  I  publish  amoogst  nea, 
1  should  hare  power  to  write  with  the  stated  pea: 
I  should  in  naming  thee  foroe  publicke  teaies, 
And  bid  their  eyes  pay  capsome  for  their  avtu 
First,  thy  whole  life  was  a  short  feaii  of  witi. 
And  Deith  th'  attendant  which  did  wait  on  it: 
To  both  mankhid  doth  owe  devotion  ample, 
To  that  their  first,  to  this  their  last  example. 
And  though  't  were  praise  enough  (with  tbeotwhoK 
And  vrrtue's  nothing. but  an  ample  name)     [finne 
That  thou  wert  highly  bonie,(  which  nomandoobtfi) 
And  so  mightst  swath  base  deedes  in  noble  ckmtcs*, 
Yet  thou  thy  selfe  in  titles  didst  not  shroud. 
And  being  noble,  wast  nor  fbole,  nor  proud; 
And  when  thy  youth  was  ripe,  when  now  the  suite 
Of  all  the  longing  court  wfs  for  thy  fruit, 
How  wisely  didst  thou  choose !  Foare  blessed  e^a, 
The  kings  and  thine,  had  Uught  thee  to  be  wiK. 
Did  not  the  best  of  men  thee  virgin  give 
Into  his  handes,  by  which  bimselfo  dEid  live  I 
Nor  didst  thou  two  yeares  after  talke  of  forces 
Or,  lady-like,  make  suit  for  a  divorce: 
Who,  when  their  own  wild  lust  is  falsely  spent, 
Cry  out,  "  My  lord,  my  lord  is  impotent" 
Nor  hast  thou  in  his  nuptiall  armea  e^joy'd 
Barren  imbraces,  but  wert  girl*d  and  boy'd ; 
Twice-pretty-on^,  thrice  worthier  were  their  yoatk 
Might  she  but  bring  them  up,  that  brought  then 

forth : 
She  would  have  taught  them  by  a  thousand  strtioti 


UPON  THE  UEATH  OP  I.ADY  BAOOIKOTOM,  WIPE  OF  JOHN 
KAM9AY,  VIliCOUNT  UADDnHSTOK,  WHO  DTBD  OP  TRB 
SMALL  POX. 

Deare  losse,  to  tell  the  world  I  greive  were  true. 
But  that  were  to  lament  my  selfe,  not  you ; 


(  Her  blottd  runns  in  their  manners,  not  their  vdtfi} 
That  glory  is  a  lye ;  state  a  grave  sport; 
And  country  sicknesse  above  health  at  court 
Oh  what  a  want  of  her  loose  gallants  have, 
Since  she  hath  changed  her  wmdow  for  a  grave; 
From  whence  she  us*d  to  dart  out  witt  so  Cut, 
And  stick  them  in  their  coaches  as  they  past! 
Who  now  shall  make  well-colour*d  vicelookeptk^ 
Or  a  curPd  meteor  with  her  eyes  exhale. 
And  talke  him  into  nothing  ?  who  shall  dare 
Tell  barren  braines  they  dwell  in  fertill  haire? 
Who  now  shall  keepe  ould  countesses  iu  awe, 
And,  by  tart  similyes,  repentance  draw         [sw^ 
From  those,  whom  preachers  had  given  ore?  £i«* 
Whom  esermons  oould  not  reach,  berarrowestoock 
Hereafter,  fooles  shall  prosper  with  appUose, 
And  wise  men  smile  and  no  man  aske  the  cause: 
He  of  fourescore,  three  night  cappa,  and  two  hEii«» 
Shall  marry  her  of  twenty,  and  get  heyres 
Which  shall  be  thought  his  owne;  and  none  shtlli>7 
But  tb  a  wondrous  blessing,  and  he  may* 
Now  (which  is  more  then  pitty)  many  a  *'™^*' 
Which  can  doe  more  then  quarrell,  fess  tbea  6m, 
Shall  choose  his  weapons,  ground;  draw  secoost 

thither, 
Put  up  his  sword,  and  not  be  laught  at  neytkr> 
Oh  thou  deform'd  unwoeman-like  disease,  [p^**^ 
That  plowst  up  flesh  and  bloud,  and  tbeic  a)*'* 
And  leav'st  such  printes  on  beauty,  that  dost  con* 
As  clouted  shon  do  on  a  floore  of  lome; 
Thou  that  of  faces  hony-combes  dost  make, 
And  of  two  breasts  two  cullenders,  fonake 
Tl»y  deadly  trade ;  thou  now  art  rich,  gife  <*•» 
And  let  our  curses  call  thee  forth  no  more. 
Or,  if  thou  needs  will  magnify  thy  power, 
Qoe,  where  thou  art  invoked  every  houre, 
Amongst  the  garoster%  where  they  name  tbee  tbc*" 
At  the  last  maln^  or  the  last  pocky  oicke. 
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Get  tbee  a  lodging  neare  thy  cljreQt,  dice, 
There  thou  tbmit  practice. on  more  than  one  Tice. 
There's  wberewithall  to  entertaine  the  pox,     [box. 
There  's  iDore  than  reason,  there  't  rime  Ibr  %  the 
ThcHi  who  hast  such  superfluous  store  of  game, 
Why  stmckst  thou  one  whose  mine  is  thy  shame  ? 
Oy  tbou  hast  murdred  where  thou  shouldst  have  kist; 
Andy  where  thy  shaft  was  needftill,  there  it  mist. 
Thou  8ho«ildst  have  chosen  out  some  homely  face, 
Where  thy  ill-fisvour*d  kindnesse  might  adde  grace, 
That  mett  might  say,  **  How  beauteous  once  wai  she!" 
Or,  •*  What  a  peeoe,  are  she  was  seaz'd  by  thee !" 
Thoa  shonUbt  have  wrought  on  some  such  ladyes 

moukl 
That  iie*re  dad  love  her  lonl,  nor  ever  could 
Uotill  she  were  defbrm'd,  thy  tyranny 
Were  then  within  the  rales  of  charity. 
But  cipon  one  whose  beauty  was  above 
All  sort  of  art,  whose  love  was  more  than  love, 
On  her  to  fix  thy  ugly  coooteHett, 
Was  to  erect  a  pyramide  of  jett. 
And  put  out  fire  to  digg  a  turfe  fh>m  Hell, 
And  place  it  where  a  gentle  soule  should  dwell : 
A  aoole  which  in  the  body  wooM  not  stay. 
When  twas  noe  more  a  body,  nor  good  clay. 
But  a  bage  nicer.    O  thoa  heavenly  race, 
Thoa  aoule  that  shntn^  th*  infection  of  thy  case, 
Thy  boctte,  thy  prison,  pure  soule,  spotless,  (aire. 
Rest  where  no  beat,  no  cold,  no  compounds  are ! 
Rest  in  that  c6untry,  and  injoy  that  ease, 
Which  thy  frayle  flesh  denyMe,  and  her  disease  ! 


CHRIST-CHURCH  PLAY 

AT  WOOMTOCK. 

If  ve,  at  Woodstock,  have  not  pleased  those, 
Whose  clamorous  judgments  \ye  in  urging  noes. 
And,  fat  the  want  of  whifflers,  have  destroyed 
Th*  ap|>lause,  which  we  with  vizards  hadd  eigoy*d. 
We  are  not  sorry ;  for  stich  witts  as  these 
Lil>ell  our  windowes  oft*nsr  than  our  playcs ; 
Or,  if  their  patience  be  moov'd,  whose  lipps 
Deserve  the  knowledge  of  the  proctor»hips. 
Or  jndge  by  bouses,  as  their  bowses  goe. 
Not  caring  if  their  cause  be  good  or  noe; 
Nor  by  desert  or  fortune  can  be  drawne 
!>»  txiA\t  ns,  for  feare  they  loose  their  pawne; 
We  are  not  greatly  sorry  j  but  if  any. 
Free  from  the  yoake  of  the  ingaged  many,       [by. 
That  dare  speake  truth  even  when  their  head  stands 
Or  when  the  senior's  spoone  is  in  the  pye  j 
Nor  to  commend  the  worthy  will  forbeare, 
Hwngh  he  of  Cambridge,  or  of  Christ-church  were. 
And  not  of  his  owne  colledge ;  and  will  shame 
To  wrong  the  person  for  his  bowse,  or  name ; 
If  any  such  be  griev'd,  then  downe  proud  spirit; 
If  not,  know,  number  never  conquer'd  merit. 


A  LETTER 

TO  TUB  BOKM  OP  BVCKmOBAM,    BBINO  Wmi  THS  PSIItCE 
IN  STAINS. 

Fvt  read  of  Hands  floating  and  removed 
In  Ovid^  time,  but  never  heard  it  prov'd 


Till  now :  that  fable,  by  the  prince  and  yotH 
By  your  transporting  England,  is  made  true. 
We  are  not  where  we  were ;  the  dog-«tarr  raignes 
No  cooler  in  our  climate,  than  in  Spaine*8 ; 
The  seUe  same  breath,  same  ayre,  same  heate,  same 

burning. 
Is  here,  as  there ;  will  be,  till  your  returning: 
Come,  eVe  the  card  be  alter'd,  lest  perhaps 
Your  stay  may  make  an  errour  in  our  mam ; 
Lest  England  should  be  found,  when  you  shall  passe, 
A  thousand  miles  more  southward  than  it  was. 
Oh  that  you  were,  m^  lord,  oh  that  you  were 
Now  in  Blackfryers,  m  a  disgnisM  haire^ ; 
That  you  were  Smith  againe,  two  houres  to  be 
In  Paul's  nextsunday,  at  full  sea  at  three ; 
There  you  should  heare  the  legend  of  each  day. 
The  perills  of  your  ione,  and  of  your  way ; 
Your  enterprises,  accidents,  untill 
You  did  arrive  at  court,  and  reach  Madrill. 
There  your  should  heare  how  tbe  state-grandees 

flout  you. 
With  their  twice-double  diligence  about  you  j 
How  our  environM  prince  walkes  with  a  guand 
Of  Spanish  spies,  and  his  owne  servants  barr'd ; 
How  not  a  cbaplaioe  of  his  owne  may  stay 
When  he  would  heare  a  sermon  preach*d,  or  pray. 
You  would  be  hungry,  having  din*d,  to  heare 
The  price  of  victual les,  and  the  scarcity,  there; 
As  if  the  prince  had  ventui'd  there  his  life 
To  make  a  famine,  not  to  fetch  a  wife. 
Your  eggr(which  might  be  addle  too)  are  deare 
As  English  capons ;  capons  as  sheepe,  here ; 
No  grass  neither  for  cattle ;  for  they  say 
It  is  uot  cut  and  made,  grasse  there  grows  hay : 
That 't  is  soe  seething  hott  in  Spaine,  they  sweare 
They  never  beard  of  a  raw  oyster  there : 
Your  cold  meat  comes  in  reaking,  and  your  wine 
Is  all  burnt  sack,  the  fire  was  in  the  vine;     , 
Item,  your  pullets  are  distinguish't  there 
Into  four  quarters,  as  we  carve  the  3reare, 
And  are  a  weeke  a  wasting:  Mnnday  noone 
A  wing ;  at  supper  something  with  a  spoone ; 
Tuesday  a  legg.  and  soe  forth;  Sunday  more. 
The  liver  and  a  gizard  betweene  fbnre: 
And  for  your  mutton,  in  the  best  houshoulder 
*Tis  felony  to  cheapen  a  whole  shoulder. 
Lord !  how  our  stomacks  come  to  us  againe. 
When  we  conceive  what  snatching  is  in  Spaine  I 
I,  whilst  I  write,  and  doe  the  newes  repeate. 
Am  fbrc't  to  call  for  breakfast  in,  and  eate: 
And  doe  you  wonder  at  tbe  dearth  the  while  ? 
The  flonds  that  make  it  run  in  th*  middle  ile. 
Poets  of  Panrs,  those  of  duke  Humfiry's  messe. 
That  fcede  on  nought  but  graves  and  emptinesse. 
B^t  heark  3ro«i,  noble  sir,  in  one  crosse  weeke 
My  lord  hath  lost  a  thowsand  ponnd  at  gleeke; 
And  though  they  doe  allow  but  little  meate, 
They  are  content  your  losses  should  be  great. 
False,  on  my  deauery !  falser  than  your  fare  is ; 
Or  than  your  diflference  with  Cond*  dc  Olhares, 
Which  was  reported  strongly  for  one  tyde. 
But,  after  six  houres  floating,  ebb'd  and  dyde. 
If  God  would  not  this  great  designe  should  be 
Perfect  and  round  without  some  knavery. 
Nor  that  our  prince  should  end  this  enterprizp. 
But  for  so  many  miles,  so  many  lies: 

■  The  prince  and  Bockmgham  on  their  journey 
wore  folse  beards  and  assumed  the  names  of  Jack 
and  Tom  Smith.     G, 
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CORBETS  POEMS. 


If  for  a  good  event  the  HeaV'ns  doe  t>leftse 
Men*8  toDgues  sboald  become  irbagber  thdn  the  seas, 
And  that  th'  ezpence  of  pap<er  shall  be  siich^ 
First  written,  tb^n  trftnslatM  ottt  of  Dotch  ; 
Gorantoes,  diets,  packets,  newes,  more  newes^ 
Which  soe  much  innocent  whitenesse  doth  abuse ; 
If  first  the  Belgibke'  pismire  must  be  scene. 
Before  the  Spanish  ladie  be  our  queene; 
With  SQch  suOcesse,  and  such  an  end  at  last. 
All's  welloome,  pleasant,  gratefnll,  that  is  past. 
And  such  an  end  we  pray  that  yon  should  see, 
A  type  of  that  which  mother  Zebedee 
Wisht  for  her  sonnes  in  Heav'n;  the  prince  and  you 
At  either  hand  of  James,  (you  need  not  sue) 
He  on  the  right,  yon  on  the  left,  the  king 
Safe  in  the  mids't,  you  both  invirooing. 
Then  sha\l  1  tell  my  lord,  his  word  and  band 
Are  forfeit,  till  I  kisse  the  princes  hand ; 
Then  shall  I  tell  the  duke,  yoor  royftll  friend 
Gave  all  the  other  honours,  this  you  eamM ; 
This  you  have  wrought  for;  this  you  hammer'd  out 
like  a  strodg  smith,  good  Workman  and  il  slbut 
In  this  I  have  A  pait,  in  this  I  see 
Some  new  addition  smiling  upon  nie: 
Who,  in  an  humble  distance,  claime  a  share 
In  all  your  greatnesse,  what  soe  ere  you  are. 


THE  EARL  t>F  DORSETS  DEATh. 

(rICHAKD,  TRB  TBIRD  VAKL  op  DORSET.) 

Let  no  piophane,  ignoble  foot  tread  here. 
This  hallowed  piece  of  earth,  Dorset  lyes  there : 
A  small  poora  reliqoe  of  a  noble  spirit. 
Free  as  the  air,  and  ample  as  his  murit : 
A  soul  refin'd,  no  proud  forgetting  lord. 
But  mindfnl  of  mean  names,  and  of  his  word : 
Who  lov'd  men  for  his  honour,  not  his  ends. 
And  had  the  noblest  way  of  getting  friends 
By  loving  first,  and  yet  who  knew  the  court, 
But  understood  it  better  by  report 
Than  practice :  he  nothing  took  from  thenife 
But  the  king's  favour  for  his  recompence. 
Who,  for  religion  or  his  countrey's  good. 
Neither  his  honour  valued,  nor  his  blood.  ' 
Rich  in  the  world's  ophaioa,  and  men*s  praise. 
And  full  in  all  we  t^ontd  desire,  but  da3rs. 
He  that  is  wam'd  of  this,  and  shall  forbear 
To  vent  a  sigh  for  him,  or  shed  a  tear, 
May  he  live  long  soom'd,  and  unpitied  fallj 
And  want  a  mourner  at  hts  funeral  * ! 

'This  refets  t6  a  pb^ifl^r  ttact  published  in 
1622,  under  that  title,  m  favour  of  the  low  Coun- 
tries, and  for  the  purpose  of  prejudicing  the  people 
of  England  againit  the  riiarriage  which  Villers 
was  negotiating  when  this  pkiem  was  liddressed  to 
him.  The  negotiation  was  not  only  disgraceful, 
but  unsuccessful : 

— «t0^f«y  yap  ^y  xat  irpo;  ato^uvn  vamsf*     G. 

1  Mr.  Gilchrist  observes  thdt  Corbet's  claim  to 
this  poem  is  somewhat  doubtfnl  aa  it  occurs  in 
bishop  King's  poems.    C. 


TO 


THE  NEW-BORNE  PRIXE, 

AFTERWARDS  CBARLES  U. 

tPON  titt  AppAirrioM  op  a  stau,  ahd  -m  tt^jjowni 

ECCLTPSE. 

Wab  Hedv'ne  afray*d  tt>  be  ont^dooe  oo  Eaith, 
When  thou  wert  borne,  ^redt  prince^  that  khnngiifi 
Another  light  to  helpe  the  aged  Saim,  [fata 

Leit  by  thy  luster  he  might  be  ooi-ahooe } 
Or  were  th*  obsequioos  sUrres  k>  joy'd  to  view 
Thee,  that  they  thought  tb«r  ooantlaBe  eyes  tooiew 
For  such  an  Object  $  and  wouM  aeedea  create 
A  better  influence  to  httcnd  thy  state  ? 
Or  would  the  Fatetf  therd>y  shew  to  the  Eaith 
A  C8Bsar*k  birth,  as  once  a  Cnar**  death } 
And  was  't  that  newes  that  made  pftle  Cynthia  hn 
In  so  great  hast  to  interoept  the  Sana; 
And,  envknttlyi  so  she  might  gaine  tliy  sight, 
Wodld  datken  him  firom  whomshe  had  her  li^bt' 
Mysterious  prodigies  yet  sure  they  be^ 
Prognosti^ks  of  a  rare  prosperity  s 
For,  can  thy  life  promise  lease  good  to  men. 
Whose  birth  was  th*  envy,  and  the  care  of  HesrV 


OH  THE 

BIRTH  OF  YOUNG  PRiNCE  CHARIH^ 

Wm  private  men  gett  sonnes  they  gtt  a  ipoooe 
Without  ecdypae,  or  any  starr  at  iiooae: 
When  kings  gett  sonnes,  they  get  withall  snpp]T0 
And  succours,  forr  beyond  all  siibsedyes. 
Wellcome,  God's  loahe!  thoii  tribute  to  the  stste, 
Thou  mony  newly  oc^'di  thou  fleet#t  of  plate! 
Thrice  happy  childe !  whome  God  thy  btbenf^ 
TO  make  him  rich  without  a  parliament ! 


TO 

HIS  SON,  VINCENT  CORtFX 

ON  HIS  BiRTH-nAt,  NOVtMBEB  lO,  1630,  9V9CnLi 
'     THREE  YBAas  OLD. 

WbAt  I  shall  leave  thee  none  can  tell. 

But  all  shall, say  1  wish  thee  well ; 

I  wish  thee,  Vin,  before  all  wealth. 

Both  bodily  and  ghostly  health: 

Aor  too  much  wealth,  nor  wit,  cociie  to  thee. 

So  mucti  of  either  may  undo  tiiee. 

I  widh  thek  learning,  not  for  show, 

Eobugh  for  to  instruct,  and  know; 

Not  such  as  gentleihen  require. 

To  prate  at  Ubie,  or  at  fire. 

I  wish  thee  all  thy  iiiiOthef^  graces. 

Thy  fiither's  fortunes^  and  his  places. 

I  wish  thee  friends,  and  one  at  court, 

Not  to  btiild  onj  but  sufiport; 

'  Alluding  to  the  practice  of  the  spaw.*^*! 
christening  giving  spootis  to  the  child  ss  i  MP" 
'  tismal  present.    6. 
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To  keep  tbee^  not  io  doing  many    •.• 
Oppretsicms,  but  from  toifering  any. 
T  wish  tbee  }M»ce  in  all  tby  w«yei» 
Nor  lazy  nor  contentious  days ; 
And  when  thy  soul  and  body  part, 
A»  inoooeat  as  now  thou  art 


AN  EPITAPH 
on 

DR.  DOHNB,  OEAir  OP  PAITL9, 

Bom  m  1573;  died  suaca  SI,  1631. 

Ie  that  would  write  an  epitaph  for  thee, 
jid  d6  it  well,  must  first  begin  to  be 
ucfa  as  tbou  wert ;  for  none  can  truly  know 
'by  worth,  thy  life,  but  he  that  hath  liv^d  so. 
Te  must  have  wit  to  spare,  and  to  hurl  down 
iioiigb  to  keep  the  gallants  of  the  town ; 
[e  must  have  learning  plenty,  both  the  laws 
ivil  and  oomnioo,  to  judge  any  cause; 
divinity  great  store,  above  the  rest, 
bt  of  the  last  edition,  but  the  best* 
!e  must  have  language,  travel,  all  the  arts, 
jdgment  to  use,  or  else  be  wants  thy  parts: 
[e  must  have  friends  the  highest,  able  to  do, 
uch  as  Mecsroas  and  Augustus  too. 
le  must  have  such  a  sickness,  such  a  death, 
»r  else  his  vain  descriptions  come  beneath. 
Tho  then  9hall  write  an  epitaph  for  thee, 
[e  must  be  dead  first;  let  t  alone  for  me. 


CERTAIN  FEW  WOORDES 


»RCERNING  ONB  BERET  CORBETT  AFTER  HER 
DECEASE. 

sBi  siCD  ocroBia  tui  So>  anmo  1634. 
(paoM  ms.  HARL  NO.  464.) 

Heat,  or  nbt  many  feet  from  hence. 
The  virtue  lies  call'd  Patience. 
Sickness  and  Death  did  do  her  hooonr 
By  loosing  paine  and  feare  upon  her. 
T  is  true  they  font  ber  to  a  £r>^ve. 
That 's  all  the  triumph  that  they  have — 
A  silly  one — Retreat  o*er  night 
Proves  conquest  in  the  morning-fight : 
She  will  rise  up  against  them  both — 
All  sleep,  believe  it,  is  not  sloth. 

And,  thou  that  read*st  her  elegie, 
Take  something  of  her  bistorie : . 
She  had  one  husband  and  one  Sonne; 
Ask  who  they  were,  and  then  have  doooe. 


ITER  BOREAUL 

'  oijna  clerkes  of  Oxford,  docters  two»  and  two 
bat  would  be  doctors,  having  lesse  to  do 
Vith  Augustine  than  with  Galen  in  vacation, 
Ibang'd  studyes,  and  tum'd  bookes  to  recreation: 
VOL.  V. 


And  on  the  tenth  of  Anguft^  northward  bent 

A  journey,  not  so  soon  concetv'd  as  apent. 

The  first  halfe  day  they  rod^  they  light  upon 

A  noble  deargy  host,  Kitt  Middletoo ' ; 

Who,  numb'ring  out  good  disbes  with  good  tales. 

The  migorpart  o*  th'cheere  weighMdowne  the  scaless 

And  though  the  countenance  makes  the  feast,  (say 

bookes) 
Wee  nere  found  better  welcome  with  worse  lookes. 
Here  wee  pay'd  thankes  and  parted ;  and  at  night 
Had  entertainement,  all  in  one  man*s  right S 
At  Flore,  a  village ;  where  our  tenant  sbee. 
Sharp  as  a  winter*s  morning,  feirce  yet  free. 
With  a  leane  visage,  like  a  carved  face 
On  a  court  cupboard,  ofier'd  op  the  place. 
Shee  pleas'd  us  well ;  but,  yet,  Ker  husband  better; 
A  harty  fellow,  and  a  good  b(Mie-setter^ 
Now,  whether  it  were  providence  or  lucke. 
Whether  the  keeper's  or  the  stealer's  bucke, 
There  wee  had  ven'aon ;  such  as  Virgill  slew 
When  be  would  feast  .£neas  and  bis  crew. 
Here  wee  consum'd  a  day ;  and  the  third  monia 
To  Baintry  with  a  land-wind  were  wee  borne. 
It  was  the  market  and  the  lecture-day. 
For  lecturers  sell  s«nnons,  as  the  lay 
Doe  sheep  and  oxeu ;  have  their  seasons  just 
For  both  their  marketts :  there  wee  dranke  dowae 

dust 
In  th'  interim  comes  a  most  officious  drudge  ^ 
His  face  and  gowne  drawne  out  with  the  same  budge; 
His  pendent  pouch,  which  was  both  large  and  wide, 
Lookt  like  a  letters-psltent  by  his  side: 
He  was  as  awfuU,  as  he  bad  bin  sent 
From  Moses  with  th'  elev'nth  commandement; 
And  one  of  us  he  sought;  a  sonne  of  Flore 
He  must  bid  stand,  and  challendge  for  an  bower. 
The  doctors  both  were  quitted  of  that  feare. 
The  one  was  hoarce,  the  otfier  was  not  there ; 
Wherefore  him  of  the  two 'he  seazed,  beat 
Able  to  answere  him  of  all  the  rest : 
Because  bee  neede  but  ruminate  that  ore 
Which  he  bad  chew*d  the  Sabbath-day  before. 
And  though  be  were  re8olv*d  to  doe  him  right. 
For  Mr.  Bayley's  sake,  and  Mr.  Wright, 
Yet  he  dissembled  that  the  mace  did  erre ; 
That  he  nor  deacon  was,  nor  minister. 
No !  quoth  the  Serjeant ;  sure  then,  by  relation. 
You  have  a  licence,  sir,  or  toleration : 
And  if  you  have  no  orders  'tis  the  better. 
So  you  have  Dod's  Prsecepts,  or  Cleaver's  Letter. 
Thus  looking  on  his  mace,  and  urging  still 
Twas  Mr.  Wright's  and  Mr.  Bayley's  will 
I'hat  bee  should  mount ;  at  last  he  condiscended 
To  fttopp  the  gapp ;  and  so  the  treaty  ended. 
The  sermon  pleas'd,  and,  when  we  were  to  dine. 
Wee  all  had  preacher's  wages,  thankes  and  wine. 
Onr  next  day's  sUge  was  Lutterworth,  a  towne 
Not  willing  to  be  noted  or  sett  downe 

>  At  Aston  on  the  Wall,  in  Northamptonshire! 
where  Christopher  Middleton,  as  rector,  accounted 
for  the  first-fruiu.Oct  18th,  1612;  and  was  bu- 
ried Feb.  5tb,  16^7.     G. 

*  By  the  right  of  Dr.  Leonard  Hotton,  a  man  of 
some  note  in  his  day,  the  feliow-collegian  and  sab- 
sequent  fother-in-law  of  bishop  Corbet.    G. 

'  A  note  in  the  old  copies  infonns  us  that  his 
name  was  Ned  Hale.    G. 

4  A  sergeant.     Edit.  1648.    G. 
Pp 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


578 


CORBETS  POEMS. 


By  any  traveller;  for,  «tien  w*  had  bin 
Through  at  both  ends,  wee  oould  not  finde  an  inne : 
Yet.  for  the  church  sake,  tume  and  light  we  mast, 
Hopmg  to  see  one  dramme  of  WiekliiTs  dust; 
But  we  found  none  t  for  underneath  the  pole 
Noe  more  rests  of  his  body  then  his  sonle. 
*  Abused  martyr !  how  bast  thou  bin  tome 
By  two  wUde  factions  1  first,  the  Papists  bume 
Thy  bones  for  hate;  the  Puritans,  in  zeale, 
They  sell  thy  marble,  and  thy  brasse  they  steale. 
A  parson  mett  us  there,  who  had  good  store 
Of  livings,  some  say,  but  of  mannen  more ; 
In  whose  streight  cbeareftill  age  a  man  might  see 
Well  govem'd  fortune,  bounty  wise  and  free. 
He  was  our  guide  tp  hotter,  save  one  mile. 
There  was  his  dwelling,  where  we  stay*d  a  while. 
And  dranke  stale  beere,  I  thinke  was  never  new, 
Which  the  dun  wench  that  brought  it  us  did  brew. 
And  now  we  are  at  Leister,  where  we  shall 
Leape  ore  six  steeples,  and  one  hospitall 
Twice  told ;  but  those  great  landmarkes  I  referr 
To  Camden's  eye,  England's  chorographcr. 
Let  me  observe  that  almesmans  heraldrye. 
Who  being  ask'd,  what  Henry  that  should  be 
That  was  their  founder,  duke  of  Lancaster, 
Answer*d :  **  Twas  John  of  Gaunt,  P  assure  you,  sir;" 
And  so  conftited  all  the  walles,  which  sayd 
Henry  of  Grisemood  thjs  foundation  layd. 
The  nei^  thing  to  be  noted  was  our  cheere. 
Enlarged,  with  seav*ne  and  sixpence  bread  and  beere! 
But,  oh  yon  wretched  tapsters  as  you  are. 
Who  reckon  by  our  number,  not  your  ware. 
And  sett  false  figures  for  all  companyes. 
Abusing  innocent  meales  with  oathes  and  lyes; 
Forbeare  your  coos*nage  to  divines  that  come, 
Least  they  be  thought  to  drinke  up  all  your  summe. 
Spare  not  the  laity  in  your  reckoning  thus, 
But  sure  your  theft  is  scandalous  to  us. 
Away,  my  Muse,  from  this  base  subject,  know 
Thy  Pegasus  nere  strooke  his  foote  soe  low. 
Is  not  th'  usurping  Bichaid,  bnryed  here. 
That  king  of  hate,  and  therefore  slave  of  feare  ; 
Dragg'd  fixxn  the  fotall  foild  Bosworth,  where  he 
Lost  lifo,  and,  what  he  livM  for,^cruelty  ? 
Search ;  find  his  name :  but  there  Is  none.  Oh  kingsl 
Rememberwhenceyour  power  and  vastnene  springs; 
K  not  as  Richard  now«  so  shall  you  be; 
Who  hath  no  tombe,  but  scome  and  memorye. 
And  thongh  that  Woolsey  from  his  store  might  save 
A  pallace^  or  a  oolledge  for  his  grave. 
Yet  there  he  lyes  interred,  as  if  all 
Of  him  to  be  reraembred  were  his  fall. 
Nothing  but  eanh  to  earth,  no  pompeous  waigbt 
Upon  him,  but  a  pibble  or  a  quaite. 
If  thou  art  thus  neglected,  what  shall  we  * 
Hope  after  death,  who  are  but  shreads  of  thee  ? 
Hold!  William  calls  to  horse;  William  is  he. 
Who,  though  he  never  saw  threescore  and  three. 
Ore-reckons  us  in  age,  as  he  before 
In  drink,  and  will  bwte  nothing  of  foure  score: 
And  he  commands,  as  if  the  warrant  came 
¥rom  the  great  earie  himselfe  of  Nottingham. 
There  we  crost  Trent,  and  on  the  other  side 
Prayd  to  St.  Andrew ;  and  up  hill  we  ride. 
Where  we  observ'd  the  cunning  men,  like  moles. 
Dwell  not  in  bowses,  bat  were  earth*t  in  holes  ; 

*  Students  of  Christ-Qiurch  Gollese,  Oxford, 
which,  as  well  as  Whitehall,  the  "  palace''  before 
mcntiooed,  was  founded  by  Wobey.    G. 


So  did  they  not  bnilde  npvaids,  hot  dlgf  tihorongb, 
Ab  hermitts  caves,  or  oooycs  do  tbeir  borough  -. 
Great  underminers  snre  as  any  wbere; 
Tis  thought  the  powdei^traitors  practi^d  there. 
Would  you  notthmke  the  men  stood  m  their  beaiis. 
When  gardens  cover  bowses  there,  like  leades ; 
And  on  the  chymneyes  topp  the  mayd  may  koov 
Whether  her  pottage  boyle  or  not,  below ; 
There  cast  in  hearbtt,  and  salt,  or  bread ;  their  meate 
Contented  rather  with  the  smoake  then  heate? 
This  was  the  Rocky-Parish ;  higher  stood 
Churches  and  houses,  buildings  stone  and  wood  j 
Crosses  not  yet  demolisht ;  and  our  Lady e 
With  her  armes  on,  embradng  her  whole  babJ^ 
Where  let  us  note,  though  those  aienorihene  paits, 
The  crosse  finds  inthem  more  than  southeme  hearts 
The  castle's  ilext;  but  what  shall  I  report 
Of  that  which  is  a  xtiioe^  was  a  foft  ? 
The  gates  two  statues  koepe,  which  gyants '  sic, 
To  wbome  it  seemes  committed  was  the  care 
Of  the  whole  downfall.     If  it  be  yonr  fault ; 
If  you  are  guilty ;  may  king  David's  vault*. 
Or  Mortimers  darke  bole  *,  contain  yon  both ! 
A  just  reward  for  so  propbaaem  sloth. 
And  if  hereafter  tidings  shall  be  broaght 
Of  any  place  or  office  to  be  bought. 
And  the  left  lead,  or  unwedg'd  timber  3ret 
Shall  pass  by  your  consent  to  poicbaBe  it ; 
May  your  deformed  bulkes  endure  the  edge 
Of  axes,  feele  the  beetle  and  the  wedge ! 
May  all  the  ballads  be  caird  ib  and  dye, 
Which'  sing  the  warrs  of  Colebtand  and  sir  Gojr ' 
Oh  you  that  doe  GuiU-hall  and  Hofaneby  keepe 
Soe  carefully,  when  both  the  Ibaoden  sleepe. 
You  are  good  giants,  and  partake  no  shame 
With  those  two  wortblesse  trunkes  of  Not^ghssK: 
Looke  to  your  severall  charges ;  wee  must  goe, 
Though  greiv*d  at  heart  to  leave  a  castie  so. 
The  Bull-head  is  the  word,  and  we  must  eate; 
Noe  sorrow  can  descend  soe  deepe  as  meate: 
So  to  the  inne  we  come ;  where  our  best  ch««re 
Was,  that  bis  grace  of  Yorke  bad  lodged  there : 
He  was  objected  to  us  when  we  call. 
Or  dislike  ought :  *<  My  loid's  grace^  anaaen  aD: 
'*  He  was  contented  with  this  bed,  this  dyett" 
That  keepes  our  discontented  stomackes  qniect 
The  inne-keqper  was  old,  fouresoore  aHmost, 
Indeede  an  embleme  rather  then  an  host; 
In  whome  we  read  how  God  and  Time  decree 
To  honour  thrifty  ostlers,  such  as  he. 
For  in  the  stable  first  he  did  begin  ; 
Now  see  he  is  sole  lord  of  the  whole  inne: 
Mark  the  encrease  of  straw  and  hay,  and  boft'i 
By  thrift,  a  bottle  may  become  a  mow. 
Marke  him,  all  you  that  have  the  golden  itch, 
All  whome  God  hath  condemned  to  be  rich**. 

<  The  figuiie  in  these  lines  is  taken  firom  tlicfiv 
church  of  St  Mary*s»  Nottingfasip,  in  which  tbe 
long  ohancel  and  nave  with  the  tower  in  the  nidtf 
resemble  the  object  of  the  bishop's  metaphor.  IV 
castle  mentioned  in  the  succeeding  lines  has  '*  i»- 
rished  'mid  the  wreck  of  things  that  were."    C. 

'  Guy  and  Cddvrand.    6. 

*  Where  David  king  of  the  Scots  was  kept  pri- 
6. 


*  Which  is  within  the  castle.    6. 
i^' «  He  that  maketh  haste  to  be  lieh  shall  not  ^ 
innocent.**    Proveita  uviii.  ver.  €0.    Q. 
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inrell,  glad  hiher  of  thy  daaghter  Maris, 

lou  oftler-pboenix,  thy  exain|)le  rare  is. 

We  are  for  Xeirarke  after  this  sad  talke ; 

id  whither  tis  noe  journey,  but  a  walke. 

iture  is  wanton  there,  and  the  high-way 

em*d  to  be  private,  though  it  open  lay  | 

I  if  som^swelling  lawyer,  for  his  health, 

r  frantick  usurer,  to  tame  his  wealth, 

id  chosen  out  ten  miles  by  Trent,  to  trye 

ro  great  effects  of  art  and*  industry. 

le  ground  we  trodd  was  meddow,  fertile  land, 

iw  trlmm*d  and  levelPd  by  the  mower's  hand ; 

K>Te  it  grew  a  roke,  rude,  steepe,  and  high, 

hich  claimes  a  kind  of  reverence  from  the  eye : 

^ixt  them  both  there  glides  a  lively  streame, 

)t  loud,  but  swiite :  Masander  was  a  theme 

t)oked  and  rough ;  but  bad  the  poetu  aeene 

raight,  even  Trent,  it  had  immortal!  bin. 

lis  vide  the  open  plaine  admitts  the  sunne 

>  halfe  the  nver;  there  did  silver  runne: 

le  other  haUe  ran  dowdes ;  where  the  curlM  wood 

Ith  his  euUed  head  threatened  the  floude. 

ere  could  I  wish  us  ever  passing  by 

od  never  past ;  now  Newarke  is  too  nigh  : 

»d  as  a  Christmas  seemes  a  day  but  short, 

eluding  time  with  revells  and  good  sport ; 

I  tlid  ^ese  beauteous  mixtures  us  b^uile, 

nd  the  whole  twelve,  being  travaiTd,  seem'd  a  mile, 

ow  as  the  way  was  sweet,  soe  was  the  end ; 

or  passage  easy,  and  our  prize  a  friend  ", 

rbome  there  we  did  enjoy;  and  for  whose  sake, 

s  for  a  purer  kinde  of  coyne,  men  make 

s  liberall  welcome;  with  such  harmony 

8  the  whole  towne  had  bin  his  family. 

line  host  of  the  next  inne  did  not  repine 

hat  we  preferr'd  the  Heart,  and  past  his  signe : 

od  where  we  lay,  the  host  and  th'  hostesse  fotne 

Tould  shew  our  love  was  aym'd  at,  not  their  gaine  s 

he  very  beggars  were  s'  ingenious, 

hey  rather  prayd  for  him,  than  b^*d  of  us. 

od,  soe  the  doctoi's  friends  will  please  to  stay, 

he  Puritans  will  let  the  organs  play. 

^ould  they  pull  downe  the  gallery,  builded  new, 

^ith  the  church-wardens*  seat  and  Burleigh-pew, 

ewarke,  for  light  and  beauty,  might  compare 

1th  any  churah,  but  what  cathedralls  are. 

3  this  belongs  a  vicar  ^\  who  succeeded 

tie  friend  I  mentioned  $  such  a  one  there  needed; 

man  whose  tongue  and  life  is  eloquent, 

hie  to  charme  those  mutinous  hesids  of  Trent, 

ad  urge  the  canon  home,  when  they  conspire 

gainst  the  crosse  and  bells  with  swords  and  fire. 

here  stood  a  castle,  too;  they  shew  us  here 

he  roome  where  the  king  slep't,  the  window  where 

e  talk't  with  such  a  lord,  how  long  be  staid 

I  his  discourse,  and  all,  but  what  be  said. 

x>m  hence,*wiUKMit  a  perspective,  we  see 

ever  and  lanoolne,  where  we  faine' would  bee ; 

at  that  our  purse  and  bones  both  are  bound 

Ithin  the  circuite  of  a  narrower  ground. 

ur  purpose  is  all  homeward,  and  twas  time 

t  parting  to  have  witt,  as  well  as  rime ; 

all  three  a  clock,  and  twenly  miles  to  ride, 

nU  aske  a  speedy  hone,  and  a  sure  guide  ; 

^e  wanted  both  r  and  LDughborow  may  glory, 

nonr  hath  made  it  famous  in  our  story* 

"  Dr.  Jocks.    G. 

"  Mr.  Edwani  Mason.-*MS.  1695.    G. 


Twas  night,  and  the  swifte  hones  of  th«  Sonne 
Two  hoores  before  oor  jades  their  race  had  rum ; 
Noe  pilott  Moone,  nor  any  such  kinde  starre 
M  govemd  those  wise  men  that  came  from  farre 
To  holy  Bethlem  ;  such  lights  had  there  bm, 
They  would  have  soone  eonvay'd  us  to  an  inne ; 
But  all  were  wandring-stan ;  and  we,  as  they. 
Were  taught  noe  coune,  but  to  ride  on  and  stray. 
When  (oh  the  fate  Of  darknesse,  who  hath  tride  it) 
Here  oor  whole  fleete  is  scattei'd  and  divided ; 
And  now  we  labour  more  to  meete,  than  erst 
We  did  to  lodge ;  the  last  cry  drownes  the  first : 
Our  voyces  are  all  spent,  and  they  that  follow 
Can  now  no  longer  track  us  by  the  hollow; 
They  curse  the  formost,  we  the  hindmost,  both 
Accusing  with  like  passion,  hast,  and  sloth. 
At  last,  upon  a  little  towne  we  fall. 
Where  some  call  drinke,  and  some  a  candle  caH : 
Unhappy  we,  such  stragglen  as  we  are 
Admire  a  candle  oftner  then  a  starre : 
We  care  not  for  those  glorious  lampes  a  loofe. 
Give  us  a  tallOw-llght  and  a  dry  roofe. 
And  now  we  have  a  guide  we  cease  to  chafe. 
And  now  w'  have  time  to  pray  the  rest  be  safe. 
Our  guide  before  cryes  come,  and  we  the  while 
Ride  blindfold,  and  take  bridges  for  a  stite : 
Till  at  the  last  we  overcame  the  darke. 
And  spigbt  of  night  and  errour  hitt  the  marke. 
Some  halfe  bowre  after  enten  the  whole  tayle^ 
As  if  they  were  committed  to  the  jayle ; 
The  constable,  that  tooke  them  thus  divided, 
Made  them  seeme  apprehended,  and  not  guided : 
Where,  when  we  had  our  fbrtones  both  detested^ 
Compassion  made  us  friends,  and  so  we  rested. 
Twas  quickly  morning,  though  by  our  short  stay 
We  could  not  find  that  we  had  Tesse  to  pay. 
All  travellers,  this  heavy  judgement  heare : 
"  A  handsome  hostease  makes  the  reckoning  deare  ;* 
Her  smiles,  her  wocdes,  yonr  punes  must  requite 

them. 
And  every  wellcome  firom  her,  adds  an  Kern. 
Olad  to  be  gon  from  thence  at  any  rate. 
For  Bosworth  we  are  hont :  behold  the  state 
Of  mortaU  men !  Foule  Errour  is  a  mother. 
And,  pregnant  once,  doth  soone  bring  forth  an  other : 
We,  who  last  night  did  leame  to  loose  our  way. 
Are  porfect  since,  and  farther  out  next  day. 
And  in  a  forrest"  having  travell'd  sore. 
Like  wandring  Bevis  ere  he  found  the  bore; 
Or  as  some  love-sick  lady  oft  hath  donne. 
Ere  shee  was  rescued  by  the  knight  of  th'  Sonne : 
Soe  are  we  lost,  and  meete  no  comfort  then 
But  carts  and  horses,  wiser  then  the  men. 
Which  is  the  way  ?  They  neyther  speake  nor  point; 
Their  tongues  and  fingera  both  were  out  oif  joynt : 
Such  monsters  by  Coal-Orton  bankes  there  sitt. 
After  their  resurrection  firom  the  pitt 
Whilst  in  this  mill  wee  labour  and  tume  round 
As  in  a  conjurer's  cirde,  William  found 
AmenesforourdeUverance:  "Tame your cloakes,* 
Quoth  he,  *'  for  Puck  is  Inisy  in  these  oakes : 
If  ever  ye  at  Bosworth  will  be  found. 
Then  turne  yonr  cloakes,  for  thb'is  Fayry-^und.? 
But,  ere  this  witchcraft  was  perform'd,  we  mett 
A  very  man,  who  had  no  cloven  feete ; 
Though  William,  sUU  of  little  fisith,  doth  doubt 
T!#  Robin,  or  some  ^rite  that  watkes  about: 

>3  Leister  fbrrest.    O. 
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**  strike  him,*  quoth  be, "  and  it  will  turne  to  ayre ; 
Crosse  your  selves  thrice  and  strike  it.  '<  Strike  that 

dare," 
Thought  I,  "  for  sure  this  massy  forrester 
In  stroakes  will  prove  the  better  conjurer." 
But 't  was  a  gentle  keeper,  one  that  knew 
Humanity,  and  manners  where  they  grew ; 
And  rode  along  soe  htr  till  he  could  say, 
**  See  yonder  Bosworth  stands,  and  this  your  way." 
And  now  when  we  had  swett  *twixt  sunn  and  sunn. 
And  eight  miles  long  to  thirty  broad  had  spun ; 
We  learoe  the  just  proportion  from  hence 
0{  the  diameter  and  circumference. 
That  night  yet  made  amends;  our  meat  and  sheetes 
Were  ftirr  above  the  promise  of  those  streetes ; 
Those  bowses,  that  were  tilde  with  straw  and  naosse, 
Profest  but  weake  repaire  for  that  day's  losse 
Of  patience :  yet  this  outside  lets  us  know, 
The  worthyest  things  make  not  the  bravest  show : 
The  shott  was  easy ;  and  what  concemes  us  more. 
The  way  was  so ;  mines  host  doth  ride  before. 
Mine  host  was  full  of  ale  and  history ; 
And  on  the  morrow  when  he  brought  us  nigh 
Where  the  two  Roses  "  joyn'd,  you  would  suppose 
Chaucer  nere  made  the  Romant  of  the  Rose. 
Heare  him«  "  See  ye  yon  wood  ?  There  Richard  lay. 
With  his  whole  army :  kwke  the  other  way. 
And  loe  where  Richmond  in  a  bed  of  gorsse 
Encampt  himsdfe  ore  night,  and  all  his  foree : 
Upon  this  hill  they  mett.**    Why,  he  could  tell 
The  inch  where  Richmond  stood,  where  Richard  fell : 
Bemdes  what  of  his  knowledge  he  could  say. 
He  had  authenticke  notice  from  the  play ; 
Which  I  might  guesse,  by 's  mustring  up  the  ghost. 
And  policres,  not  incident  to  hosts ; 
But  cheitfy  by  that  one  perspicuous  thing. 
Where  he  mistooke  a  player  for  a  king. 
For  when  he  would  have  sayd, "  King  Richard  dyed. 
And  caird— A  horse !  a  horse !"— he,  "  Burbidge" 

cry*de**. 
Howere  his  talke,  his  company  pleas'd  well ; 
His  mare  went  truer  than  his  chronicle ; 
And  even  for  conscience  sake,  unspurr'd.  unbeaten. 
Brought  us  six  miles,  and  turn'd  tayle  at  Nuneaten. 
From  thence  to  Coventry,  where  we  scarcely  dine; 
Our  stomackes  only  warm'd  with  zeale^and  wine : 
And  then,  as  if  we  were  predestined  forth. 
Like  Lot  from  Sodome,  fly  to  Killingworth. 
The  keeper  of  the  castle  was  from  home, 
Soe  that  halfe  mile  we  lost ;  yet  when  we  come 
An  host  receivM  us  there,  wee'l  nere  deny  him. 
My  lord  of  Leister's  man ;  the  parson  by  him. 
Who  had  no  other  proofe  to  testify 
He  served  the  Lord,  but  age  and  baudery  *^ 
Away,  for  shame,  why  should  foure  miles  devide 
Warwicke  and  us  ?  They  that  have  horses  ride. 
A  short  mile  from  the  towoe,  an  humble  shrine 
At  foote  of  an  high  rock  consists,  in  signc 

*4  Botworth  field.    Edit.  1648.    G. 

*^  From  this  passage  we  learn  that  Richard  Bur- 
gage, the  alter  Roscius  of  Camden,  was  the  original 
representative  of  Shakespeare's  Richard  the  lliird. 

He  was  buried  in  the  parish  of  St.  Leonard, 

^Shoreditch,  as  Mr.  Chalmers  discovered,  on  the 

16th  of  March,  1618-1 9.     6. 

**  The  clerical  profligate  thus  gibbeted  for  the 
example  of  posterity  was  John  Bust,  inducted  the 
8thof  April,  1611.     G. 


Of  Guy  and  his  devotions ;  who  there  stands 
Ugly  and  huge,  more  then  a  man  on^s  hands: 
His  helmet  Steele,  his  gorgett  mayl,  his  sbeild 
Bra^s,  made  the  chappell  fearefnll  as  a  fold. 
And  let  this  auswere  all  the  pope's  complaioti; 
We  sett  up  gyants  though  we  pull  downe  sainta. 
Beyond  this,  in  the  roadway  as  we  went, 
A  pillar  stands,  where  this  Colossos  leant; 
Where  he  would  sigh  and  love,  and,  for  hearts  ease. 
OfUmes  write  verses  (some  say)  such  as  these: 
"  Here  will  I  languish  in  this  silly  bower,  ^ 

Whilst  my  true  love  triumphes  in  yon  high  tower. 
No  other  hinderance  now,  but  we  may  passe 
Oeare  to  our  inne :  oh  there  an  hostease  wis, 
To  whome  the  castle  and  the  dun  cow  are 
Sights  after  dinner;  she  b  morning  ware. 
Her  whole  behaviour  borrowed  was,  and  mirt, 
Halfe  fbole,  halfe  puppet,  and  her  pace  betwixt 
Measure  and  jigge;  her  court'sy  was  an  honour; 
Her  gate,  as  if  her  neighbour  had  ont-goo  her. 
She  was  barrd  up  in  whale-bones  which  doe  Iccse 
None  of  the  whale's  length;  for  tbey  reach'd  her 

Off  with  her  bead,  and  then  she  hath  a  middle : 
As  her  wast  stands,  she  lookes  like  the  new  fiddle, 
The  favorite  Theorbo,  (tmth  to  tell  ye,) 
Whose  neck  and  throat  are  deeper  then  the  bellT. 
Have  you  scene  monkyes  chain*d  about  the  loyves, 
Or  pottle-potts  with  rings  ?  Just  soe  she  joynes 
Her  selfe  together :  a  dressing  she  doth  love 
In  a  small  print  below,  and  text  above. 
What  though  her  name  be  King,  yet 't  is  noe  trttsoo, 
Nor  breach  of  stotute,  for  to  aske  the  reason 
Of  her  brancht  ruffe,  a  cubit  every  poke ; 
I  seeme  to  wound  her,  but  she  strook  the  stroke 
At  our  departure ;  and  our  worshipps  there 
Pay'd  for  our  titles  deare  as  any  where : 
Though  beadles  and  professors  both  have  done. 
Yet  every  inne  claimes  augmentatioii. 
Please  you  walke  out  and  see  the  castle*'?  Come, 
The  owner  saith,  it  ia  a  scholler's  home ; 
A  place  of  strength  and  health :  ha  the  same  kxU 
You  would  conceive  a  castle  and  a  court. 
The  orchards,  gardens,  rivers,  and  the  aire, 
Doe  with  the  trenches,  rampires,  walls,  compare: 
It  seemes  nor  art  nor  force  can  intercept  it. 
As  if  a  lover  built,  a  souldier  kept  it. 
l^  to  the  tower,  though  it  be  steepe  and  high, 
We  doe  not  climbe  but  walke ;  and  though  the  ey« 
Seeme  to  he  weary,  yet  our  feet  are  still 
In  the  same  posture  cozen'd  up  the  hill : 
And  thus  the  workeman's  art  deceaves  oor  fence, 
Making  those  rounds  of  pleasure  a  defence. 
As  we  descend,  the  lord  of  all  this  frame. 
The  honourable  chancellour,  towards  us  came  . 
Above  the  hill  there  blew  a  gentle  breath. 
Yet  now  we  see  a  gentler  gale  beneath. 
The  phrase  and  wellcome  of  this  knight  did  mait 
The  seat  more  elegit ;  every  word  he  spake 
Was  wine  and  musick,  which  he  did  expose 
To  us,  if  all  our  art  could  censure  those. 
With  him  there  was  a  prelate",  by  his  place 
Arch-deacon  to  the  byshopp,  by  his  face 
A  greater  man ;  for  that  did  counteHert 
Lord  abbot  of  some  convent  standing  yet, 

"  Warwick  castle.    Edit*  1648.    G. 

^*  Fulke  Oreville,  lord  Brooke.    G. 

1*  Arch-deacoQ  Burton.    Edit.  1648.    G. 
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corpulent  relique :  mairy  snd  't  is  sinne 
>me  Puritan  geti  not  bit  ^e  eaird  in ; 
mongst  leane  brethren  it  may  scandall  bring, 
fho  aeeke  for  parity  in  every  thing. 
3r  us,  let  him  enjoy  all  thilt  God  sends, 
lenty  of  flesh,  of  Gvings,  and  of  fretnds. 

Imagine  here  as  ambling  do«ne  the  street, 
ircling  in  Flower,  making  both  ends  meet: 
rhere  we  fare  well  foure  dayes,  and  did  cx>mplain, 
ike  harvest  folkes,  of  weather  and  the  raine : 
nd  oa  the  feast  of  fiartbol'mew  we  try 
rhat  reVells  that  saint  keepea  at  Banbury*".     . 
I  th'  name  of  God,  amen  '  First  to  begin, 
be  altar  was  translated  to  an  inne ; 
^e  lodged  in  a  cbappell  by  the  signe, 
ut  in  a  banquerupt  taveme  by  the  wine : 
esides,  our  horses  usage  made  us  thinke 
'  was  still  a  church,  for  they  in  coffins  drinke  'i ; 
s  if  *t  were  congruous  that  the  ancients  lye 
lose  by  those  alters  in  whose  faith  they  dye. 
ow  ye  beleeve  the  church  hath  good  rarietye 
f  monuments,  when  inns  have  such  satiety ; 
ut  nothing  lesse :  tber's  no  inscription  there, 
ut  the  church-wardens*  names  of  the  last  yeare: 
istead  of  .saints  in  windowes  and  on  walls, 
!ere  bucketts  hang,  and  there  a  cobweb  falls : 
iToald  you  not  sweare  they  love  antiquity, 
7ho  brush  the  quire  for  perpetuity  ? 
i^bilst  iill  the  other  pavement  and  the  floore 
re  supplicants  to  the  surveyor's  power 
f  the  high  wayes,  that  he  would  gravell  keepe; 
or  else  in  winter  sure  it  will  be  deepe. 
:  not  for  God's,  for  Mr.  Wheatlye's  sake 
<eyell  the  walkes;  suppose  these  pittfalls  make 
[im  spraine  a  lecture,  or  misplace  a  joynt 
n  his  long  prayer,  or  hb  flveteenth  point: 
liinke  you   the  dawes  or  stares  can  sett  him 

right? 
urely  this  sinne  upon  your  heads  must  light 
.nd  say,  beloved,  what  unchristian  charme 
I  this  ?  yoQ  have  not  left  a  legg  or  arme 
^an  apostle:  think  you,  were  they  whole, 
'hat  they  would  rise,  at  least  assume  a  soole } 
r  not,  't  is  plaine  all  the  idolatry 
.yes  in  your  folly,  not  th'  imagery. 
r  is  well  the  pinnacles  are  falne  in  twaine ; 
'or  now  the  Divell,  should  he  tempt  againe, 
lath  noe  advantage  of  a  place  soe  high : 
'ooles,  he  can  dash  you  fiom  your  gallery, 
^here  all  your  medjy  meet9 ;  and  doe  compare, 
7ot  what  you  leame,  but  who  is  kmgest  there ; 
rhe  Puritan,  the  Ansibaptist,  Brownist, 
ike  a  grand  sallet:  Tinkers,  what  a  towne  ist? 
rhe  crosses  also,  like  old  stumps  of  trees, 
ire  stooles  for  horsemen  that  have  feeble  knees ; 
i^rry  noe  heads  above  ground :  they  which  tell, 
rhat  Christ  bath  nere  descended  into  Hell, 
iut  to  the  grave,  his  picture  buried  have 
n  a  far  deeper  dungeon  than  a  grave : 
rhat  is,  descended  to  endure  what  paines 
rhe  Divell  can  think,  or  such  disciples'  braines. 
^o  more  my  greife,  in  such  prophane  abuses 
jkx>d  wbipps  make  better  verses  then  the  Muses. 
\way,  and  looke  not  back;  away,  whilst  yet 
rhe  church  is  standing,  whilst  the  benefltt 

^  AtthesigneoftheAlter-stone.  Edit  1648.  G. 
"  Which  serm  for  troughs  in  the  backside.    lb. 


Of  seeing  it  remaines ;  ere  long  yon  shall 
Have  that  lac't  downe,  and  call'd  apocryphal. 
And  in  some  bame  heare  cited  many  an  author, 
Kate  Stubbs,  Anne  Askew,  or  the  Ladye's  daughter ; 
Which  shall  be  urg'd  for  fothen.     Stopp  Dtsdaine,' 
When  Oxford  once  appears,  Satyre  refraine. 
Neighbours,  how  hath  our  anger  thus  out  gon*s  ? 
Is  not  St  Giles's  this,  and  that  St.  John's  i 
We  are  retum*d ;  but  just  with  soe  much  ore 
As  Rawleigh  from  his  voyage,  and  noe  more. 

Non  recito  cuiqnam  nisi  amieis,  idque  ooactus. 
Non  ubivis,  coramve  quibuslibet. 

Hor.  lib.  i.  sat  4. 


ON  MIL  RICE, 

THB  MANCIPLB  OP  CHIIffT-CHUaCB  DT  OZVOftOi 

Who  can  doubt,  Etce,  but  to  th'  etemall  place 

Thy  soule  is  fledd,  that  did  but  know  thy  foce  ? 

Whose  body  was  soe  light,  it  might  have  gone 

To  Heav'ne  without  a  resurrection. 

Indeed  thou  wert  all  type;  thy  limmes  were  signes. 

Thy  arteryes  but  roathematicke  lines : 

As  if  two  soules  had  made  thy  compound  good, 

That  both  should  live  by  faith,  and  none  by  blood. 


ON  HENRY  BOUNGS. 

Ip  gentleness  could  tame  the  Fates,  or  wit 
Deliver  man,  Bolings  had  not  di'd  yet ; 
But  One  which  over  us  in  judgment  sits. 
Doth  say  our  sins  are  stronger  than  our  wits. 


ON  JOHN  DAWSON, 

BUTLES  OF  CHEIST-CHUKCH. 

Dawson  the  butler's  dead :  although  I  think 

Poets  were  ne're  infus*d  with  single  drink, 

I  '11  spend  a  farthing.  Muse ;  a  watry  verse 

Will  serve  the  turn  to  cast  upon  his  herse 

If  any  cannot  weep  amongst  us  here. 

Take  off  his  cup,  and  so  squeeze  out  a  tear. 

Weep,  O  ye  barrels !  let  your  drippings  (all 

In  trickling  streams ;  make  waste  more  prodigal 

Than  when  our  beer  was  good,  that  John  may  float 

To  Styx  in  beer,  and  lift  up  Charon*»  boat 

With  wholsome  waves :  and,  as  ihe  conduits  ran 

With  claret  at  the  coronation. 

So  let  your  channels  flow  with  single  tiff. 

For  John,  I  hope,  is  crown'd  t  take  off  your  whiff. 

Ye  men  of  rosemary,  and  drink  up  all, 

Remembring  't  is  a  Jbutler*s  funeral : 

Had  be  been  master  of  good  double  beer* 

My  life  for  his,  John  Dawson  had  been  hera. 
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Ba,  dumb,  ye  infont-chimes,  thump  not  yonr  metde^ 
That  ne*re. out-ring  a  tinker  and  bis  kettle; 
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Cease,  all  yoo  petty  lanuof ;  Cor,  to  day 

If  young  Tom*8  TMurrectoi  from  the  clay : 

And  koow,  when  Tom  rings  out  his  ko^la, 

The<best  of  you  will  be  but  dinner-bells. 

Old  Tom  *s  grown  young  again,  the  fiery  cave 

Is  now  his  cradle,  that  was  erit  his  grare : 

He  grew  up  quickly  from  his  mother  Earth, 

For,  all  you  see  was  but  an  hour*s  birth  j 

Look  on  him  well,  my  life  I  dare  engage, 

You  ne're  saw  prettier  baby  of  his  age. 

Some  take  his  measure  by  the  rule,  some  by 

The  Jacob's  staff  Uke  his  profundity. 

And  some  his  altitude;  but  some  do  swear 

Young  Tom 's  not  like  the  old :  but,  Tom,  ne*re  iSear 

The  critical  geometrician's  line. 

If  thou  as  loud  as  e're  thou  did  ring'st  nine. 

Tom  did  no  sooner  peep  from  under-ground. 

But  straight  St  Uaiies  tenor  lost  his  soond. 

O  how  this  may-pole's  heart  did  swell 

With  full  main  sides  of  joy,  when  that  ceackt  bell 

Choakt  with  annoy,  9nd*s  admiration. 

Rung  like  a  quart-pot  to  the  congregation. 

Tom  went  his  progress  lately,  and  lookt  o»rc 

What  he  ne're  saw  in  many  years  before ; 

But  when  he  saw  the  old  fouodatkxi, 

With  some  like  hope  of  preparation, 

He  burst  with  grief;  and  lest  he  should  not  have 

Due  pomp,  he  's  his  own  bell-man  to  the  grave : 

And  that  there  might  of  him  be  still  some  mentkm, 

He  carried  to  his  grave  a  new  invention. 

They  drew  his  brown-bread  lace  on  pretty  gins. 

And  made  him  stalk  upon  two  rolling-pins; 

But  Sander  Hill  swore  twice  or  thrice  by  Heaven, 

He  ne're  set  such  a  kiaf  into  the  oven. 

And  Tom  did  Sanders  vex,  his  Cyclops  maker, 

As  nuich  asbe  did  Sander  Hill,  the  baker; 

Therefore,  loud  thumping  Tom,  be  this  thy  pride. 

When  thou  this  motto  shalt  have  on  thy  side : 

''Great  world!  one  Alexander  conquei'd  thee. 

And  two  as  mighty  men  scarce  conquer'd  me." 

Brmve  ooostant  qiirit,  none  could  make  thee  turn. 

Though  hang'd,  drawn,  quarter'd,  till  they  did  thee 

bum: 
Yet  not  for  this,  nor  ten  times  more  be  sorry. 
Since  thou  was  martyr'd  for  the  churohe's  gtory : 
But  for  thy  meritorious  sufferiij^, 
Thou  shortly  shalt  to  Heaven  in  a  string : 
And  though  we  griev'd  to  see  thee  thump'd  and 

l>«ig'd. 
We  'U  aU  be  glad.  Great  Tom,  to  see  thee  hang'd. 


JR.  C 

Whsn  too  ranch  seal  doth  fire  devotion. 

Love  is  not  love,  but  superstition : 

Even  so  in  civil  duties,  when  we  come 

Too  oft,  we  are  not  khid,  but  tnmblesotte. 

Yet  as  the  first  is  not  idolatry, 

So  is  the  last  bat  grieved  industry: 

And  such  was  mine,  whoee  strife  to  honour  you 

By  overphis,  hath  rob'd  yon  of  your  due. 


A  PROPBR  HBW  BALLASt, 

IMTITU  UD 

THE  FAEHYE'S  FAREWELL; 
oa,. 

OOD-A-MBRCT  IfTIUU 


TO  IS  simo  oa  wautLto  to  tbb  tows  < 
DOW  stow,"  Bt  TUB  lbasmsd;  bv  ti 

TOTHBimiBOr' 


Fabbwbll  rewards  and  Faeries, 

Good  hooswives  now  may  say. 
For  now  foule  slntts  in  daries 

Doe  fare  as  well  as  they. 
And  though  they  sweepe  tbeyr  hi^rtlis  no  lea 

Then  majrdes  were  wont  to  doe. 
Yet  who  of  late  for  deaneUnesa, 

Finds  sixe-pence  in  her  shoe  ? 

Lament,  lament,  old  abbies. 

The  Fairies  lost  command ; 
They  did  but  change  priests'  babies, 

But  some  have  change  yoar  land : 
And  all  your  children  sprung  fiPom  tfacnee 

Are  now  growne  Puritanes  ; 
Who  live  as  changelings  ever  ainee 

For  bve  of  your  demaines. 

At  morning  and  at  evening  both 

You  merry  were  and  glad. 
So  little  care  of  sleepe  or  sloth 

These  prettie  ladies  had ; 
When  Tom  came  home  from  labour. 

Or  Ciss  to  milking  rose. 
Then  merrily  merrily  went  thejrre  tabor. 

And  nimbly  went  theyie  toea. 

Wittness  those  rings  and  rounddayes 

Of  theirs,  which  yet  remaine. 
Were  footed  in  queene  Marie's  dayes 

On  many  a  grassy  plajrne; 
But  since  of  late,  Elisabeth, 

And  later,  James  came  in. 
They  never  daunc'd  on  any  heiUh 

As  when  the  time  hath  bin. 

By  which  we  note  the  Faries 

Were  of  the  old  profession ; 
Theyre  songs  were  Ave  Maryes : 

Theyre  daunces  were  procesnon : 
But  now,  alas !  they  all  are  dead. 

Or  gone  beyond  the  seas; 
Or  feilher  for  religion  fled. 

Or  dee  they  take  theyre  ease. 

A  teU-tale  m  theyie  oonipany 

They  nevet  ooidd  endure, 
And  whoe  so  kept  aot  secretly 

Theyre  mfar^  wn  pumslit  smv; 
It  was  a  Jnst  and  ebr&tian  deed 

To  pinch  such  blaeke  and  blew : 
O  bow  the  common  welth  doth  need 

Such  justices  as  you  I 

Now  they  have  left  oar  qmnten 

A  register  they  have. 
Who  lookedi  to  theyre  ch«ten» 

A  man  both  wise  and  grave ; 
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Ab  hundred  ^ttheyn  merry  prmncks 

By  one  tbat  I  could  name 
Are  kept  in  store,  coon  twenty  thanks 

*f»  Wiffiam  for  the  same. 

I  marvdl  who  his  efoake  woold  tanM 

When  pQcke  had  led  him  roond, 
Or  where  those  walking  fires  would  bume. 

Where  Cnrelon  woold  be  found ; 
How  Broker  wooM  a|>peare  to  be^ 

For  whom  this  age  doth  moome ; 
Bat  that  theyre  spiritts  live  in  thee, 

In  th^  old  WHlitei  Chooma 

To  William  Chonme  of  Stafford  shire 

GiTe  land  and  prajrses  doe, 
Who  every  meale  can  mend  yoar  cheare 

With  tales  both  old  and  true : 
To  William  all  give  audience. 

And  pray  ye  for  his  noddle, 
For  all  the  Farie*s  evidence 

Were  lost,  if  that  were  addle. 


(' 


Jl  NON  SEStUnvIL 
I  "  irrr  iistoiiiih"  8va     1658.) 


Mabss!  how  the  lanterns  clowd  mine  eyes, 
See  where  a  moon-drake  'gins  to  rise ; 
Saturae  crawls  much  likfr«i  iroo  cat^ 
1%  see  the  naked  moone  in  a  slipsboU  hatt 
Thunder-thumping  toadstools  crock  the  pots 

To  see  the  mermaids  tumble ; 
leather  cat^a^mountaines  shake  their  heels, 
To  heare  the  gosh-hawke  grumble. 
The  rustic  threed 
Begins  to  bleed, 
And  oobwdM  elbows  itches ; 
The  putrid  skyes 
Eat  mulsacke  pyes. 
Backed  up  in  lof^ke  breches. 

M—day  treoehen  made  good  hay, 
The  lobster  wtares  BO  dagger; 
Meale-mouthed  she-peacocke  powle  the  starres. 
And  made  the  lowbell  stagger. 

Blew  crocodiles  foame  in  the  toe. 

Blind  niea]e4)agges  do  follow  the  doe ; 

A  ribb  of  apple  braine  q>ice 

Will  folkiw  the  Lancashire  dice. 
Harke!  how  the  chime  of  Plutoes  pispot  cracks. 
To  see  the  rambowcs  wbede-gann  made  of  flax. 


NOySENCR 
(asbmoli's  museum,  a.  37.) 

LiKB  to  iht  thundring  tone  of  unspoke  speeches. 
Or  like  m  kfoifeer  dad  in  logicke  breeches, 
Or  like  the  gnye^Anrre  of  a  criBisoB  catty 
Or  like  the  moone-calfo  m  a  slip^shodde  haft : 
Bvem  sueb  Is  he  who  never  was  begotten 
UnliU  hM  chUdren  were  both  dead  and  rotiM. 


5S9 

Uke  to  the  toy  tomMoBe  of  a  cabbage. 

Or  like  a  crabbe-toase  with  its  bag  and  baggage. 

Or  like  the  four  square  cirele  of  a  ring. 

Or  like  to  hey  diii«e,  dii^ea  dingea  dtinge : 

Even  soch  is  he  who  spdie,  and  yet  no  doubt 

Spake  to  saiall  purpose,  when  his  toBgu^  was  out 

Like  to  a  foire,  fresh,  folding,  withered  rose. 
Or  lyke  to  rhjrmii^  verse  that  runs  in  prose, 
Or  lyke  the  stumbles  of  a  tynder  box. 
Or  lyke  a  man  that%  sound  yet  hath  the  poas 
E^en  such  n  he  who  dyed,  and  yet  did  Uugh 
Ti  see  these  Ihies  writt  for  hn  epiUph. 


THE  COUNTRY  UEEK 

Tsaici and  above  blest  (my  soul^  hBlfe!)artthei 

In  thy  though  last  yet  better  vowe. 
Canst  leave  the  cyttye  with  exchange  to  see 

The  country^  sweet  simplicitie. 
And  to  knowe  and  practise,  with  intent 

To  growe  the  sooner  innocent, 
9y  studdyinge  to  knowe  vertue,  and  to  aynM 

More  at  her  nature  than  her  name. 
The  last  ib  but  the  least,  the  first  doth  tell 

Wayes  not  to  live,  but  to  live  well. 
And  both  are  knowne  to  thee,  who  bow  canst  live, ' 

Led  by  tby  conscience,  to  give 
Justice  *  to  soon  pleas*d  Nature,  and  to  shawe 

Wisdome  and  she  togeather  goe, 
And  keepe  one  center :  tiiis  with  that  oeospnes    : 

To  teach  bmb  to  confine's  desires ; 
To  knowe  that  riches  have  their  proper  stint 

In  the  contented  minde,  not  mint; 
And  canst  instruct,  that  those  that  have  the  itch 

Of  cravinge  Biore,  are  aever  rich.  [prevent 

These  thinges  thou  knowst  to  th*  height,  and  dest 

The  mange,  because  then  art  content 
With  that  Heaven  gave  thee  with  a  snaringe  hand, 

MoreblesMd  in  thy  brest  than  Und, 
To  keepe  but  Nature  even  and  upright. 

To  quench  not  oocker  appetite. 
The  first  is  Nature's  end;  this  doth  impart  . 

Least  thankes  to  Nature,  BMit  to  Alt. 
But  thou  caast  tersely  live,  and  satisfie 

The  bdlye  only,  not  the  eye; 
KeepiBge  tiie  baridnge  stomache  meanly  quiet 

With  a  neat  yet  needful!  dyett. 
But  that  which  most  creates  thy  happy  lifo^ 

Ii  the  fruition  of  a  wife, 
Whom  (starres  oonsentmge  with  thy  fote)  thou  haft 

Gott,  not  so  beantifoU  as  chast 

*  Thb  poem,  of  which  the  leading  foaturesseem 
to  be  copied  ftxan  the  10th  epistle  of  the  Ist  book 
of  Horace,  bas  been  printed  in  Tbe  Antient  and 
Modem  Miscellany,  by  Mr.  Waldron,  from  a  ma- 
nuscript m  his  possesnon,  and  it  is  consequently  re- 
tamed  in  this  edition  of  Corbet's  Poems ;  to  whose 
acknowledged  productions  it  bears  no  resemblance^ 
at  the  same  tioie  that  it  is  attributed  (in  Ash- 
mole's  MSS.  No.  38,  fol.  91.)  to  Robert  Heyrick, 
tbe  author  of  Httperides.    G. 

*  Disdte  quam  parvo  liceat  producere  ritam, 
Et  quantum  nature  petat. 

Lncan,  iv.  ver.  3Tf . 
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By  whof  e  warmed  tide  tboa  dott  cecvirely  sleepe, 

Whilst  Love  the  centiiiell  doth  keepe 
With  those  deeds  dune  hy  day,  which  ne'er  affiight 

The  silken  slumhere  in  the  night ; 
Nor  hath  the  darkenesse  power  to  osber  in 

Feare  to  those  sheets  that  knowe  no  sinne : 
Bat  still  thy  wife,  by  chast  intention  led, 

Oires  thee  each  night  a  maidenhead. 
For  where  pure  thoughts  are  led  by  godly  feare, 

Trew  love,  not  lost  at  all,  comes  there; 
And  In  that  sense  the  chaster  thonghts  commend 

Not  halfe  so  ninch  the  act  as  end : 
That,  what  with  dreams  in  sleepe  of  rural!  blisse, 

Night  growes  farre  shorter  than  she  is. 
The  damaske  meddowes,  and  the  crawlinge  streames, 

Sweeten,  and  make  soft  thy  dreams.    - 
The  purlinge  springes,  groves,  birdes,  and  well- 
weavM  bowers. 

With  fields  enamelled  with  flowers. 
Present  thee  shapes,  whilst  phantasye  discloses 

Millions  of  lillyes  mixt  with  roses. 
Then  dreame  thou  hear'st  the  lambe  with  many  a 
bleat 

Woo'd  to  come  sucke  the  milkey  teste; 
Whilst  Faunas,  in  the  vision,  vowes  to  keepe 

From  ravenouse  woIfe  the  wooUey  sheepe ; 
With  thowsand  such  enchantinge  dreames,  which 
meet 

To  make  sleepe  not  so  sound  *as  sweet 
Nor  can  these  igures  in  thy  rest  endeere, 

As  not  to  up  when  chanticleere 
Speaks  the  last  watch,  but  with  the  dawne  dost  rise 

To  worke,  but  first  to  8acrifi<:e : 
Makinge  thy  peace  with  Heaven  lor  some  late  fenlt. 

With  holy  meale  and  cracklinge  sah.  [us. 

That  done,  thy  painfall  thumbe  this  sentence  tells 

God  for  our  labour  all  thinges  sells  us. 
Nor  are  thy  daylye  and  devout  afl^yres 
'    Attended  with  those  de^^perate  cares 
Th*  industriouse  marchant  hath,  who  for  to  finde 

Gold,  runneth  to  the  furthest  Inde  \ 
And  home  againe  tortur'd  with  fear  doth  hye. 

Untaught  to  suffer  povertye. 
But  you  at  home  blest  with  securest  ease, 

Sitt'st  and  beleev*8t  that  there  are  seas, 
And  watrye  dangers;  but  thy  better  hap 

But  sees  these  thinges  within  thy  mapp. 
And  Tiewinge  them  with  a  more  safe  survayc, 

Mak*st  easy  Feare  unto  thee  say, 
A  heart  thrice  wall'd  with  oake  and  brass  that  man 

Had,  first  durst  plough  the  ocean. 
But  thoo  at  home,  without  or  tyde  or  gale, 

Canst  in  thy  mapp  securely  sayle, 
Viewinge  the  parted  countryes,  and  so  gtiesse 

By  their  shades  theiii substances; 
And  from  their  compasse  borrowing  advise, 

Buy'st  travayle  at  the  lowest  price, 
^or  are  thy  eares  so  seakl  but  thou  canst  beare 

Far  more  with  wonder  than  with  feare. 

— Gr/era  deskUranhtr, 

f  Impiger  extremes  currit  mercator  ad  Indos, 
Per  mare  pauperiem  fugiens,  per  saza,  per 
ignes. 

Hot.  Epist  1. 


.  THE  GHOST  OF  ROBERT  WISDOME*. 

Thoo,  once  a  body,  now  but  ahne. 
Arch-botcher  of  a  psalme  or  prayer. 

From  Car&x  come; 
And  patch  me  up  a  zealous  lay. 
With  an  old  «per  and  for  ay. 

Oxgall  and  A 


Or  such  a  spirit  lend  me. 

As  may  a  hymne  downe  send  me,  ' 

To  purge  my  bimine: 
So,  Robert,  looke  behiode  thee. 
Least  Turke  or  Pope  doe  find  thee. 

And  goe  to  bed  againe. 


EPITAPH  ON  THOMAS  JONCE\ 

Haas,  for  the  nonce. 
Came  Thomas  Jonce, 

In  St.  Giles  church  to  lye. 
None  Welsh  before. 
None  Welshman  more, 

Till  Shon  Grrk  die. 

I  Ml  tole  the  bell 
1*11  ringiiu  knell; 
He  died  well, 
He*ssav*dfh>mHeII; 
And  so  farwel 
Tom  Jonce. 


LA  DYES  OF  THE  NEW  DRESSE, 

THAT  WBAai  IHIia  GOaCRS  Ann  aAYLlS  DOWKB  19 

TBEn  WAims. 

Ladtis,  that  weare  black  cipress-vailes 
Tum'd  lately  to  white  linnen-rayles. 
And  to  your  girdle  weare  your  bands. 
And  shew  your  armes  instead  of  hands; 
What  can  you  doe  in  Loit  so  meet 
As,  fittest  dress,  to  weare  a  sheet } 
T  was  once  a  band,  't  is  now  a  cloalce, 
An  acome  one  day  proves  an  oke: 
Weare  but  your  linnen  to  your  feet. 
And  then  your  band  will  prove  a  sheet 
By  which  devise,  and  wise  exoesse, 
You'l  doe  your  penance  in  a  dresse; 
And  none  shall  know,  by  what  they  see. 
Which  lady's  censured,  and  which  fiee. 

*  See  WartoR'S  History  of  Eqglish  l^^etry,  ^• 
iii.p.  170,  17U  G.  He  oootiibuted  some  sf  die 
Psalms  in  the  Old  Version.    C 

*  A  clemman,  and  inhabitant  of  St  Giks^  pa- 
nsh|  Oxford    His  proper  nanke  was  Jones.   ^* 
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TBB  LADIKI*  A1I8WSR* 
(bail.  MSt.  vo.  6396.) 

LACKi.  cjprcipe  vailet  are  throudet  on  nifht, 

'^bite  linnen  railes  are  raiei  of  light, 

''hicb  though  we  to  the  girdles  weare, 

Vve  hands  to  keep  your  hands  off  there. 

fitter  drease  we  have  in  Lent, 

a  shew  as  trewly  penitent 

lioe  makes  the  hand  to  be  a  ck>ke 

!ake8  John-a-style  of  John-an-opke. 

^e  weare  our  garments  to  the  feet, 

et  oeede  not  make  our  baodes  a  sheet : 

he  clergie  weare  as  long  as  we, 

et  that  implies  oooformitie. 

e  wise,  recant  what  you  have  writt, 

sast  you  doe  pennance  for  your  witte ; 

3ve*s  charm  hath  power  to  weare  a  stringe, 

y  tye  you  as  you  tied  your  ringe; 

here  by  love's  sbaipe  but  just  decree 

ou  may  be  censured,  we  go  free. 


CORBET*!  RBPZ.T. 

(ASmOU's  MUSBOM,  A.  38.  POL.  66.) 

WW  nought  but  love-charmes  power  have 

our  blemisht  creditt  for  to  save; 

ben  know  your  champion  .is  blind, 

od  that  love-nottes  are  soon  untwinde. 

ut  blemishes  are  now  a  grace, 

nd  add  a  lustre  to  your  face; 

oar  blemisht  credit  for  to  save, 

on  needed  not  a  vayle  to  have ; 

he  rayle  for  women  may  be  fltte, 

ecause  they  daylie  practice  ytt. 

nd,  seeing  counsel!  can  you  not  reforme, 

£ad  this  reply — and  take  ytt  not  in  scome. 


UPON  FAIRFORD  WINDOWS*.     ' 

Tbll  me,  you  anti-saints,  why  brass 

ITith  you  is  shorter  lived  than  glass  ? 

j&d  why  the  saints  have  scap't  their  fislls 

(etter  from  windows  than  from  walles  ? 

s  it,  because  the  brethren's  fires 

d aintain  a  glas^-house  at  Blackfryars  ? 

7ext  which  the  church  stands  north  and  south, 

Lod  east  and  west  the  preacher*8  mouth. 

>r  is  %  because  such  painted  .ware 

tesembles  something  that  you  are, 

loe  py'de,  soe  seeming,  soe  unbound 

a  manners,  and  in  doctrine,  (bund, 

rhaty  out  of  emblematick  witt, 

f ou  spare  yourselves  in  sparing  it  ? 

fit  be  soe.  then,  Falrefbrd,  boast 

rhy  church  hath  kept  what  all  have  lost ; 

iad  is  preserved  from  the  bane 

H  either  warr,  or  puritane : 

^ose  life  is  cokwrM  in  thy  pamt, 

rhe  inside  diMse,  the  outside  saint. 


Twenty-eight  in  number,  and  painted  with  the 
ries  of  the  Old  and  New  Testament    C. 


UPON  FAIREFORD  WINDOWBS\ 
(misc.  mss*  roms,  mos.  bbtt.  aiit  sloam.  vo.  1446.) 

I  KKows  no  painte  of  poetry 
Gan  mend  such  colour'd  imag'ry 
In  sullen  inke,  yet  (Fayrefbrd)  I 
May  rellish  thy  lair  memory. 
Such  is  the  echoed  iainiter  sound. 
Such  is  the  light  when  the  Sunn  *s  drown'dy 
So  did  the  fmcy  look  upon 
The  work  before  it  was  begun. 
Yet  when  those  sbowes.are  out  of  sight, 
My  weaker  colours  may  delight 
Those  images  doe  fsithfullie 
Report  true  feature  to  the  eie. 
As  yon  may  think  each  picture  was 
Some  visage  in  a  looking-glass; 
Not  a  glass  window  face,  unless 
Such  as  Cheapside  hath,  where  a  press 
Of  painted  gallants,  looking  out. 
Bedeck  the  casement  rounde  about 
But  these  have  holy  phisnomy ; 
Each  paine  instructs  the  laity 
With  silent  eloquence ;  for  heere 
Devotion  leads  the  eie,  not  eare,      ' 
To  note  the  eathechisinge  punt. 
Whose  easie  phrase  doUi  soe  aoquatnte 
Our  sense  with  gospell,  that  the  creede 
In  such  an  hand  the  weake  may  reade. 
Such  tipes  e*en  yett  of  vertue  bee. 
And  Christ  as  in  a  glass  we  see- 
When  with  a  fishinge  rod  the  clarke 
St  Peter's  draught  of  fish  doth  marke, 
Such  is  the  scale,  the  eie,  the  finn. 
You'd  thinke  they  strive  and  leape  within ; 
But  if  the  nett,  which  holdes  them,  brake, 
He  with  his  angle  some  would  take. 
But  would  you  waike  a  turn  in  Paul's, 
Luoke  up,  one  little  pane  inrouls 
A  fairer  temple.    Flinge  a  stone. 
The  church  is  out  at  the  windowe  flowne. 
Consider  not,  but  aske  your  eies. 
And  ghosts  at  mid-day  seem  to  rise. 
The  saintes  there  seemeing  to  descend. 
Are  past  the  glass,  and  downwards  bend. 
Look  there !  The  Devill !  all  would  cry. 
Did  they  not  see  that  Christ  was  by. 
See  where  he  suffers  for  thee !  See 
His  body  taken  from  the  treel 
Had  ever  death  such  life  before  ? 
The  limber  corps,  be-sully'd  o*er 
With  meagre  paleness,  does  display 
A  middle  state  'twixt  flesh  and  clay. 
His  armes  and  leggs,  his  head  and  crown. 
Like  a  true  lambskin  dangle  downe: 
Whoe  can  forbeare,  the  grave  being  nigh. 
To  bringe  fresh  ointment  in  his  eye  ? 
The  wond*rous  art  hath  equall  fote, 
Unfixt,  and  yet  inviolate. 
The  Puritans  were  sure  deceav'd 
Whoe  thought  those  shaddowes  mov'd  and  heaVd, 

'  This  poem,  which  is  in  some  manuscripCs  at- 
tributed  to  William  Stroude,  has  ah«ady  been 
printed  in  the  topographer  of  my  very  intelligent 
friend,  Samuel  Egeitoa  Brydges,  esq.  vol.  iL  p. 
112.    G. 
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So  held  from  ftoiiiiigcCliriit;  thewinde 
Aud  bofrterout  laa^peils  were  to  kinde. 
As  on  bk  image  not  to  prey, 
Whome  both  the  wisde  and  teat  obey. 
At  nomas'  wiih  be  not  amaz'd ; 
.  For  if  each  Cbrifltian'l  heart  were  glaz'd 
With  fiich  a  windowe,  then  each  brest 
Might  bee  hit  owne  evangelist 


THE  DISTRACTED  FUIUTANE. 

Am  I  madd,  O  noble  Festns, 
.    When  scale  and  godly  knowledge 
Hare  put  me  in  hope 
To  deal  with  the  pope. 
As  well  as  the  best  in  the  ooUedge  ? 
Boldly  I  preach,  hate  a  crosse,  hate  a  surplice, 

Miten,  copes,  and  ratchets : 
Gome  heare  me  pray  nme  times  a  day, 
And  fill  your^heads  with  crotchets. 

In  the  house  of  pure  limannel 
I  had  my  education; 

Where  my  friends  surmise 

I  daxeled  mine  eyes 
With  the  light  of  rerelation. 
Boldly  1  preach,  4cc. 

They  bound  me  like  a  bedlam, 
Tliey  lash't  my  ibure  poore  quarters; 

Whilst  this  I  endure. 

Faith  makes  me  sure 
To  be  one  of  Foxe's  martyrs. 
Boldly  I  preach,  fcc. 

TheM  ii^}uryes  I  suffsr 
Through  Anti-Christ's  perswasions: 
Teke  off  this  chaine. 
Neither  Rome  nor  Spaine 
Can  resist  my  strong  invasioiis. 
Boldly  I  preach,  kc. 

Of  the  beasf  8  ten  homes  (God  blesse  us !) 
I  hate  knock  *t  off  three  already : 

If  they  let  me  akme, 

I  '11  leave  him  none ; 
But  they  say  I  am  too  heady. 
Boldly  I  preach,  Itc 


When  I  sack'd  the  sea?en-hUl*d  citty 
I  mett  the  great  redd  dragon: 
I  kept  him  aloofe 
With  the  armour  of  proofe^ 
Though  here  I  have  never  a  rag  on. 
Boldly  I  pfeaoh,  3u:. 

'  With  a  fiery  sword  and  largett 
There  fought  I  with  this  moiister : 
But  the  sonnes  of  pride 
My  zeale  deride. 
And  all  my  deedes  misoonster. 
Boldly  I  preach,  &c 

I  unhoist  the  whore  of  Babel 
With  a  lannce  of  iospiratioiis : 

I  made  her  stinke. 

And  spiU  her  drinck 
In  the  cuppof  abominatiotis.   ' 
Boldly  I  preach,  &c 

I>ave  seene  two  in  a  yisioa, 

\Tkfa  a  flying  booke  betweene  then : 

I  have  bin  in  dispake 

Five  times  a  yeare. 
And  cur'd  by  reading  Oreenham. 
Boldly  I  preach,  fcc. 

I  observ'd  in  Perkin's  Tables  * 
The  Mack  lines  of  danmation : 

Those  crooked  vdnes 

Soe  struck  in  my  braines. 
That  I  fearM  my  reprobation. 
Boldly  I  preach,  kc* 

In  the  holy  tongue  of  Ghana  an 
I  plac'd  my  chicfest  pleaeure : 

Till  I  prickt  my  foote 

With  an  Hebrew  roote. 
That  I  bledd  beyond  all  measure. 
Boldly  I  preach,  kc 

I  appear'd  before  the  arch-bisbopp, 
And  all  the  high  comauasioo : 
I  gave  him  noe  grace. 
But  told  him  to  his  lhc« 
Hiat  he  fovour'd  superstition. 
Boldly  I  preach,  hate  a  croin,  hate  a  mafiactt 

Miten,  copes,  and  totchets: 
Come  heare  me  prey  nine  times  a  day, 
And  fiU  your  heads  #ith  cretchels. 

*  An  enuneut  divine  of  Cambrid|e.   C 
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LIFE  OF  THOMAS  CAREW, 

.  BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


HIS  elegant  poet  was  the  younger  brother  of  sir  Matthew  Caiew,  a  sealou^  aihiercnC 

the  fortunes  of  Cbaries  1.  and  of  the  family  of  the  Carews  in  Gloucestenhire»  bnt  de- 
ended  from  the  more  ancient  family  of  that  name  in  Devonshne.  He  is  ^ppossed  to 
iye  been  bom  in  1589'.  According  to  Anthony  Wood,  he  receifed  his  academical 
location  at  Qoipus  Christi  College,  Oxford,  but  was  neither  matriculated,  nor  took 
ly  degree. 

After  leaving  college,  he  improved  himself  by  travelling,  according  to  the  custom  of 
e  age,  and  associating  with  men  of  learning  and  talents  both  at  home  and  abroad :  and 
dng  distinguished  for  superior  elegance  of  manners  and  taste/ he  was  received  into  the 
mrt  of  Charles  I.  as  gentleman  of  the  privy  chamber,  and  sewer  in  oidinary.  His  wit 
ftd  recommended  him  to  his  sovereign,  who,  however.  Clarendon  informs  us,  incurred 
le  displeasure  of  the  Scotch  nation  by  bestowing  upon  him  the  phice  of  sewer,  m  pie- 
rence  to  a  gentleman  recommended  upon  the  interest  of  the  courtiers  of  that  nation. 

He  appears  after  tliis  appointment  to  have  passed  his  days  in  affluence  and  gaiety. 
[»  talents  were  highly  valued  by  his  contemporaries,  particulariy  Ben  Jonson  and  snr 
William  Davemmt.  Sir  John  Suckling,  only,  in  his  Session  of  the  Poets,  insinuates  t&at  his 
:>enis  cost  him  more  labour  than  is  consistent  with  the  fertility  of  real  genius.  But  of  this 
lere  are  not  many  marks  visible  in  his  works,  and  what  sir  John  mistakes  for  the  hibour 
r  costiveness  may  have  been  only  the  laudable  care  he  employed  in  bringing  bis  verses  to 
higher  degree  of  refinement  than  any  of  his  contemporaries. 

His  death  is  daid  to  have  taken  place  in  1639,  which  agrees  with  the  informatioD  we 
ave  m  Clarendon's  life.  "  He  was  a  person  of  a  pleasant  and  facetious  wit,  and  made  . 
laiiy  poems  (especially  in  the  amorous  way)  which  for  the  sharpness  of  the  fancy,  and  the 
legance  of  the  language,  in  which  that  fiancy  was  spread,  were  at  least  equal,  if  not  sii- 
erior  to  any  of  that  time :  but  his  glory  was,  that  zAtxJifty  year 9  of  his  life  spent  with 
*ss  severity  or  exactness  than  it  ought  to  have  been,  he  died  with  great  remorse  fcH*  that 
cence,  and  with  the  greatest  manifestation  of  Christianity,  that  his  best  friends  could 
lesire."  It  b  pleasing  to  record  such  ample  atonement  for  the  licentiousness  of  some  of 
is  poems,  which,  however,  his  editors  have  hitherto  persisted  in  handing  down  to  posterity. 

It  does  not  aj^iear  that  any  of  his  poems  were  published  during  his  life-time,  except  such 
»  were  set  to  music.  The  first  collection  was  printed  in  l^mo.  l640,  the  second  m  l642, 
he  third  (not  in  l654  as  Cihber  asserts,  but)  in  l651,  and  a  fourth  in  1670.  In  1772  Mr. 
Thomas  Davies  published  an  edition,  with  a  few  notes,  and  a  short  character,  in  which  the 

'  MS.  note  in  my  copy  of  the  tditioo  1651,  probably  on  the  authority  of  Clarendon  hereafter  giyen. 
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writer  has  taken  for  granted  some  particulars  for  whicfa  no  authority  can  be  foond.  Tlj 
edition,  with  some  necessary  omissions  and  corrections,  has  been  princqiaDy  used  on  th 
present  occasion.  A  dialogue,  in  kregular  measure,  is  printed  in  Mr.  Ellis's  Specanen^ 
from  a  manuscript  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Mal<me. 

Carew's  Ceel^  Qritannicuip,  at  one  time  erroneously  attributed  to  Davenant,  n 
printed  with  the  first  editions  of  his  poems,  and  afterwards  separately  in  l65l.  Lsq) 
baine,  and  Gibber  after  him,  says  that  our  author  placed  the  Latin  notes  on  tfaeiroi^ 
when  printed,  but  no  edition  printed  m  his  life-time,  is  now  known.  The  dntidi,  boi 
ever>  might  have  been  prefixed  to  the  music  of  the  Masque. 

Oldys,  in  his  MSS.  notes  on  Langbaine,  infiuma  us^that  **  Carew's  Sonnets  were  iwi 
in  request  than  any  poet's  of  his  time,  that  is  between  1630  and  11)40.  They  were  mu 
of  them  set  to  music  by  the  two  fiunous  composers,  Henry  and  William  Lawes,aDdot^ 
cminesit  mMmi  dud  sung  at  cooct  in  their  masques.''  Itmay  be  added  that  Csrvw^ 
.  one  of  the  old  poets  whom  Pope  studied,  and  iiDm  whom  he  borrowed.  Dr.  Pto^ 
hovonn  him  with  the  con^iilimtnt  of  being  an  ''  elcn^t,  and  ahnost  foigotlca  w^ 
irho^e  poem^  4^9eiv%  to  be  reviied/'  But  no  modern  critic  appears  |o  have  esfijasled 
aMnt  .with  npom  Kben^lity  than  Mr.  Headley;  his  opinion  however^  is  here  copied, 
without  suq[Ncion  that  his  enthusiasm  may  be  thought  to  have  carried  him  too  frr. 

"  The  eonaummate  elegance  of  this  gentleman  entitles  him  to  very  considerabte 
tion.  Spri^tiy,  pdished,  and  perspicuous,  eveqfpart  of  his  woika  displaii  the  bhd 
ssnas,  gallantry,  and  fareedii^;  indeed  mai^  of  his  productions  bate  a  ceituD 
finish,  and  betray  a  4eiterity  both  of  thought  and  expression  much  superior  to  say 
of  his  contcmpomiies,  and  on  similar  subjects,  rarely  sutpassed  by  his  soooesson. 
\m  the  ease  without  the  pedantry  of  WaUer,  and  perhiq»  less  conceit  He  renuads  v 
the  best  manner  itf  lord  Lyttelton.  Waller  b  too  csLdusivefy  considered  as  the  fist 
who  brQi^t  tmfication  to  any  tfais^  like  its  present  standard,  Caiew's  pretenswn 
the  same  Merit  are  seldom  sufiiciently  either  considered,  or  allowed.  Though  ^ 
long  befiue  softened  us  into  chrilify,  yet  it  was  <rf  a  formal,  ostentatious,  and 
catf ;  aa4  with  a  very  lew  exceptions,  its  eflfects  upon  composition  were  similar  to 
on  aavmerB.  Something  more  light,  uoaftcted,  ami  alluring,  was  still  wantipg;  in 
thi^g  but  sineerity  of  intention  it  was  deficient.  Panegyric,  dedamatoiy  and 
was  rated  by  those  to  whom  addressed,  on  the  principle  of  Ruben's  taste  for  besiitj, 
ila  quantity,  not  its  ekgance.  Satire,  dealing  in  rancour  rather  than  npioof,  a» 
istflimid  to  tosh  than  to  laugh  as  out  of  oar  rices;  and  neasly  counteracted  her 
by  her  Wanlt  of  good  manners.  Carew  and  Waller  jointly  b^n  to  lanedy  those 
fa  them,  gallantry,  for  the  first  time,  was  accompanied  by  the  Graces,  the  fiibosaiesc^ 
panegyric  £Ngot  its  gentility,  and  the  edge  of  satire  r^idered  keener  in  prnpoitigD  to  ii^ 
aamcKthnfSSi    Sncklii^  says  of  our  author  in  hb  Session  of  the  Poet^  that 

the  issue  of  his  brain 

Was  seldome  brought  ibrth  but  with  trooble  and  pain.    . 

^  In  Lloyd's  Worthies^  Carew  is  likewise  caikd  '  ekbcrmie  and  accurate.'  Ho««^ 
diefiict  might  be,  the  internal  evidence  of  his  po^mssays  no  suchthii]^.  HoaKhtfF^ 
periy  remarked,  that  Waller's  pieces,  '  aspire  not  to  AesnUhne,  still  leas  to  the  psthedc 
Carew,  m  his  beautiful  Masque,  has  gjhren  us  mstances  of  the  former;  aad,JDbii£pi^'^ 
on  tody  Mary  Villers,  eminently  of  the  latter." 


Digitized  by 


Gobgle 


POEMS 


Of 


THOMAS  CAREW. 


THE  SPRING. 

row  that  the  wmtar'ft  gone,  the  Earth  hath  lort 
t    Her  snow-white  robes,  and  now  no  more  the 
idica  the  gfaw,  or  caata  an  icy  craam       [frost 
on  the  silver  lake,  or  chrystal  stream : 
t  the  warm  Sun  thaws  the  benmnmed  Earth 
i  makes  it  tender,  gives  a  aacaed  birth 
the  dead  swallow,  wakes  in  hollow  tma 
e  drowsy  cuckow  and  the  bundle  bee. 
w  do  a  quire  of  chirping  minsbels  being 
triumph  to  tha  world,  the  youthful  Spring : 
e  Tallies,  hilli^  and  woods,  in  rich  army, 
ticome  the  comiag  of  the  loog'd-fijr  May- 
w  aUtbingi  smile;  only  my  love  doth  low'r : 
r  hath  the  scalding  noon-day-Suo  the  powV 
melt  that  macbia  ioe,  which  stiU  doth  hold 
r  heart  congeai'd,  and  makes  her  pi^  cold. 
e  ox,  which  lately  did  for  shelter  4y 
o  the  stall,  doth  bow  saooraly  lie 
open  fields :  and  love  no  roone  is  made 
the  flre-aide ;  bat  in  the  cooler  shade 
lyntas  now  doth  with  his  Chloris  sleep 
der  a  sycamore,  and  all  things  keep 
ne  with  the  season ;  only  she  doth  carry 
ae  in  her  eyes,  in  her  h^rt  Jannary. 


TO  A.L. 

MUltllAaiOIIS  T»  LOVB. 


f  IKK  not,  'oaaaa  men  taitVing  say, ' 
are  fre^  aa  April,  sweet  at  May, 
tght  as  is  thenoming-star, 
lat  yon  are  so ;  or  though  Von  are, 
!  not  tbaaelbra  pnmd,  and  deem 
I  men  anwertihy  year  eiteem : 
r  being  so,  yoa  lose  the  pleaaure 
being  fish-,  staoa  that  rich  treaanaa 


Of  rare  beanty  and  sweet  feature 
Was  bestow'd  on  you  by  nature 
To  be  enjoy'd,  and  't  were  a  sin 
There  to  be  scarce^  where  she  hath  been 
So  prodigal  of  her  best  graces ; 
Thus  coamxn  beauties  and  mean  faces 
Shall  have  more  pastime,  and  enjoy 
The  sport  yon  toae  by  being  coy. 
Did  the  thing  for  which  I  sue. 
Only  concern  myself,  not  yon  ; 
Were  men  so  feam'd  as  they  ahme 
Reap'd  all  the  pleasure,  women  none. 
Then  had  you  reason. to  be  scant; 
But 't  were  a  madnem  not  to  grant 
That  which  affords  (if  yon  consent) 
To  you  the  giver,  more  content 
Than  me  the  beggar  ;  oh  then  be 
Kind  to  yourself,  if  not  to  me ; 
Starve  not  yourself,  because  you  may 
Thereby  make  me  pine  away ; 
Nor  let  brittle  beauty  make 
You  your  wiser  thoughts  formke : 
For  that  lovely  face  will  hji ; 
I  Beauty's  sweet,  but  beauty's  firail ; 
*T  is  sooner  past,  't  is  sooner  done 
Than  summer's  rain,  or  winter's  sun ; 
Most  fleeting,  when  it  is  most  dear; 
*T  is  gone,  while  we  but  say  t  is  here. 
These  curioos  locks  so  aptly  twin'd^.    ^ 
Whose  every  hair  a  soul  doth  bind,   "* 
Will  change  their  ^auburn  hue,  and  grow 
White,  and  cold  aa  winter's  snow. 
That  eye  which  now  is  CnpidTs  nest 
Will  prove  his  grave,  and  all  the  rest 
Will  follow ;  in  the  cheek,  chin,  nose^ 
Nor  lilly  shall  be  found,  nor  rose ; 
And  what  will  then  become  9f  all 
Those,  whom  now  you  servants  call  ? 
Like  swallows,  wh^  your  snnmier's  done 
They  '11  fly,  and  seek  some  warmer  sun. 
Then  wisely  chuse  one  to  jrour  fHend, 
Whose  love  may  (when  yonr  beantiea  eod) 
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Hemaio  still  firm.:  be  provident. 

And  think  before  the  8ommer*8  Upent 

Of  following  winter;  Uketh^ant 

In  plenty  hoard  for  time  of  icant 

Oili  oat  amongst  the  multitude 

Of  loven,  that  seek  to  intrude 

Into  your  fovour,  one  that  may 

Love  for  an  age,  not  for  a  day; 

One  that  will  quench  your  youthful  fires, 

And  feed  in  age  your  hot  desire* 

Vor  when  the  storms  of  time  have  mov'd 

Waves  on  that  cheek  which  was  belov'd; 

When  a  fair  lady's  face  is  pin'd, 

And  yellow  spread  where  red  pnce  shin'd ; 

When  beauty,  youth,  and  all  sweeto  leave  her. 

Love  may  return,  but  lovers  never: 

And  old  folks  say  there  are  no  pains 

like  itch  of  love  in  aged  veins. 

Oh  k>vc  me  then,  and  now  b^n  it. 

Let  us  not  lose  this  present  minute: 

For  time  and  age  will  work  that  wrack 

Which  time  or  age  shall  ne*er  call  back. 

Hie  snake  each  y^r  fresh  skin  resumes. 

And  eagles  change  their  aged  plumes; 

The  &ded  rose  each  spring  receives 

A  fresh  red  tincture  on  her  leaves: 

But  if  your  beauties  once  decay, 

You  never  know  a  second  May. 

Oh,  then  be  wise,  and  whilst  your  season 

Affords  you  days  for  sport,  do  reason; 

Spend  not  in  vain  your  life's  short  hour. 

But  crop  in  time  your  beauty's  flow'r: 

Which  will  away,  and  doth  together 

Both  bud  and  fade,  both  blow  and  wither. 


•    LIPS  AND  EYES.     . 

Ik  Celia's  face  a  question  did  arise. 
Which  were  more  beautiful,  her  Lips  or  Ey«: 
«•  We,"  said  the  Eyes, "  send  forth  those  pointed  darts 
Which  pierce  the  hardest  adamantine  hearts." 
«  Prom  us,"  r«Frfy*d  the  Lips, "  proceed  those  blisses, 
Which  tevers  reap  by  kind  words  and  sweet  kisses." 
Then  wept  the  Eyes,  and  from  their  springs  did  pour 
Of  Uquid  oriental  pearl  a  show'r. 
Whereat  the  Lips,  mov'd  with  delight  and  pleasure. 
Through  a  sweet  smileunlock'd  their  pearly  treasure; 
And  bade  Love  judge,  whether  did  add  more  grace. 
Weeping  or  smiling  pearls  in  Celia's  fac-e. 


A  DIVINE  MISTRESS. 

Ik  Nature's  pieces  still  1  iee 

Some  errour  that  might  mended  be ; 

Something  my  wish  could  still  remove, 

Alter  or  add ;  but  my  fair  love 

Was  framed  by  hands  far  more  divine; 

For  she  hath  every  beauteous  line: 

Yet  I  had  been  far  happier 

Had  Nature,  that  made  me,  made  her ; 

Then  likeness  might  (that  love  creates) 

Have  made  her  love  what  now  she  hates: 

Yet  I  confess  I  cannot  spare 

From  her  just  shape  the  smallest  hair ; 


Nor  needlbcg  from  all  the  store 
Of  Heaven  for  her  one  beauty  more : 
She  hath  too  much  divinity  for  me; 
Ye  gods,  teach  her  some  more  homanit;'. 


SONG. 

A  BEAUTIFUL  MISTRESS. 

If  when  the  Sun  at  iKxm  displays 
His  brighter  rays. 
Thou  but  appear. 

He  then  all  pale  with  shame  and  fear, 
Qneochetli  his  light. 

Hides  his  dark  brow,  flies  from  thy  sight. 
And  grows  more  dim, 

Compar'd  to  thee,  than  stars  to  hino. 

If  thou  but  show  thy  foce  again. 

When  darkness  doth  at  midnight  reign. 

The  darkness  flies,  and  light  is  hori*d 

Round  about  the  silent  world  : 

So  as  alike  thou  driv*st  away 

Both  light  and  darkness,  night  and  day. 


A  CRUEL  MISTRESS. 

We  read  of  kings,  and  gods,  tl»t  knidly  took 
A  pitcher  flIPd  with  water  from  the  brook: 
But  I  have  daily  teodred  wHhoat  thanks 
Rivers  of  tears  that  overflow  their  baalcs. 
A  slaughter'd  bull  will  appease  angry  Jove; 
A  horse  the  Son,  a  lamb  the  god  of  love; 
But  she  disdains  the  spotless  sacrifice 
Of  a  pure  heart,  that  at  her  altar  lies. 
Vesta  is  not  displeased,  if  her  chaste  ura 
Do  with  repaired  Itiel  ever  bum; 
But  my  saint  frowns,  though  to  her  honoQfdBai 
I  consecrate  a  never-dying  flame. 
Th*  Assyrian  king  did  none  i*  th*  ftwnacetiiio*, 
But  those  that  to  his  image  did  not  bow; 
With  bended  knees  t  daily  worship  her, 
Yet  she  consumes  her  own  idolater. 
Of  such  a  goddess  uo  tunes  leave  rscocd, 
That  burnt  the  temple  where  she  was  ador'tL 


SONG. 

MURDERIKO  BSAUTT. 

I  'll  gaze  no  more  on  her  bewitching  fs^ 
Since  ruin  baibours  there  m  every  plsce: 
For  my  enchanted  soul  alike  she  droFus 
With  cahns  and  tempests  of  her  snilo  •»  11^ 
1 11  love  no  more  those  cmd  eyes  of  lw«» 
Which,  pleas'd  or  anger*d,  still  are  onMeren' 
For  if  she  dart  (like  lightning)  throogh  the  w 
Her  beams  of  wrath,  she  kilb  me  with  dapstfi 
If  she  behold  me  with  a  pleasing  eye^ 
I  surfeit  with  excess  of  joy,  and  diew 
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MY  MISTRESS, 

COMMA«mNO  MB  TO  BBTUnN  HBR  LBTTBRS. 

o  gneves  th>adv«it'roas  merchant,  when  he  throws 
11  the  km^-toil'd-for  treMire  bit  ship  stows 
ito  the  an^ryiiMiii,  to  save  from  wrack      • 
jmself  and  mea;  as  I  grieve  to  give  back 
b«e  letten.:  yet  so  poweifiil  is  your  sway. 
Mf  yoii  bid  me  die,  I  mmt  obey. 

0  then,  blest  papen,  you  shall  kiss  those  hands 
bat  gave  yoa.fireedom,  bat  hold  me  in  hands: 
T»ich  with  a  tooch  did  gi^  you  life,  bat  I, 
ecaosc  I  may  not  touch  those  hands,  most  die. 
lethrnks,  as  if  they  knew  they  should  be  seat 
ome  to  their  native  soil  from  hoaishmoit, 

ne  them  smile,  like  dymg  saints,  that  know 

b«y  are  to  leave  the  Earth,  and  tow'rd  fleav'n  go. 

[hen  you  return,  pray  tell  your  sovereign, 

od  mme,  I  gave  you  courteous  entertain; 

ich  line  receiv'd  a  tear,  and  then  a  kiss ; 

rat  bath'd  in  that,  it  scap*d  unscorehM  from  this: 

wst  it,  because  your  hand  had  been  there ; 

at,  *caase  it  was  not  now,  I  shed  a  tear. 

$11  her  no  length  of  time  nor  change  of  air, 

»  cruelty,  disdain,  absence,  despair, 

9,  nor  her  atedfiut  consUncy  can  deter 

y  vassal  heart  from  ever  hon'ring  her. 

»agh  these  be  pow*iful  arguments  to  prove 

love  in  vain^  yet  I  most  ever  kfre. 

ly,  if  she  frown  when  yon  that  word  rehearee, 

»vice  in  prose  is  oft  calPd  kyve  in  verse: 

den  pray  her,  since  I  send  back  on  my  part 

»>  papers,  she  will  send  me  hack  my  heart. 

she  refuse,  warn  her  to  come  before 

l»e  god  of  love,  whom  thus  I  will  implore : 

Traveling  thy  country's  road  (great  god)  I  spy'd 

r  chance  this  lady,  and  walk'd  hy  her  side 

nwn  place  to  placMi,  fSearing  no  violence, 

>r  I  was  well  arm'd,  and  had  made  defence 

1  former  fights»  'gainst  fiercer  loes  than  she 
Ki  at  our  first  encounter  seem  to  be : 

at  going  farther,  every  step  reveaPd 
nne  hidden  weapon,  till  that  time  cooceard. 
ieing  those  outward  arms,  1  did  begin 
i  fear  some  greater  strength  was  lodg'd  within. 
)oking  unto  her  m'md,  I  might  survey 
0  host  of  beauties  that  in  ambush  lay; 
Qd  won  the  day  before  they  fought  the  field : 
ve  I,  unable  to  resist,  did  yield. 
Bt  the  insulting  tyrant  so  deitroys 
y  ^niqoM'd  miod,.Qy«aie,  my  peace  my  joy»; 
r^ks  my  eweet  sleep,  invades  my  harmlesa  rest, 
ohs  me  of  aU  the  troanne  of  my  breast; 
»re8  not  my  heartr  nor  yet  a  greater  wrong; 
w  having  stol*n  my  hoart,  she  binds  my  tongoe. 
at  at  the  last  her  meltii^  eyes  nnseal'd 
T  lips,  enlarg'd  my  tongue,  then  I  reveai'd 
0  her  own  ears  the  story  of  my  harms, 
^HMight  by  her  virtues,  and  her  beauty's  charaa. 
^  hear  (just  judge)  an  act  of  savagenesi : 
^en  I  compjain,  in  hope  to  Bnd  redress, 
J«  bends  her  angry  brow,  and  from  her  eye 
aoou  thousand  darts.    I  then  well  hopM  to  die ; 
at  m  such  sovereign  balm  love  dips  his  shot, 
wt,  though  they  wound  a  heart,  they  kill  it  not: 
He  saw  the  blood  gush  forth  from  many  a  wound, 
et  fled,  and  left  me  bleeding  on  the  ground, 
^J2J*"Sht  ray  cwre,  nor  saw  me  since ;  't  is  true, 
•"Ijcnce  and  thne  (two  cuniuog  leeches)  drew 
VUL  V* 


The  flesh  together,  yet  sore  though  the  skm 
Be  elos*d  without,  the  wound  festers  withm. 
Thus  hath  this  crael  lady  us'd  a  true 
Servant  and  subject  toienelf  and  yon; 
Nor  know  i  (great  Love)  if  my  life  be  lent 
To  show  thy  mercy,  or  my  punishment; 
If  this  inditement  fright  her,  so  as  she 
Seem  willing  to  return  my  heart  to  me. 
But  cannot  And  it,  (for  perhaps  it  may, 
'Mongst  other  triflmg  hearts,  be  out  of  the  way) 
If  she  repent,  and  would  make  me  amends. 
Bid  me  but  send  me  bar's,  and  we  are  friends." 


SECRECY  PROTESTED. 

Fbai  not  (dear  kive)  that  I  'II  reveal 

Those  hours  of  pleasure  we  two  steal: 

No  eye  shall  see,  nor  yet  the  Sun 

Descry,  what  thou  and  I  have  done  ; 

No  ear  shall  hear  our  fove,  but  we 

Silent  as  the  night  will  be; 

The  gpd  of  love  himself  (whose  dart 

Did  first  woand  mine,  and  then  thy  heart)  * 

Shall  never  know,  that  we  can  tell, 

What  sweeU  in  stolen  embraces  dwell: 

This  only  means  may  find  it  out; 

If,  when  I  die,  physicians  doobt 

What  cans'd  my  death ;  and  there  to  view 

Of  all  their  judgments  which  was  true. 

Rip  up  my  heart:  O  then  I  fear 

The  world  will  see  thy  picture  there. 


A'PRAYER  TO  THE  WIND. 

Goy  thou  gentle  whisperidg  Wind, 

Bearthissigh;  andifthoufind 

Where  my  cruel  fair  doth  rest» 

Cast  it  in  her  snowy  breast ; 

So,  inflam'd  by  my  desire. 

It  may  set  her  heart  a-fiites 

Those  sweet  kisses  thou  shalt  gain. 

Will  reward  thee  for  thy  pain. 

Boldly  light  upon  her  lip. 

There  suck  odours,  and  thence  skip 

To  her  bosom;  lastiy,  fall 

Down,  and  wander  over  all; 

Range  about  those  ivory  hills 

From  whose  every  part  distilr 

Amber  dew;  there  spices  grow. 

There  pure  streams  of  necur  flow  % 

There  perfume  thyself,  and  bring  • 

All  those  sweets  npon  thy  wing : 

As  thou  return'st,  change  by  thy  pow'r 

Every  weed  into  a  flow'r ; 

Turn  each  thistle  to  a  vine. 

Make  the  bramble  eglantine; 

For  so  rich  a  booty  made, 

Do  but  this,  and  I  am  paid. 

Thou  canst,  with  thy  pow*rful  blast, 

Heat  apace,  and  cool  as  fast : 

Tbon  canst  kindle  hidden  flame. 

And  again  destroy  the  same : 

Then,  for  pity,  either  stir 

Up  the  fire  of  love  in  her, 

That  alike  both  flames  may  shine, 

Or  else  quite  extinguish  mine. 


.  oq 
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SONG. 


M|I010CBITY  IH  WVK  REJECTBD, 

<7irE  me  more  love,  qr  more  disdain, 
The  torrid,  or  the  ftozeo  zone 

Bring  equal  ease  unto  my  pain; 
The  temperate  ajSbrd^  me  uone: 

Either  ei^reme,  of  love  or  bate, 

is  sweeter  than  a  calm  estate. 

■Q'wa  me  a  storm ;  if  it  be  love, 

Like  Danae  in  that  golden  shower, 
I  swim  in  pleasure;  If  it  prove 

Disdain,  that  torrent  will  devour 
My  vulture-hopes;  and  he 'i possessed 
Of  Heaven  that  «s  but  from  Hell  releasM  : 
Then  crown  my  joys,  or  core  my  pain ; 
Give  me  more  love,  or  more  disdain. 


OiREW'S  POEMS. 

Now  doth  she  with  her  new  love  pimy. 
Whilst  he  runs  mnrmaring  away. 
Mark  bow  she  couHs  tlie  banks,  wkil*  tfaaf 
As  amorously  their  arms  display, 
V  embrace  and  clip  her  ^X^er  w«»w»: 
See  how  she  strokes  their  sides,  md  craves 
Au  entrance  thews,  which  they  d«oy  j 
Whereat  she  frowns,  threatning  to  tj 
Home  to  her  stream,  and  'gina  to  c^taa 
Backward,  but  from  the  ehaimd's  hrhn 
Smiling  returns  into  the  creek. 
With  thousand  dimples  on  her  cbeA. 

Be  thou  this  eddy,  and  Til  make 
My  breast  thy  shoi«,  where  ttMm  abolt  take 

Secure  repose,  and  never  dream 
Of  the  qnite  Ibnaken  stream: 
Let  him  to  the  wide  ocean  haste. 
There  lose  Us  colour,  name  nad  ta^e ; 
Thou  Shalt  save  all,  und,  safe  from  him. 
Within  these  aims  for  ever  swim. 


SQ2VG'. 

GOOD  COUNWI'  TO  ▲  YOtJMG  MAIO. 

Gaze  not  on  thy  beauty's  pride, 
Tender  maid,  in  the  false  tide 
That  from  lovers^  eyes  doth  slide. 

Let  thy  faithful  chrysUl  show. 
How  thy  coloun  come  and  go: 
Beauty  takes  a  foil  from  wo«- 

Love,  that  in  those  smooth  strefims  lies 
Under  Pity's  fair  disguise. 
Will  thy  melUng  heart  surprise. 

Nets  of  passion's  finest  thread. 
Snaring  poems,  will  be  spreaid. 
All  to  catch  thy  maidenhead. 

Then  beware;  for  those  that  cwps 
Love's  disease,  themselves  endure 
For  reward  a  calenture. 

Rather  let  the  lover  pine. 

Than  his  pale  cheek  should  assign 

A  perpetual  blush  to  thine. 


7t)  MY  MISTRESS, 

SirUNG  RY  A  lUVBR'f  ftlMt- 
AN  SDDY. 

Mark  how  yon  eddy  steals  away 
From  the  rude  stream  into  the  bay; 
Then  lock*d  up  safe,  she  doth  divorce 
Her  waters  from  the  channel's  cobrse. 
And  scorns  the  torrent  that  did  bring 
Her  headlong  from  her  native  spring. 

^  We  shall  observe,  once  for  all,  tl\at  elegance 
characterises  all  our  pioet*s  love  pieces.  This  song, 
with  the  Penuasions  to  Love,  and  several  other 
poems  which  the  judicious  reader  will  easily  dis- 
tinguish, are  incontestable  pix)ofs  of  it. 


I  1        ! 
SONG, 

COSQCBST  «Y  FU6BT. 

Ladies,  fly  from  love's  smooth  tsle. 
Oaths  steep'd  in  tears  do  oft  prevnil ; 
Grief  is  infectious^  and  the  air 
]nflam*d  with  sighs  wiU  bl^st  the  fair: 
Then  stop  your  ears  when  loven  cry* 
Lest  yourself  weep,  ivhen  no  soft  eye 
Shall  witli  a  sorrowing  tear  reimj 
That  pity  which  you  cast  away. 

Young  men,  fly,  when  beauty  darti 
Amorous  glances  at  your  beasts: 
The  fixt  mark  gives  the  shooter  aim. 
And  ladies*  looks  have  power  to  maim ; 
Now  *twiEt  their  lips,  now  in  their  eyesk 
Wrapt  in  a  smile,  or  kiss,  kive  li«s ; 
Then  fly  betimes,  for  only  tboy 
Conquer  love  that  run  away.     . 


SONG. 

TO  Bf  ¥  IHOOMSTANT  mtTBESS. 

Wiuoi  thou,  poor  exoommunicale 
From  all  the  joys  of  love,  shalt  see 

The  full  reward,  and  gloHoos  fete. 
Which  my  strong  feith  shall  purdisse  mt, 
Then  curse  thine  own  inconstancy. 

A  feircr  hand  than  thine  shall  core 
That  heart  which  thy  felse  oaths  did  wooo^ 

And  to  my  soul,  a  soul  more  pure 
Than  thine  shall  by  love's  hand  beboood, 
And  both  with  equal  gkMry  crown'd. 

Then  shalt  thou  weep,  entreat,  cpmplsio 

To  love,  as  I  did  once' to  thee ; 
When  all  thy  tears  shall  be  as  vain 

As  mine  were  then,  fer  thou  shaU  be 

Damn'd  for  thy  felse  aposUcy. 
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69S 


som. 

vmmmMMmi^  to  mVjov. 

the  quick  sfMrili  ia  your  eye 
w  lauguishp  and  edou  aiutt  dm.; 
iv^  Bwee^  and  eVry  gMoe  . 
1st  fly  frook  that  fonakea  face: 
rbeo,  Celia,  let  m  reap  ou  joyi^ 
m  time  Mob^  goocUy  frmt  dtfl^poyBi 

if  that  golden  fleece  must  grow 
•  ever,  free  from  a^ed  snow  ; 
hose  bright  suns  murt  know  no  shade, 
:  your  fresh  beauties  ever  fade  j 
m  fear  not,  Celia,  to  bestow 
lat  still  beiug  gathered  still  must  grow, 
rbus,  either  Time  his  sickle  brings 
p.  vain,  or  else  in  vain  his  wings. 


A  JDEPOaiTION  FROM  LOVE, 

^s  foretold,  yonr  rebel  sex 
^or  love  nor  pity  knew; 
I  with  what  scorn  you  use  to  vex 
bor  hearts  that  humbly  sue; 
I  believ*d,  to  crown  our  pain, 
iould  we  the  Ibrtresa  win, 

happy  lover  sura  should' gsin 

paradise  within: 

ought  love's  plagues  like  dragons  sate^ 
f  to  fright  us  at  the  gate. 

I  did  enter,  apd  enjoy 
Hiat  happy  lovers  prove ; 
1  could  kiss,  and  sport,  and  toy, 
nd  taste  those  sweets  of  love, 
ich,  had  they  but  a  lasting  8tate> 
r  if  in  Celia's  breast 
force  of  love  might  not  aba^, 
)ve  were  too  mean  a  guest, 
now  her  breach  of  faith  far  more 
cts,  than  did  her  scorn  before. 

d  fate !  to  have  been  once  possest^ 

s  victor,  of  a  heart 

icv*d  with  labour  and- unrest, 

od  then  ibrc'd  to  depart ! 

le  stout  ibe  will  net  resign 

^hen  1  besiege  a  town,  • 

ie  but  what  wa?  never  mine  *. 

at  he  that  is  cast  down 

n  enjoy *d  beauty,  feels  a  wo«, 

f  deposed  kings  can  know. 


GRATEFUL  BE4VTY  THR^AT^NED. 

>w,  Celia  (since  thou  art  so  proud) 
r  was  1  that  gave  thee  thy  renown  t 
u  hadst,  in  the  fctfyotten  crowd 
f  common  beauties^  liv*d  onkaown, 
I  not  my  verse  exhal'd  thy  name, 
'  with  it  impt'  the  wings  of  Faow. 

This  technical  phrase  is  borrowed  fro  A  ftilconry. 
Kmers  say.  To  imp  tt  feather  in' a' hawk's  winfc 
to  add  a  new  piece  to  an  old  stump. 


That  killing  power  is  none  of  thin«, 
I  gave  it  to  thy  voice 'and  eyes : 

Tby  sweets,  thy  graces,  all-  are  mine ;    « 
Thou  art  my  star,  shin'st  in  my  sides  f 

Then  dart  not  from  thy  borrowed  sphere 

Lightning  on  fiim  that  ftft'd  tliee  theie. 

Tempt  me  with'such  sflHght^no  moiMl, 
hkt  what  T  made  I  oncreate : 

Let  fools  thy  ihystic  tiirmtndore., 
1  *\\  know  -f  bee  in  thy  mortal  state. 

Wise  poets,  that  wrap  truth  iu  tales. 

Knew  her  themselves  throng!^  aN  her  veih. 


PUSDAJK  RBTUMNmiK 

He  that  bvw  a  rosy  cRuek^ 

Or  a  coral  lip  admires, 
Or  from  star-like  eyes  dotlrseek 

Fuel  to  maintain  his  ih«r; 
As  old  Time  makes  thole  decay* 
So  bift  flames  must  waste  awayw 

But  a  smooth  and  stsdfiMfcMbd^ 
Gentle  thoughts  and  cahn  desiresi 

Hearts  with- equal  love  oombin'dy 
Kindle  nevep-dying  flresi 

Where  these  are  hotv  1  despise. 

Lovely  checks,  or  lip8»  or  eyefc 

No  tears,  Celia,  now  shall  win 
My  resolV*d  heart  to  return; 

I  have  search'dthy  soul  within, 
And  find  nought  but  pride  and  sooni  t 

I  have  leam'd  thy  ar(S|  and  now 

Can  disdain  as  much  as  thou. 

Some  pew'r,  in  my  revenge,  convey 

That  love  to  her  I  oast  away. 


A  LOOKING-GLASS. 

That  flattering  glass,  whose  smooth  face  weafs 
Your  shadow,  which  a  sun  appears, 
Was  onee  a  river  of  my  tears. 

About  your  cold  heart  they  did  make 
A  circle,  where  the  briny  lake 
CongeaPd  into  a  chrystal  cake. 

Gaze  no  more  on  that  killing  eye, 
For  fear. the  native  cruelty 
Doom  you,  as  it  doth  all,  to  die; 

For  fear  lest  the  fair  object  move 
Your  froward  heart  to  fall  in  love. 
Then  you  yourself  my  rival  prove. 

Look  ratiher  on  my  pale  cheeks  pin'd; 
There  view  your  beauties;  there  you  -11  find 
A  fair  fttoet  but  a  cruel  mind. 

Be  notibr  ever/firoBwa,  coy4 

One  hem  of  love  wiU  -sODtt  destroy ,    . 

And  m^^faafc  i«e^  floods  of  joy* 
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CAREWS  POEMS. 


ELEGY  ON  THE  LADY  PES\ 
watt  TO  MT  Miffiun  OUT  or  fiAVci. 

Lvr  him,  w1k>  from  bi4  tfiant  m'tftm  did 
Thiv  day  raoeiTe  hit  cruel  doom,  forbid 
Hti  eyes  to  weep  that  loM,  and  let  him  here 
Open  those  flood-gates  to  hedew  this  bier ; 
So  shall  those  drops,  which  else  would  be  ^ut  bnoet 
Be  tura^d  to  manna,  falling  on  her  shrine. 
Let  him,  who,  banish'd  far  from  her  dear  sight 
Whom  his  soul  loves,  doth  in  that  absence  write 
Or  lines  of  passion,  or  some  pow'rfal  charms. 
To  vent  his  own  grief,  or  unlock  her  arms. 
Take  off  his  pen,  and  in  sad  verse  bemoan 
This  general  sorrow,  and  forget  his  own: 
^  may  those  verses  live,  which  else  most  die; 
For  though  the  Muses  give  eternity. 
When  they  embalm  with  verse,  yet  she  could  give 
life  unto  that  Muse  by  which  others  live. 
Oh  pardon  me  (fair  soul)  that  boldly  have 
Dri»t,  though  but  one  tear,  on  thy  silent  grave; 
And  writ  on  that  earth,  which  such  honour  had 
To  clothe  that  flesh  wherein  thyself  was  clad. 
And  pardon  me,  sweet  saint,  whom  I  adore. 
That  I  this  tribute  pay  out  of  the  store 
Of  Unas  and  tears,  that 's  only  doe  to  thee ; 
-Oh,  do  not  think  it  new  idolatry ! 
Though  you  are  only  sovereign  of  this  land. 
Yet  universal  losses  may  command 
A  subsidy  from  every  private  eye, 
Andpresecackpentowrite,sotosopply     . 
And  feed  the  common  grief :  if  this  excuse 
Prevail  not,  Uke  these  tears  to  your  own  use. 
As  shed  for  you ;  for  when  I  saw  her  die, 
I  then  did  think  on  your  morUltty : 
For  since  nor  virtue,  wit,  nor  beauty,  could 
Preserve  fhmi  Death's  hand  this  their  heav'aly 

mould. 
Where  they  were  framed  all,  and  where  they  dwelt, 
I  then  knew  you  must  die  too,  and  did  melt 
'Into  these  tears :  but  tliiuking  on  that  day. 
And  when  the  gods  resolv'd  to  take  away  ^ 

A  saint  from  us,  I  that  did  know  what  dearth 
There  was  of  such  good  souls  upon  the  Earth, 
Began  to  fear  lest  Death,  their  officer, ' 
Might  have  mistodk,  and  taken  thee  for  her; 
{So  badst  thou  robh'd  us  of  that  happiness 
Which  she  in  Heaven,  and  I  in  thee  possess. 
But  what  can  Heaven  to  her  glory  add  ? 
The  praises  she  hath  dead,  living  she  had. 
To  say  she  ^s  now  an  angel,  is  no  more 
Praise  than  she  had,  for  she  was  one  before. 
Whieh  of  the^amts  can  show  mwre  votaries 
Than  she  had  hero  ?  E'en  those  that  did  deipise 
The  angels  (and  may  her,  now  die  is  one) 
Pid,  whilst  9he  liv'd,  with  pure  devotion 

'  The  time  is  too  distant  to  trace  out  this  lady's 
name  with  ^oy  certainty ;  probably  she  beloogfd 
to  the '  t*ennington  fomily,  who  were  then  well 
known.  Ourpoetisnotsosuocessfitlingraveel^n^ 
M  in  love  sonnets.  Perhaps  he  was  not  so  sincere 
in  his  grief  as  in  his  love.  When  the  foncy  wan- 
ders after  frivolous  pointedness  and  epigrammatic 
4ooeeit,  H  tfhowa.too  wtU  that  the  heart  is  at  ease. 


Adore  and  wonhip  her}  her  viftiNShai 

All  honour  here,  for  this  world  was  too  bad 
To  hate  or  envy  her;  these  caonot  liw 
So  high,  as  to  repine  at  deities : 
But  now  she 's  'moogit  her  follow  aunmikf  mj 
Begoodeoough.tocnvy  her  £  this  way       [iT^ 
There  "S  hw  P  th' change,  Hwixt  Heaf^  sfldEnti^ 
Should  leave  her  serraots  here  betow,  tobe 
Hated  of  her  oompetttora  above; 
But  sure  her  matchless  goodness  needi  nsAnsq 
Those  blest  souls  to  admire  her  escdlcoee; 
By  this  means  only  can  her  journey  hove 
To  Heav'n  prove  gain,  if  as  She  was  hot  heit 
WofshipM  by  men,  she  be  by  angels  there. 
But  I  must  weep  no  more,  over  this  nni, 
My  tears  to  their  own  channel  must  retani; 
And  having  ended  these  sad  obseqniea, 
.My  Muse  must  back  to  her  old  exercise. 
To  tell  the  story  of  my  martyrdom. 
But  oh  I  thou  idol  of  my  soul,  hooome 
Once  pitiful,  that  she  may  change  her  stfle, 
bry  up  her  blubber'd  eyes,  and  learn  to  mBle: 
Rest  then,  blest  soul;  for  as  gbosU  fly  avsy, 
When  the  shrill  cock  proclaims  the  infant  dsy; 
So  must  I  hence-^fbr  lo,  I  see  from  far. 
The  minions  of  the  Muses  coming  are, 
each  of  them  bringing  to  her  sacred  beant 
In  either  eye  a  tear,  each  hand  a  verje. 


MY  MISTRESS  IN  ABSENCE- 

Thoogh  I  must  live  here,  and  by  force 
Of  your  command  sii&r  divorce ; 
lliough  I  am  parted,  yet  my  mind 
(That 's  more  mysdO  still  stays  behind ; 
I  breathe  in  you,  you  keep  my  heart; 
T  was  but  a  carcase  that  did  part 
Then  though  our  bodies  are  diijoitt'd. 
As  things  that  are  to  place  coofln'd; 
Yet  let  our  boundless  spmtM  meet. 
And  in  love's  qphere  each  oth«r  greet; 
There  let  us  work  a  mystic  wreath. 
Unknown  unto  the  world  beneath ; 
There  let  our  claspt  loves  sweetly  twine ; 
There  our  secret  thoughts  unseen, 
Like  nets  be  weav'd  and  intertwined. 
Wherewith  we  catch  each  other's  mind: 
There,  whilst  our  souls  do  sit  and  kis^ 
Tssting  a  sweet  and  subtle  bliss 
(Such  as  gross  lovers  cannot  know. 
Whose  hands  and  lips  meet  here  bekw;} 
Let  ns  look  down,  and  mark  what  pain 
Our  absent  bodies  here  sostam, 
And  smile  to  see  how  for  away 
The  one  dotii  fiT>m  the  other  stray ; 
Yet  bum,  and  languish  with  desirv 
To  join  and  quench  their  mutual  fire. 
There  let  us  joy,  to  see  from  for 
Our  emulous  flames  at  loving  war. 
Whilst  both  with  equal  lustre  shioe, 
Mine  bright  as  yourfs,  four's  bright  as  sunt. 
Hiere  seated  in  those  heavenly  boveis, 
W«  '11  cheat  the  Ug  and  ling*ri9g  ttoan, 
Making  oar  bitter  absence  sweet, 
Tin  souls  and  bodies  both  may  n^- 
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n  HER  IN  ABSENCE. 


Asmpw 


Ton-  Mi  a  tioabled  sem  of  griefe,  I  float 
W  from  the  sbore  in  a  ttorno-bettkea  boat, 
Hieie  my  nd  thoogfats  do  (like  the  compass)  show, 
"he  aevermi  points  fhxn  which  cross  winds  do  blo«r. 
iy  heart  doth,  like  the  needle,  toach'd  with  love, 
HUl  fix'd  oo  yon,  point  which  way  I  would  move. 
Tou  are  the  bright  pole-star  which  in  the  dark 
>f  ibia  hmg  abMnce  guides  my  wand'ring  bark. 
[trw%  ia  the  pilot,  but  o'ercome  with  fear 
X  your  di^easnre,  dares  not  homewards  steer; 
tty  femrfal  hope  haogi  on  my  trembling  sail; 
^fotlun^  ia  Wanting  but  a  gentle  gale;  pip; 

i¥hicb  pleasant  breath  roust  blow  from  yoor  sweet 
Bid  it  Imt  more,  and  quick  as  thought,  this  ship 
Into  your  arms,  which  are  my  port,  w'dj  flie, 
HHiere  it  lor  ever  shall  at  anchor  lie. 


SONQ. 

■mm  ITT  OP  LOVB  PROTBSTBH. 

How  31  doth  he  deserre  a  lover's  name 
Whose  pale  weak  flame 
Cannot  retain 

Ks  beat,  in  qnght  of  absence  or  disdain; 

But  doth  at  ooce,  like  paper  set  on  fire. 
Bum  and  expire  t 

l^ue  lore  can  never  change  his  seat, 

Kor  did  he  ever  love  that  could  retreat 

That  noble  flame,  which  my  breast  keeps  alive^ 
Shall  still  survive 
When  my  soul's  fled ; 

Nor  shall  my  love  die  when  my  body^s  dead  ; 

That  shall  wait  oo  me  to  the  k>wer  shade. 
And  never  fade. 

My  very  asbes  in  their  urn 

SImJI,  like  a  baUow*d  lamp,  Ibr  ever  bom. 


CEUA  BLEED1NG...T0  T.  H.  S97 

A  misty  cloud  of  anger  hides  the  light 

Of  my  ikir  star,  and  every  wh^  black  mght 

Usurps  the  place 
Of  those  bright  rays,  which  ooce  did  grace 
My  forth-bound  ship ;  but  when  It  could  no  more 

Behold  the  vanish'd  shore, 
In  the  deep  flood  she  drown'd  her  beamy  Hee. 


SOME  ALTERATION  IN  MY  MISTRESS. 

AfTBK  MT  DBPABTimB  IJITO  PRANCS. 

Oa  gentle  love,  do  not  forsake  the  gui^e 
Of  my  fhul  bark,  oo  which  the  sweUmg  tide 

Of  ruthless  pride 
Both  beat,  and  threaten  wrack  from  every  side. 
^Iphs  of  disdain  do  gape  to  overwjielm 
This  boat,  nigh  sunk  with  grief ;  whihtatthehelm 
Despair  oommandsi 
And  round  about  the  shifting  sends 
Of  foithlesB  love  and  felse  incoostancy, 

With  rocks  of  cruelty, 
ftops  up  my  passage  to  the  neighbour  lands* 
My  sighs  have  rais'd  those  wrads,  whose  fury  bears 
My  seih  o'erboard,  and  m  their  place  spreads  tears; 

And  fixNn  my  tears 
1^  leais  ipraBg,  where  nought  Mit  death  appears. 


GOOD  COUNSEL  TO  A  YOUNO  MAID. 

Whim  you  the  sun-burnt  pilgrim  see, 
Fainting  with  thrist,  ha^  to  the  springs; 

Mark  how  at  first  with  bended  knee 
He  courts  the  chrystal  nymphs,  and  flings 

His  body  to  the  earth,  where  he 

IVostrate  %dores  the  flowing  deity.    • 

But  when  his  sweaty  foce  is  drenoh'd 
In  her  cool  waves,  when  from  her  sweet 

Bosom  his  bumbg  thirst  is  quench*d; 
Then  mark  bow  with  disdainful  foet 

He  kicks  her  banks,  and  from  the  place 

That  thus  refreshed  him,  moves  with  sulleo  pace. 

So  Shalt  thou  be  despis'd,  fair  maid. 

When  by  the  sated  kiver  tasted; 
What  first  be  did  with  tears  invade, 

Shall  afterwards  with  soom  be  wasted; 
When  all  the  virgin  springs  grow  dry. 
When  no  stream  shall  be  left,  but  in  thine  ejTC'. 


CELTA  BLEEDING. 

TO  TBS  SUKGBOV. 

FovD  man,  that  canst  believe  her  blood 
Will  firom  those  purple  channels  flow,     . 

Or  that  the  pore  untainted  flood 
Gen  any  fool  distemper  know; 

Or  that  thy  weak  steel  can  incise 

The  chrystal  case  whvein  it  lies: 

Know,  her  quick  blood,  proud  of  his  seat. 
Runs  dancing  through  her  azure  veuM ; 

Whose  harmony  no  cold  nor  heat 
Disturbs,  whose  hue  no  tincture  stains; 

And  the  hard  rock  wherein  it  dwells, 

The  keenest  darts  of  Iotc  repels. 

But  thou  reply'st,  <<  B^ioM  she  bleeds." 
Fool,  thoo  'rt  deeeiv*d,  and  dost  not  know 

The  mystic  knot  whence  this  proceeds. 
How  lovers  in  each  other  grow ; 

Thou  struck^  her  arm,  but 't  wat  my  heart 

Shed  an  the  Mood,  foh  aU  the  I 


TO  T.  H. 

A  LADT  RBSBMBUMO  MT 

Fahi  copy  of  my  Celiacs  foce, 
Twhi  of  my  soul,  thy  perfect  grace 
Claims  in  my  tove  an  equal  place. 

*  This  little  poeni  is  entirely  worthy  of  Gare«% 
sense  and  eliganoe. 
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Disdain  not »  di? ided  UfUt } 

Thoa^b  all  be  ber9»  you  sba)l  bave  part: 

Ldto  b  not  ty*d  to  niles  of  art. 

For  as  my  ioul  first  to  ber  flew, 

Yet  stayM  with  me ;  so  now  't  is  true 

It  dwelif  witb  ber«  tbongb  fled  to  you. 

Then  entertain  this  wand*n^g  guest. 
And  if  not  love,  allow  it  rest ; 
It  left  not,  but  mistook,  the  pest* 

Nor  think  my  lp?e  or  your  fair  eyes 
Cheaptrr,  'cause  itom  the  symfiithies 
You  bold  with  ber,  these  f 


CAREWS  POEMS. 


To  lead  or  brass,  or  socae  suoh  had 
Metal,  a  prince's  st««Dj>  may  afid 
That  value  which  it  never  had : 

But  to  the  para  refined  ore. 

The  stamps  of  kings  impavts  no  mora 

Worth,  than  the  mctel  held  bafore. 

Only  tjba  image  ghtaa  the  rate 

To  subjects;  in  a  fareign  state 

'Tis  priz'd  as  much  for  its  own  weight: 

So  though  all  either  hearts  resign 

To  your  pore  worth,  yet  you  have  mine, 

Only  because  you  are  her  coin. 


TO  $4XHAM. 


Though  frost  and  aoow  lool^'d  Irom  mine  eyes 

That  beauty  which  without  door  lies. 

The  gardens,  orchards,  walks,  that  so 

I  might  not  aH  thy  pleasures  know; 

Yet,  Saxham,  thoa,  within  thy  gate, 

Art  of  thyself  so  delieate, 

So  full  of  native  sweets,  that  Mess 

Thy  roof  with  inward  happlnen ; 

As  neither  from,  nor  to  thy  stor^. 

Winter  thkes  aught,  or  spring  adds  more. 

The  cold  and  frozen  air  had  starv*d 

Much  poor,  if  not  by  thee  preserved  ; 

Whose  prayers  have  made  thy  table  blest 

With  plenty,  far  above  the  rest 

The  season  hardly  did  afibrd 

Coarse  cates  unto  thy  neigbhovrV  hoMd* 

Yet  thou  hadst  daiotias,  as  t|kp  tky 

Had  only  been  thy  volary ' ; 

Or  else  the  birdf ,  fieariag  the  mow 

Might  to  another  deliHT^^  gnm# 

The  pheasant,  partHd^e,  aiKl  the  lark. 

Flew  to  thy  house,  as  to  the  ark. 

The  willing  ox  of  himself  oame 

Home  to  the  slaughter,  with  the  lamb, 

And  every  beast  did  thithor  bring 

Himself  to  be  an  offering. 

The  scaly  herd  more  plaastmrtook, 

Bath'd  in  thy  dish,  i\\^H  in  the  brook. 

Water,  earth,  air,  did  all  coqspire 

To  pay  their  tributes  to  thy  fire ; 

*  A  great  bird-cage,  in  which  thetjinds  hame  noom 
to  fly  lip  and  down. 


Whose  cherishing  flames  themielves  divide 
Through  every  room*  whcie  theyderide 
The  night,  and  coUd  abroad ;  wmht  they, 
Like  suns  within,  keep  endl^  day* 
Those  cheerful  beams  send  forth  thdr  Hgbt, 
To  all  that  wander  in  the  night. 
And  seem  to  beckon  from  aloof 
The  weary  pilgrim  to  thy  roof; 
Where,  if  rcfresh'd,  he  will  away. 
He  's  fairly  welcome;  or,  if  stay* 
Par  more,  which  he  shall  hearty  find* 
Both  from  the  master  and  the  hind. 
The  stranger's  welcome  each  man  there 
StampM  OQ  his  cheerful  brow  duth  wear; 
Nor  doth  this  welcome,  or  his  cheer. 
Grow  less,  'cause  he  stays  loQgar  here. 
There  's  none  observes,  much  less  repine 
How  often  this  man  sups  or  dines. 
Thou  hast  no  porter  at  the  door 
T*  examine  or  keep  back  the  poor  ; 
Nor  locks  nor  bolts ;  thy  gates  have  been 
Made  only  to  let  strangers  in ; 
Untaught  to  shut,  they  do  not  fear 
To  stand  wide  open  all  the  year ; 
Careless  who  enters,  for  they  know 
Thou  never  didst  deserve  a  foe ; 
And  as  for  thieves,  thy  bounty  's  such. 
They  cammt  itaal,  thou  giv*Bft  so  moti^ 


UPON  A  RlSBAim '. 

This  silken  wreath,  which  circles  ia  naine  am. 
Is  but  an  emblem  of  that  msrstic  charm. 
Wherewith  the  magic  of  your  beauties  Inndt 
My  captive  soul,  and  round  abomt  it  wiofls 
Fetters  of  lasting  love:  this  hath  entwrin*d 
My  flesh  alone,  that  hath  impU'd mr  9mA: 
Time  may  wear  out  tbesesoft,  weak  bands;  battibfln 
Strong  chains  of  brass  fiste  shall  aot  discompoK> 
This  only  relic  may  preserve  ray  wnsfc. 
But  my  whole  frame  doth  by  that  pow'r  aubsiit: 
To  that  my  prayers  and  saonfice,  to  this 
I  only  pay  a  superstitious  kits: 
This  but  the  idoU  that  *s  the  dei^ ; 
Religion  there  is  due,  here  cer'mony. 
That  I  receive  by  fsith,  thb  but  in  trust; 
Here  I  may  tender  duty,  there  f  wautz 
This  order  as  a  layman  I  may  hear, 
But  I  become  Love's  priest  when  that  I  wear. 
This  moves  like  air,  that  as  the  centre  stands; 
That  knot  your  virtue  ty*d,  this  but  yoor  handf  .* 
That  nature  fram'd,  hut  this  was  maiide  by  ait; 
This  makes  my  arm  yoor  prisoner,  that  my  bent 


TO  TBE  KING, 

AT  m»  BNTRAIICP  tKTTO  SAXHAM . 


sni. 


atriiaaiia  JO.  «Ko«n. 


Eaa  you  pass  this  tbiwbold,  stay. 
And  give  your  creature  leaire  to  pay 
Those  pious  rites  which  unto  jou^ 
As  tp  our  houshold  g!oi$  are  4ioc 

'  These ytftpm  wme  jtrmaMM^i 
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Instead  of  ncrifice,  each  breast 

like  a  flaming  altar  drett 
nth  zealous  fires ;  «rfaicb,  ft^m  pure  beavttt 
ore  mixM  with  loyalty  imparts. 

iDceose  nor  ^d  have  we»  yet  hm^ 
s  rich  and  sweet  an  eilbrinff; 
nd  sach  as  doth  both  these  eiptess^ 
rhich  is,  onr  humble  thankftikiess: 
y  which  is  paid  the  all  we  oire 
0  gods  aboTC^  or  men  below, 
he  slangfater'd  beast,  whose  fleih  shoald  feed 
be  hungry  flames,  #e,  for  pare  need, 
tress  for  your  supper  $  and  the  goris, 
^bicb  shoald  be  dash*d  on  every  door, 
Te  change  into  the  haty  blood 
f  youthful  vines,  of  which  a  flood 
ball  sprightly  run  through  all  yoar  veins^ 
irst  ta  yonr  bealtii,  then  3roar  iabr  tnuns; 
fe  shfUl  want  nothhig  bnt  good  fore 
0  show  jTour  welcome,  and  our  care ; 
ach  raritieB  that  come  firoitt  fisr, 
rom  poor  men's  booses  banished  are; 
et  we  '11  express,  in  homely  che^, . 
om  glad  we  are  to  see  you  here. 
Te  'H  have  whatever  the  season  yields, 
ut  of  tbe.neighbouring  woods  and  fieldi;     . 
or  all  the  dainties  of  your  board 
irill  ooly  be  what  those  affiml ; 
nd|  hatvhig  sopp'd,  we  may  perohinoe 
resent  yon  with  a  country  dance. 

Thus  moeh  your  servants,  that  bear  s«^ 

ere  in  3pMir absence;  bade  me  say; 

nd  beg,  besides,  yoa  'd  hither  bring 

>nly  the  mercy  of  a  king, 

nd  not  the  greatnefls;  nnee  they  have 

thoosand  fiiults  must  paidon  crave; 

ut  nothing  that  is  fit  to  wait 

poo  the  gkxy  of  yoor  state. 

et  your  grackMs  fsvonr  will, 

hey  hope,  as  heretofiffe,  shine  stiH 

In  their  endeavouis;  Ibr  they  swoni, 

boold  Jove  descend,  they  <Joa1d  do  more. 


UPON  THE  SICKNESS  OF  E  S. 

lurr  she  then  languish,  and  we  sorrow  thus, 
nd  no  kind  god  help  her,  nor  pity  us  ? 
;  justice  fled  from  Heaven  ?  can  that  permit 
I  foul  deformed  ravisher  to  sit 
fpon  her  virgin  cheek,  and  pnll  from  thence 
be  rose-buds  in  their  Maiden  excellence  ^ 
0  spread  cold  paleness  on  her  lips,  and  chase 
he  frighted  rubies  ihxn  their  native  place } 
b  lipk  op  with  his  searching  flames  a  flood 
f  dissolv'd  eoral,  flowing  in  her  bkxid ; 
nd  with  the  damps  of  his  infectfoos  breath, 
tint  on  her  brow  moist  characten  of  death  i 
Inst  the  clear  light,  'gamst  fsonrse  of  nature, 
Q  her  fair  eyes,  and  yet  the  flames  increase  ? 
fust  fevers  shake  this  g^oodty  tree,  and  all 
"bat  ripen'd  flrnit  from  the  foir  bian^bes  foil;   - 
Hiicb  princes  have  desirdd  to  teste?    Muitriie 
Vho  hath  preserve  berf^len  ohas^y 
'rom  all  solicitation,  now  at  last 
ly  agues  and  diseases  be  embrac'd  ? 
'orbid  it,  holy  Dian !  else  who  shall 
^y  vows,  or  let  one  grain  of  incense  fall 


On  thy  neglected  altars,  if  thou  bless 
No  better  this  thy  zealous  votaress  ? 
Haste  then,  O  maiden  goddess,  to  her  aid; 
Let  on  thy  quiver  her  Mle  cheek  be  laid. 
And  rock  her  fointing  body  in  thine  arms  ;    - 
Then  let  the  god  of  music  with  stiH  charms 
Her  restless  eyes  in  peacefol  slumbers  close. 
And  with  soft  strains  sweeten  her  calm  repoae.. 
Cupid,  descend,  and,  whilst  Apollo  sings. 
Fanning  the  cool  air  with  thy  panting  wing% 
Ever  supply  her  with  refireshing  wind. 
Let  thy  fair  mother  with  her  treBses  bind 
Her  labouring  temples,  with  whose  balmy  sweat 
She  shall  perfume  her  hairy  coronet. 
Whose  precious  drops  shall,  upon  every  fold. 
Hang  like  rich  pearis  about  a  wreath  of  gold : 
Her  looser  locks,  as  they  unbiaided  lie. 
Shall  spread  themselves  into  a  canopy. 
Under  whose  shadow  let  her  rest  seevre 
From  chilling  cold,  or  bnming  calenture ; 
t  Unless  she  freeze  with  iee  of  chaste  desires, 
Only  holy  Hymen  kindle  nuptial  flics. 
I  And  when  at  last  Death  comes  to  pieree  ber  hearty 
Convey  into  his  hand  thy  golden  dsrt. 


NEW  YEARS  SACRIFICE. 

TO  LUCIMDA. 

'Thosi  that  can  give,  open  their  handk  this  day  ; 
Those  that  cannot,  yet  hold  them  up  to  pray ; 
That  health  may  crown  the  seasons  of  this  year. 
And  mirth  dance  round  the  circle ;  that  no  tear 
!  (Unless  of  joy)  may  with  iti  briny  d^ 
Discolour  on  your  cheek  the  rosy  hue ; 
That  no  access  of  years  presume  t'  abate 
Your  beauty*s  ever  floniMiing  estate : 
Such  cheap  and  vulgar  wishes  I  could  ky. 
As  trivia]  oflbrings  at  yohr  foet  this  day; 
But  that  it  were  apostacy  in  me 
To  seud  a  prayer  to  any  deity 
But  your  divine  self,  who  have  power  to  give 
Those  blessings  nnto  oAers,  such  as  live 
Like  me,  by  the  sole  influence  of  your  eyes. 
Whose  fair  aspects  govern  onr  destinies. 

Such  incense,  vows,  apd  holy  rites,  as  were 
To  the  involved  serpent*  of  the  year 
Paid  by  Egyptian  priests,  lay  I  before 
Lucinda's  sacred  shrine;  whilst  I  adore 
Her  beauteous  eyes,  and  her  pure  altars  dress 
With  gums  and  spice  of  bumble  thankfulness. 

So  may  my  goddess  from  ber  Heaven  inspire 
My  fiozen  bosom  with  a  Delphic  fire; . 
And  then  the  world  shall,  by  that  glorious  flame, 
Behold  the  blaze  of  thy  immortal  name ! 

>  The  Egyptians,  in  their  hieroglyphics,  repre- 
s^ted  the  year  by  a  serpent  rolled  in  a  circular 
form,  biting  his  tail,  which  they  afterwards  wor^ 
shipped ;  to  which  the  poet  here  alludes.  This 
was  the  famous  serpent  which  Claudian  describes : 

Pcrpetuumque;  virens  squamis,  candamqne;  re- 

,  ducto 

Or«  vorans,  tacito  religens  eaofdia  monn. 
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CAHtWS  POEMS. 


SONG. 

TO  ONB  WHO,  ,WHBK  I  PRAUBD  M T  Ml VTRBtt*! 

BBAUTT,  tAID  I  WAI  BUMD. 

WoRDift  not  tbongh  I  mn  blind. 

For  jTOu  must  be 
Dark  in  yoor  eyes,  or  in  your  mind  | 

I^  when  jron  lee 
Her  lace,  yon  prove  not  blind  like  me : 
If  the  pow'rfal  beams  that  Ay 

From  her  eye. 
And  those  amorous  sweets  that  lie 
Scattered  in  each  neighbouring  part. 
Find  a  passage  to  your  heart. 
Then  you  Ml  coafeas  your  mortal  sight 
Too  weak  fsr  snch  a  glorious  light: 
For  if  her  graces  you  discover, 
You  grow  like  me  a  dazzled  lover ; 
But  if  those  beauties  you  not  spy, 
llien  are  you  blinder  far  than  L 


SONG. 


TO  MT  mSTRBSS,  1  BURNXBO  IN  LOVB. 

I  wxjtK,  and  cruel  you,  in  vain, 

Hope  to  quench  me  with  disdain ; 

If  from  your  eyes  those  sparkles  -came 

That  have  kindled  all  this  Aame, 

What  boots  it  me,  though  now  you  shrowd 

Those  fierce  comets  in  a  cloud, 

Since  all  the  flames  that  I  have  felt. 

Could  3rour  snow  yet  never  melt } 

Nor  can  yoor  snow  (though  you  should  take 

Alps  into  yoor  boiom)  slake 

The  heat  of  my  enamoor'd  heart  j 

But  with  wonder  learn  love's  art. 

Nojififtf  of  ice  can  cool  4fiajire  > 

EquMfladm  mnrtlftten^  love's  fire: 

Then  think  not  that  my  heat  can  die, 

Till  yon  burn  as  well  as  I. 


SONG. 


TO  HBR  AGAIN,  tBB  BURNINO  Iff  A  RTBR. 

Now  she  boms  as  well  as  I, 

Yet  my  heat  can  never  die} 

She  bums  that  never  knew  desire. 

She  that  was  ice,  she  that  was  fiie. 

She,  whose  cold  heart  chaste  thoughts  did  arm 

80,  as  love*s  could  never  warm 

The  frozen  bosom  where  it  dwdt ; 

She  bums,  and  all  her  beauties  melt: 

She  bums,  and  cries,  **  Love's  fires  are  mild ; 

Fevers  are  gods,  but  he  's  a  child.*' 

Love,  let  her  know  the  difference 

'Twixt  the  heat  of  soul  and  sense ; 

Touch  her  with  thy  flames  divine. 

So  Shalt  thou  quench  her  fire  and  mine. 


ilPON  THE  KING'S'  8iCKNES& 

Sickness,  the  miinBter  of  Death,  doth  lay 

So  strong  a  siege  against  our  brittle  day. 

As,  whilst  it  doth  our  weak  forts  aioBly  win. 

It  hopes  at  length  to  take  all  rnnsikiad  in. 

First,  it  begins  upon  the  womb  to  wnit. 

And  d6th  the  unborn  child  there  VBcrcate; 

Then  rooks  the  cradle  where  the  infianilka. 

Where,  ere  it  fully  be  alive,  it  dtea. 

It  never  leaves  fond  youth,  until  ti  have 

Found  or  an  early,  or  a  later  grave. 

By  thousand  subtle  slights  firom  beedleas  man 

It  cuts  the  short  allowance  of  a  tipmo  ; 

And  where  both  sober  life  and  art  oombine 

To  keep  it  out,  age  makes  them  both  resign. 

Thus,  by  degrees,  it.only  gain*d  of  Ude 

The  weak,  the  aged,  or  intempemte  ; 

But  now  the  tjrrant  hath  found  out  a  way 

By  which  the  sober,  strong,  and  youag*  decay; 

Enfring  his  royal  limbs,  that  is  oar  head. 

Through  us,  his  mystic  limbic  the  paia  m  spvesd. 

Tbftt  man  that  d^th  not  feel  bis  part,  hath  noae 

In  any  part  of  his  dominion ; 

If  he  hold  land,  that  earth  is  forfeited. 

And  he  unfit  on  any  ground  to  tread. 

Tbb  grief  is  felt  at  court,  where  it  doth  inove 

Through  every  joint,  like  the  true  aoal  of  h)iva> 

All  those  feir  stars  that  do  attend  on  him. 

Whence  they  derive  their  light,  wax  pale  aod  dia: 

That  ruddy  moming«beam  of  m^esty. 

Which  should  the  Son's  ecltpaed  light  vopply, 

Is  overcast  with  mists,  and  in  the  lieu 

Of  cheerful  rays,  sends  us  down  dropa  of  dew. 

That  curious  form  made  of  an  earth  refin'd. 

At  whose  blest  birth  the  gentle  planets  shin^ 

With  feir  aspects,  and  sent  a  glorioos  flame 

To  animate  so  beautiful  a  frame ; 

That  darling  of  theugods  and  men  doth  wear 

A  cloud  00  's  brow,  and  in  his  eye  a  tear: 

And  all  the  rest  (save  when  his  dread  coomisad 

Doth  bid  them  move)  like  lifeless  statues  stan^ 

So  full  of  grief,  so  generally  worn. 

Shows  a  good  king  is  sick,  and  good  men  mouni. 


SONG. 

TO  A  LADT  MOT  TBT  BNJOTBDBT  HBR  HUtBAVV* 


Comb,  Celia,  fix*  thine  eyes  on  mine^ 
And  through  those  crystals,  our  soah 

Shall  a  pore  wreath  of  eye-beams  twioe. 
Our  loving  hearts  togother  knitting. 

Let  eaglets  the  bright  Sun  survey. 

Though  the  blind  mole  disoera  not  day. 

When  clear  Aurora  leaves  her  mate, 

llie  light  of  her  grey  eyti  t 
Yet  aU  the  worid  doth  celebrate' 

With  sacrifice  her  feir  uprising. 
Let  eaglets,  ^o. 

>  Charles  L 
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dr«goo  kept  the  golden  fruit. 
Yet  he  tboK  dwntiei  never  tasted ; 

s  others  pin'd  in  the  punnit. 
So  he  himself  with  plenty  waited. 

et  eaglets,  &c. 


SONG. 

TH*  WXUiIHG  PBItOHBB  TO  HIS  If  IITBBSS. 

«r  fools  great  Cupid's  yoke  disdain, ' 
Ii>viog:  their  own  wild  freedom  better ; 

Hiilst  pnmd  of  piy  trininphant  chain, 
1  sit  and  court  my  beauteous  fetter. 

er  murdering  glances,  snaring  hairs, 
And  her  bewitching  smiles  so  please  me, 
s  he  *  brings  ruin,  that  repairs 
The  sweet  afflictions  that  disease  me. 

Ide  not  those  panting  balls  of  snow 
With  envious  veils  horn  mv  beholding; 

nlock  those  lips,  their  pearly  row 
In  a  sweet  smile  of  love  unfolding. 

nd  let  those  eyes,  whose  motion  wheels 

The  restless  fate  of  every  lover, 
urvcy  the  pams  my  sick  heart  feels. 

And  woonds  themselves  have  made^  discover. 


A  FLY 

THAT  FL^W  IKTD  MT  MI8TSBSS*B  BTB. 

Vmm  this  fly  liv'd,  she  us'd  t»  play 

>  the  sunshine  all  the  day; 

ill  coming  near  my  Celia's  sight, 
he  found  a  new  and  unknown  light, 

>  fon  of  glory,  as  it  made 

he  noon-day  Sim  a  gloomy  shade  ; 

hen  this  ankoroos  fly  became 

fy  rival,  and  did  court  my  ^me. 

be  did  from  hand  to  bosom  skip, 

Jid  from  her  breath,  her  cheek,  and  lip, 

orkM  all  the  incense  and  the  spice, 

iod  grew  a  bird  of  paradise : 

t  last  into  her  eye  she  flew, 

here  scorch'd  in  flames  and  drown'd  in  dew, 

'ke  Phaeton  from  the  Sun's  sphere, 

he  fell,  and  with  her  dropp'd  a  tear ; 

^f  which  a  pearl  was  straight  composed, 

herein  her  ashes  lie  enclcs'd. 

^us  she  receiv*d  from  Celia's  eye, 

Qoeral  flame,  tomb  obsequy. 


SONG, 

CBLIA  SINGIHfi. 

1  AiK  how  my  Celia,  with  the  choice 
•iusic  of  her  hand  and  voice 
tills  the  loud  wind ;  and  makes  the  wild 
Qceosed  boar  and  panther  mild ! 

>  Cupid. 


SONGS. 


Mark  how  these  statues  like  men  move, 
Whilst  SMD  with  wonder  sUtnes  prove ! 
The  stir  took  bends  to  worship  her. 
That  idolloBSs  idolater. 

Now  sec  hisw  all  the  new  inspir'd 
Images  with  love  are  fir'd ! 
Hark  how  the  tender  maihle  groans. 
And  all  the  late  tvansformed  stones 
Court  the  fsir  nymph  with  many  a  tear, 
Which  she  (more  stony  than  they  were) 
Beliolds  with  unrelentiag  mind ; 
Whilst-they,  amazM  to  see  oombm'd 
Such  matchless  beauty  with  disdain. 
Are  all  tum*d  into  i 
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SONG. 

CBUA  SUICING. 

You  thatthmk  Love  can  convey. 
No  other  way 

But  through  the  eyes,  into  the  heart 
His  iaul  dart, 

Qose  up  those  casements,  and  but  hear 
This  Syren  sing. 
And  on  the  whig     * 

Of  her  sweet  voice  it  shall  appear 

That  Love  can  enter  at  the  ear: 

Then  unveil  your  eyes,  behold 
The  curious  mould 

Where  that  voice  dwelb;  and  as  we  know. 
When  the  cocks  crow. 
We  freely  may 
Gaze  on  the  day; 

So  may  you,  when  the  music's  dooe, 

Awake,  and  see  the  rising  Sun. 


SONG. 

TO  OkB  THAT  DBIIBBD  TO  KNOW  MY  MliTBBSS. 

SiBK  not  to  know  my  love,  for  shd 

Hath  vow'd  her  constant  fiuth  to  me ; 

Her  mild  aspects  are  mine,  and  thou 

Shalt  only  find  a  stormy  brow : 

For,  if  her  beauty  stir  desire 

In  me,  her  kisses  quench  the  fire ; 

Or,  I  can  to  Love's  fountain  go^ 

Or  dwell  upon  her  ills  of  snow : 

But  when  thou  bum'st,  she  shall  not  Ipare 

One  gentle  breath  to  cool  the  air  ; 

Thou  Shalt  not  climb  those  alps,  nor  spy 

Where  the  sweet  springs  of  Venus  lie. 

Search  hidden  nature,  and  there  find 

A  treasure  to  enrich  thy  mind;     - 

Discover  arU  not  yet  reveal'd. 

But  let  my  mistress  live  conceal'd  ; 

Though  men  by  knowledge  wiser  grow. 

Yet  here  'tis  iHsdom  not  to  know. 
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CARE?rS  POEMS. 


IN  TffE  PERSOir  OF  A  LADY, 

TO  HER  INCOW8T.Urr  SBRTANt. 

Whxn  on  the  alUr  of  my  tend  . 
(Bedew*d  with  many  a  kiss,  ancl  tetr) 

Thy  n«w-revolt«d  heart  did  tUnd 
An  humble  ratrtjm,  thou  didst  swear 
Thug,  (and  the  god  of  love  did  hear) 

"  By  those  bright  glances  of  Urine  aye. 

Unless  thou  pity  Hae,  I  die." 

When  first  those  peijur'd  lips  of  thfaie, 
BepaPd  with  blasting  sighs»  did  seal 

Their  violated  faith  on  mine, 

From  the  soft  bosom  that  did  heal  - 
Thee,  thou  my  melting  heart  didst  steal ; 

My  soul,  inflam'd  with  thy  false  breath, 

Poison'd  with  kisses,  suckM  m  death. 

Yet  I  nor  hand  nor  lip  will  move, 
Revenge  or  mercy  to  procure 

From  the  offended  god  c^  love ; 
My  curse  is  fatal,  and  my  pure 
Love  shall  beyond  thv  soom  endore : 

If  I  implore  the  jods,  they'll  fiad 

Thee  too  in^ratend,  me  too  kind. 


TRVCE  fS  LOVE  ENTREATED, 

No  more,  blind  god !  for  see,  my  heart 
Is  made  thy  quiver,  where  remains 

No  void  place  for  another  dart.; 
And,  alas!  that  conquest  gains 

Small  praise,  that  only  brings  away 

A  Ume  and  nnresisting  prey. 

Behold  a  nobler  foe,  all  arm*d, 

Defies  thy  weak  artillery, 
That  hath  thy  bow  and  quiver  charm'd, 

A  rebel  beauty,  conquering  thee: 
If  thou  dar*8t  equal  combat  try, 

WooBd  her,  for  'tis  for  her  1  dieb 


TO  MY  RIVAL, 

Hbkcb,  Tain  intruder !  hast  away, 
Wash  not  with  unhallowed  brine 
The  footsteps  of  my  Celiacs  shrine ; 

Nor  on  her  purer  altars  lay 

Thy  empty  words,  accents  that  may 
Some  looser  dame  to  love  incline  : 
She  must  have  offerings  more  divine; 

Such  pearly  drops,  as  youthful  May 

Scatters  before  the  rising  day ; 
Such  smooth  soft  language,  as  each  linfe ' 

Might  stroake*  an  angry  god,  or  stay 
Jove's  thunder,  make  the  hearers  pioc 

With  envy :  do  this,  thon  shalt  be 

Servant  to  her,  rival  with  me. 

»  An  ancient  phrase  for  pacify. 


BdUmESS  IN  WVE. 

Maek  bow  the  bashful  mom  in  vaift 

Courts  the  amorous  marigold 
With  sighing  blaste  and  weepmg  rwn  j 

Yet  she  refuses  to  unfold) 
But  when  the  planet  of  the  day 
Approacheth  with  his  poweiftil  ray, 
Then  she  spreads,  then  she  reccaves 
His  warmer  beams  rata  her  virgin  letv*^ 
So  Shalt  tho«i  thrive  in  love,  food  boy ; 

If  thy  tears  and  sighs  discover 
Thy  grief,  thou  never  riialt  enjcff 

The  just  reward  of  a  bold  k)ve# : 
But  when  with  moving  accents  tfcott 
Shalt  consunt  faith  and  service  vow. 
Thy  Celia  shall  receive  those  chstnris 
With  open  ears,  and  with  uflfi>Hed  mrtiis. 


A  PASTORAL  tHALOGVEK 

C2LIA.      CLEOlf'. 

As  Celia  rested  in  the  Aade, 

With  Cleoo  by  her  side, 
The  swain  thus  courted  the  yooiig  dMid; 

And  thus  the  nymph  reply'd. 


Sweet!  let  thy  captive  fetters  wear 
Made  of  thine  arms  and  hands ; 

Till  such  as  thsrklom  scorn  or  fear. 
Envy  those  happy  bands. 


Then  thus  my  willing  atms  I  wind 

About  thee,  and  am  so 
Thy  pris'ner ;  for  myself  t  Vhid, 

Until  I  let  thee  go. 

CUMK. 

Happy  that  slave  whom  the  fiur  foe 

Tics  in  so  soft  a  chain ! 
Cel.  Far  happier  I,  but  that  I  know 

Thou  wilt  break  loose  again. 

»  A  modem  poet  seems  to  have  availed  bJo^ 
of  this  beautifcl  passage,  and  made  a  very  bapPT 
use  of  it.  See  the  FW>lcs  of  Flora,  Fab-  L — 
We  may  observe  here,  that  many,  very  ^ 
of  the  most  beautiful  passage*  which  a^r^ 
in  the  poems  of  this  age,  have  been  bom)|iW 
from  the  neglected  barfs  of  the  16th  aodbti' 
centuries. 

«  That  the  reader  may  not  be  WT^n^i^ 
author's  having  entitled  this  pieca  a  Pm^w 
Dialogue,  in  which  we  do  not  find  «^f""*""" 
distant  allusion  drawn  from  pastosal  Ufe;  ^^ 
be  necessary  to  inform  him,  that  it  ^^fP^ 
ing  custom  in  our  author's  time,  to  style  tVBf» 
every  poetical  dialogue  of  i^ich  ^ovtjj^r^ 
subject,  pastoral.  Most  of  th<t  wits  ^^^ 
court  left  propriety  to  be  studied  by  the  fbllom 

age. 
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\y  tby  immortal  beauties,  never, 
CsL.  Frail  as  thy  lore 's  thine  oatb. 

ItM,  Though  beaaty  fode,  my  fiuth  lacta  ever. 
Cel.  Time  will  destroy  them  both. 

ClMOt, 

doat  not  on  thy  snow-white  skin. 

Cel.  What  then  ?    Ci.  Thy  purer  mind. 
:el.  It  lov'd  too  soon.    Cl.  Thou  hadst  not  been 

So  fair,  if  not  so  kind. 


)h  strange,  rain  ftuacy !  Cl.  But  yet  true. 

Cel.  ProTe  it    Cl.  Then  make  a  braid 
)f  those  loose  flames  that  circle  you, 

My  suns,  and  yet  your  shaded 


fis  done.     Cl.  Now  give  it  me.    Csl.  Ilius  tbou 

Shalt  thine  own  errour  find, 
f  these  were  beauties,  T  am  now 

Less  fair,  because  more  kind. 


ou  shall  confess  you  err ;  that  hair. 
Shall  it  not  change  the  hue, 

Nr  leave  the  golden  monntain  bare  ? 
Cel.  Ah  me !  it  is  too  true. 


Int  this  small  wreath  shall  ever  stay 

In  its  fint  native  prime ; 
ind,  smiling  when  the  rest  decay, 

The  triampbs  sing  of  Time. 

ben  let  me  cat  from  thy  f^ir  grove 
One  branch,  and  let  that  be 

in  emblem  of  eternal  love; 
For  such  n  mine  to  thee. 


"bus  are  vre  both  redeemed  fram  time, 

I  by  thy  grace.    Cl.  And  I    . 
ball  live  in  thy  is^mortal  rhime, 

Until  the  Moses  die. 

)y  Heaven— Cat*  Swear  noi:  if  I  must  weep, 

Jove  shall  not  smile  at  me. 
liis  kiss,.my  heart,  and  thy  Csith  keep. 

Cl.  This  breathes  my  suul  to  thee. 

lien  forth  the  thicket  Tbyrsis  rush'd. 

Where  he  saw  all  their  play : 
rbe  swain  stood  still,  and  smird,  and  bIoih*d ; 

The  nymph  fled  fast  away. 

*  There  is  an  obscurity  in  these  and  the  fbllow- 
pg  lines  which  gives  to  the  whole  the  air  of  a 
iddle.  All  that  the  poet  means,  however,  in  this 
«id  the  four  following  stanzas  is,  that  the  lock  of 
»air  with  which  his  mistress  had  favoured  him, 
roold  retain  its  beauty,  preserved  in  a  ring  or 
ocket,  for  a  long  series  of  years;  while  those 
resses  which  adorned  her  head  would  soon  ffed 
he  ravages  of  time,  would  change  their  colour,  or 
»11  entiiely  kA 


GRIEF  TNGROST. 


WHBREKotB  do  thy  aad  numbefs  ilow 

Sofbllof  woe; 
Why  dost  thott  melt  in  such  loft  slraiiis» 
Whilst  abe  disdains? 

If  she  must  still  deny. 

Weep  not,  but  die; 

And  in  thy  funeral  fire 

Shall  all  her  fame  expire : 
Thus  both  shall  perish,  and  as  then  on  thy  hearse 
Shalt  want  her  tears,  so  she  shall  want  thy  veise. 

Repine  not  then  at  thy  blest  state, 

Thou  art  above  thy  fate ; 

But  my  fair  Celia  will  not  give 

Love  enough  to  make  me  live ; 

Nor  yet  dart  from  her  bright  eye 

Scorn  enough  to  make  me  die. 
Then  let  me  weep  alone,  till  her  kind  breath 
Or  blow  my  tears  away,  or  speak  my  death. 


A  PASTORAL  DIALOGUE. 

BHBPHBRD,  NYMPHy  CHORDS. 

,  SBEnfERD* 

This  moasy  bank  tbey  prest.    Nvm.  that  aged  oak 

Did  canopy  the  happy  pair 

All  night  ftom  the  damp  air. 
Clio.  Here  let  us  sit,  andsing  the  words  they  spek^ 
Till  the  day-breaking  their  embraoes  broke, 

SHEPHERD. 

See,  love,  the  blushes  of  the  mom  appear; 

And  now  she  hangs  her  pearly  store 

(Robb'd  from  the  eastern  shore) 
P  th'  cowslip's  bell  and  rose's  ear  : 
Sweet,  I  must  stay  no  longer  hear. 

.  NYMFB. 

Those  streaks  of  donbtfol  light  usher  not  day  >, 
But  show  my  sun  must  set ;  no  mom 
Shall  shine  till  tbou  return : 

The  yellow  planets,  and  the  gray 

Dawuy  shall  attend  thee  on  thy  way. 


If  thine  eyes  gild  my  paths,  they  may  foibcar 
Their  useless  shine.    Nvm.  My  Cean  wilt  quite 
Extinguish  their  faint  Kght. 

Shep.  Thosedrops witlmake  ttieirbeanniiiom  clear. 

Love's  flames  will  shine  m  erwy  tear. 

CHOKUS. 

They  kist,  and  wept;  and  from  their  lips  and  eyes, 

In  a  mixt  dew  of  briny  sweet. 

Their  joys  and  sorrows  meet' ; 
But  she  crys  out    Nvh.  Shepherd^  ansa. 
The  Sun  betrays  us  else  to  spies. 

*  This  pastoral  dialogue  seems  to  be  entirely  an 
imitation  of  the  scene  between  Romeo  and  JuNet, 
Act  iii.  sc.  T  The  time^  the  persons,  the  senti- 
ments,  the  expressions,  are  the  same. 

Jul.  Yon  light  is  not  day-light,  I  know  it  well ; 

It  is  some  meteor,  &c. 

To  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Manfna. 

'  It  is  impossible  to  pass  over  these  three  lines 
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Tlie  winged  bonres  fly  hMi  whilst  we  embrace; 

But  when  we  want  their  help  to  meet. 

They  more  with  leaden  feet 
Ntm.  Then  let  us  pinion  Time,  and  ehace 
The  day  for  ever  from  this  place. 


Hark  t  Ntm.  Ah  me  stay !  Snap.  For  ever.  Ntm. 
No,  arise ; 

We  must  be  gone.    Sbbp.  My  ne^  of  spice. 

Ntm.  My  soul.    Shif.  My  paradise.  [eyes 

Cno.  Neither  coald  say  farewell,  but  through  their 
Grief  interrupted  speech  with  tears  supplies. 


RED  AND  WHITE  ROSES. 

RtAD  in  these  roses  tl^e  s»d  ftory 
Of  my  hard  faU  and  your  own  glory : 
In  the  white  yon  may  discorer 
The  paleness  of  a  fantin^:  lover ; 
,  In  the  red,  the  flamessuU  feeding 
On  my  heart  with  fresh  wounds  bleeding. 
The  white  will  tell  you  how  I  languish* 
And  the  red  esfHness  my  anguish  : 
The  white  my  innocence  displaying, 
The  red  my  martyrdom  betraying. 
The  frowns  that  on  your  brow  resided. 
Have  those  roses  thus  divided  $ 
Oh !  let  your  smiles  but  clear  the  weather. 
And  then  they  both  shall  grow  together. 


J  LOVER 

UPON  AH  JlCClDBVr  MBCStSITATnfG  ms  DIPAK- 
TURB,  COinULTB  WITH  RBASOH. 


Wnp  not,  nor  backward  turn  yoor  beami» 
Fond  eyes ;  sad  sighs,  lock  in  your  breath; 

Lest  on  thb  wind,  or  in  those  streams. 
My  griev'd  soul  fly,  or  sail  to  death. 

Fortune  destroys  me  if  I  stay. 

Love  kills  me  if  I  go  away ; 

Since  Love  and  Fortune  both  are  blind. 

Come,  Reason,  and  reaohre  my  doubtftil  miad. 


Fly,  and  blind  Fortune  be  tfay  guide. 
And  'gainst  the  blinder  god  rebel ; 

Thy  love-sick  heart  shall  not  reside 

Where  scorn  and  self-will'd  errour  dwell ; 

Where  entrance  unto  truth  is  barr*d ; 

Where  love  and  faith  find  no  reward; 

For  my  just  hand  may  sometime  move 

The  wheel  of  Fortune,  not  the  sphere  of  Uw. 


TO 

MY  COUSIN  a  R. 

MAKRYING  MT  tAOA  A. 

Happt  youth,  that  shaU  possess 

Such  a  spring-tide  of  delight. 

As  the  sated  appetite. 
Still  ei^oying  such  excess. 
With  the  flood  of  pleasure,  less 

When  the  hymoseal  rite 

Is  perfbrm'd,  invoke  the  night, 
Tliat  it  may  in  shadows  dress 
Thy  too  real  happiness; 

Else,  as  SemeleS  the  bright 

Deity  in  her  fbU  height 
May  thy  feeble  soul  oppscss. 

Strodg  peiiuiiies  and  glaring  light 

Oft  destroy  both  smell  and  sight. 

with  inattention.  The  delicacy  of  the  thought  ii 
equalled  only  by  the  simplicity  of  the  description. 
Those  soft  sensatioos  which  arise  in  lovera  when 
their  joys  and  sorrows  meet,  as  a  man  of  genius 
only  can  describe  them,  so  a  man  of  taste  only  can 
conceive  them. 

1  When  Jupiter  descended  fromHeaventoSemele, 
she  was  dazzled  and  overpowered  by  the  splendour 
of  his  divinity. 


PARTING,  CEUA  WEEPS. 

Wnp  not,  my  dear,  fbr  I  shall  go 
Loaden  enough  with  mj  own  woe : 
Add  not  thy  heaviness  to  nune  ; 
Since  fete  our  pleasures  must  di^oin. 
Why  should  our  sorsiQws  meet  ?  If! 
Must  go,  and  lose  thy  company, 
I  wish  not  theirs;  it  shall  relieve 
My  grief,  to  think  thou  dost  not  fgnef^. 
Yet  grieve  and  weep,  that  I  may  bear 
Every  sigh  and  every  tear 
Away  with  me;  so  shall  thy  breast 
And  eyes,  diseharf'd,  enjoy  their  test : 
And  it  will  glad  my  heart,  to  see 
Thou  wert  thus  toth  to  put  with  me. 


EPITAPH 


on  THB  LADT  MART  ▼nXtBBi  • 

Tut  lady  BCary  Vilfiers  lies 
Under  this  stone:  with  weeping  eyes 
The  parents  that  first  gave  her  breath. 
And  their  sad  friends,  laid  her  in  eaith. 
If  any  of  them,  reader,  were 
Known  unto  thee,  shed  a  tear : 
Or  if  thyself  possess  a  gem. 
As  dear  to  thee  as  this  to  them ; 
Though  a  stranger  to  this  place. 
Bewail  in  their*B  thine  own  hard  caie; 
For  thou  perhaps  at  thy  return 
Mayst  find  thy  dariing  in  an  nm. 

» Daughter  ofGeoife  ViffimdokeefBackiBg'*^ 
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AmTHER. 

m  purest  loal  that  e'er  wai  lent 
to  a  clayey  tenement 
ibnn'd  thii  dost;  but  the  weak  moald 
mid  the  great  guest  no  longer  hold ; 
be  sobaUuioe  was  loo  pure  i  the  flame 
30  glorious  that  thither  oame : 
in  tbouaaod  Cupidi  hrooght  along 
grace  on  each  wing,  that  did  throng 
>r  place  there  till  they  all  opprest 
tie  seat  in  which  they  sought  to  rest ; 
» the  fair  model  broke,  lor  want 
r  room  to  lodge  th'  inhabitant. 


ANOTHER. 

HIS  little  Tanlt,  this  narrow  room, 
f  love  and  beauty  is  the  tomb : 
he  dawning  beam,  that  'gan  to  clear 
or  ckMided  sky,  lies  daiken'd  here, 
>r  ever  set  to  us,  by  death 
mt  to  inflame  the  woild  beneath'. 
Vaa  hot  a  bud,  yet  did  contain 
Fore  sweetness  than  shall  spring  again  j 
budding  star  that  might  have  grown 
ito  a  son,  when  it  had  blown, 
bis  hopeful  beauty  did  create 
ew  life  in  Love's  declinmg  state ; 
lut  now  bis  empire  ends,  and  we 
rom  fire  and  woundiog  darts  are  free: 
lis  brand,  his  bow,  let  no  man  fear ; 
he  flames,  the  arrows;  all  lie  here. 


EPITAPH 

OM  TBB  LADT  S.  WIFE  TO  SIR  W.  8. 

n  harmony  of  colours,  features,  grace, 
Resulting  airs  (the  magic  of  a  face) 
f  musical  sweet  tunes,  all  which  oomhin'd 
b  crown  one  soverdgu  beauty,  lie  ooofin'd 
o  this  dark  vault:  she  was  a  cabinet 
ITbere  all  the  choicest  stones  of  price  were  set ; 
iTbose  native  ooloon  and  pure  liMre  lent 
[er  eye,  cheek,  lip,  a  dauUng  ornament ; 
IThose  rare  and  bidden  virtues  did  express 
[er  inward  beauties  and  mind's  fUrcr  dress ; 
'be  constant  diamond,  the  wise  chrsrsolile, 
he  devout  sapphire^  em'rald  apt  to  write 
^cords  of  memory,  cheerfol  agate,  grave 
>nd  serioua  onyi^  topaz  that  doth  save 
W  brain's  calm  temper,  witty  amethyst ; 
his  precious  quarry,  or  what  else  the  Kst 
^  Aaron's  ephod  planted  bad,  she  wore : 
>oe  only  pearl  was  wanting  to  her  store ; 
Hiich  in  her  Saviour's  book  she  found  exprest ; 
0  purchase  that,  she  sold  Death  all  the  rest. 

'  Politeness,  as  weU  as  charity,  must  mcline  us  to 
elieve,  that  the  herd  alludes  in  this  expression  to 
le  heathen  mythotogy,  and  that  by  the  words 

world  beneath"  be  means  the  Elysium  of  the 
acienti. 


MARIA  WENT1V0RTH\ 
TUOmm   COMITIS   clbyslaitd    piua    primo* 

OBNITA,  VIROINIAM  AMIMAV  BXBAtAVlT.  AN. 
DOM.— JBT.  WMr- 

Amo  here  the  precious  dust  ia  laid. 
Whose  purely  tempered  cby  was  made 
So  fine  that  it  the  guest  betmy'd. 

Else  the  soul  grew  so  fast  within. 
It  broke  the  outward  shell  of  sin. 
And  so  was  hatch'd  a  oherubin. 

In  height  it  soar'd  to  God  above. 
In  depth  it  did  to  knowledge  move. 
And  spread  in  breadth  to  gen'ral  love. 

Before,  a  pious  duty  shin'd 

To  parents;  oourtMy,  behind  {  ' 

On  either  side  an  equal  mind. 

Good  to  the  poor,  to  kfodred  dear. 
To  servants  kind,  to  friendship  ctair. 
To  nothing  but  herself  severe. 

So,  though  a  viigin,  jet  a  bride 
To  every  grace,  she  justify'd 
A  chaste  polygamy,  and  dy'd. 

Learn  firom  hence  (reader)  what  small  trust 
We  owe  this  worid,  where  Virtue  must, 
Frail  as  our  flesh,  crumble  to  dusL 


ON  THE  DUKE  OF  BVCKINGHAMK 

BBATttsni IS  MAmsos  cBAaissmi  viai  iti^^  cohjvMc 
•ic  PAKiirrAVrT. 

Whbw,  in  the  brazen  leaves  of  fame, 
The  life  the  death  of  Buckingham 
Sliall  be  rccocded,  if  Truth's  hand 
Incise  the  story  of  our  land. 
Posterity  shall  see  a  fair 
Structure,  by  the  studious  care 
Of  two  kings  raised,  that  no  lesB 
Their  wisdom  than  their  pow'r  exprsas; 
By  blinded  zeal  (whose  doubtful  light 
Made  Murder's  scarlet  robe  seem  white. 
Whose  vain-deluding  pliantasms  charm'd 
A  clouded  sullen  soul,  and  arm'd . 
A  desperate  hand  thirrty  of  blood) 
Tom  from  the  fair  earth  where  it  stood  $ 
So  the  majestic  fabric  fell. 
His  actions  let  our  annals  tell  ^ 

*  She  was  the  eldest  daughter  of  sir  Thomas 
Wentworth,  who  was  afterwards  raised  to  the  title 
of  Cleveland,  and  to  several  important  dignities  in 
the  state,  by  the  mterest  of  archbishop  Laud. 

'This  was  George  Villiers,  the  first  duke  of 
Buckingham,  who  was  intixiduced  to  the  court  of 
James  i.  as  bis  fevoor.te ;  and  afterwards,  in  the 
reign  of  Charles  I.  ascended  to  the  highest  dig- 
nities. He  was  the  admiration  and  terrour  of  his 
time. 
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We  write  no  chronicle ;  this  pile 
Wean  only  aorrow's  face  and  8tiJ«, 
Which  eT*n  the  envy,  that  did  wait 
Upon  his  flcMimhing  estate^ 
Tura*d  to  soft  pity  of  his  death. 
Now  pays  his  hearse ;  but  that  cheap  breath 
Shall  not  blow  here,  nor  th'  unpure  brine 
Puddle  those  sti^ams  that  bathe  this  shrine. 

These  are  the  pious  obseouics 
Dropp'd  from  his  chaste  wife's  pregnant  eyes 
In  frequent  showers,  and  were  alone 
By  her  congealing  sighs  made  stone, 
On  which  the  carver  did  bestow 
These  forms  and  characters  d  woe  r 
So  he  the  fashion  only  lent. 
Whilst  she  wept  aU  thU  OMoumtet  \ 


ANOTHER. 


sum,  HOSPES,  6IVB  IKlMQSNA,  SIVA   ADVEMA  :  VlClStlTV* 
DINIS  aiEDM  MEMORy  PAUCA  PSRLIOC. 

Reader,  when  these  dumb  stones  have  told 

In  borrowed  speech  what  guest  they  hold, 

Thou  shalt  confess  the  vain  pursuit 

Of  human  glory  yields  no  fruit; 

But  an  untimely  grave.     If  Fate 

Could  constant  happiness  create. 

Her  ministers.  Fortune  and  Worth, 

Had  here  that  miracle  brought  forth  t 

They  fix*d  this  child  of  honour  where 

No  room  was  left  for  hope  or  fear. 

Of  more  or  less:  so  high,  so  great 

His  growth  was,  yet  so  safe  his  seat: 

Safe  in  the  circle  of  bis  friends  $ 

Safe  in  bis  loyal  heart  and  ends; 

Safe  in  his  native  valiant  spirit ; 

By  favour  safe,  and  safe  by  merit  { 

Safe  by  the  stamp  of  Nature,  which 

Bid  strength  with  shape  and  grace  enrich } 

Safe  in  the  cheerful  courtesies 

Of  flowing  gestures,  speech,  and  eyes  j 

Safe  in  his  bounties,  which  were  more 

Proportioned  to  his  mind  than  store: 

Yet  though  for  virtue  he  becomes 

Involved  himself  in  borrow'd  sums. 

Safe  in  his  care,  he  leaves  betrayM 

No  friend,  engag'd  no  debt  unpaid. 

But  though  the  stars  conspire  to  show*r 
Upon  one  head  th'  united  power 
Of  all  their  graces,  if  their  dire 
Aspects  must  other  breasts  inspire 
Witli  vicious  thoughts,  a  murderer's  knife 
May  cut  (as  here)  their  darf ing*s  life : 
Who  can  be  happy  then,  if  Nature  must. 
To  make  one  happy  man,  make  all  men  just  ? 

'  This  little  poem  is  not  destitute  of  some  pa- 
thetic touches,  expressive  of  the  illustrious  lady*s 
grief  who  is  supposed  to  utter  them ;  bat  the  eight 
concluding  lines,  instead  of  being  the  mournful 
monody  of  a  widow,  degrade  it  into  the  wretched 
conceit  of  a  poetaster. — But  this  was  the  fashion 
of  the  times. 


BY  WAT  OP  CHORUS  TO  A  PLAY,  AT  AS  EtTTftS- 
TAIKMRNT  OV  THE  KIN«  AKD  Q9SBI  Wft  Ml 
LORD  CHAMBERLAIN  *. 

L 
OF  iSALOVSY.     BCAL^MIB. 

OyBfCION. 

From  whence  was  this  first  fury  hnrl'd. 

This  Jealousy,  into  the  world  ? 

Came  she  from  Hell  ?    Answ.  No,  there  doth  iriga 

Eternal  Hatred,  with  Disdain : 

But  she  the  daughter  is  of  Love, 

Sister  of  Beauty.     Qvasi^  Then  above 

She  must  derive  from  the  third  sphere 

Her  heavenly  ofi'-spcing.    Answ.  Neither  there: 

From  those  immortal  flames  could  she 

Draw  her  cold  frozen  pedi^^ree  ? 

•  Q/iUTWU 

If  not  from  Heaven  nor  HMU  where  fhao 

Had  she  her  birth?     Ans*  P  tb-*  beartB  of  meoi 

Beauty  and  Fear  M  her  oreaie, 

Younger  than  Love,  elder  than  BktJt* 

Sister  to  both,  by  Beanfey'a  sida 

To  Love,  by  RKar  to  Hate  ally^d. 

Despair  her  issue  is,  whose  nwe 

Of  fruitful  mischief  drowns  the  spaee 

Of  the  wide  earth  in  a  swoln  flood 

Of  wrath,  revenge,  spite,  rage,  and  lyloodi 

QUBsnoM. 
Oh  how  can  such  a  spmioas  Une 
Proceed  from  parents  so  divine  ? 


As  streams,  which  from  their  cfarystal  spring 
Do  sweet  and  clear  their  waters  bring. 
Yet,  mingling  iHth  the  brackish  main,         , 
Nor  taste  nor  colour  they  retain. 

QUESTION. 

Yet  rivers  'twixt  their  owi^  banka  fkm 
Still  fresh :  can  Jealonsy  do  so  ? 

ANSWER. 

Yes,  whilst  she  keeps  the  siediiMt  ^rouod- 

Of  Hope  and  Fear,  her  equal  bound: 

Hope,  sprung  from^faw>ur,  woith,  or  obanoe, 

Tow'rds  the  fair  object  doth  advaaoe ; 

Whilst  Fear,  as  watchful  oentinel* 

Doth  the  invading  foe  repel  ^ 

And  Jealousy,  thus  mist,  doth^nora 

The  season  and  the  salt  of  love: 

But  when  Fear  takes  a  larger  seopa^ 

Stifling  the  child  of  reason,  Hop<«k 

Then,  sitting  on  th'  usurped  throne, 

She  like  a  tyrant  ntles  alone; 

As  the  wild  ocean  uncoafin^d^ 

And  raging  as  the  northern  wind* 

»  These  entertainments  were  freqnent  in  Charte'^ 
court,  and  had  always  attadied  to  them  a  mosicsl 
interlude,  or  some  sumptuous  piece  of  pageantiy. 
On  one  of  these  occasions  the  present  songs  wen; 
composed.  They  are  written  m  imiutiooofthe 
ancient  manner* 
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II. 

mciiriMB  BONOOK. 

y  what  esteem  did  the  gods  hold 
Fair  lonocence  and  the  chaste  bed, 

^en  scandaPd  Virtue  might  be  bold, 
Bare-foot  upon  sharp  cultures,  spread  , 

)*er  burning  coals,  to  march ;  yet  feel  ' 

^or  scorching  fire  nor  piercing  steel  *  ^ 

Vhy,  when  the  hard-^g'd  iron  did  turn 

Soft  as  a  bed  of  roses  blown, 
IHien  cruel  flames  forgot  to  bum 

Their  chaste,  pure  limbs,  should  man  alone 
Gainst  female  innocence  conspire, 
larder  than  steel,  fiercer  than  fire  ? 

)h  hapless  sex !  unequal  sway 
Of  partial  honour !  whp  may  know 

lebels  from. subjects  that  ob^y, 
When  Malice  can  on  vestals  throw 

Hsgrace,  and  Fame  fix  high  reputa 

to  the  loose  shameless  prostitute  ? 

ain  Honour !  thou  art  but  disguise, 

A  cheating  voice,  a  juggling  artj 
'o  judge  of  Virtue  whose  pure  eyes 

Court  her  own  image  in  the  heart, 
lore  pleas'd  with  her  tme  figure  there, 
ban  her  false  echo  in  the  ear. 


III. 

SEPARATIOir  O^  LOYBRS. 

COP  the  chased  boar,  or  play 

With  the  lion's  paw,  yet  fear 

From  the  lover's  side  to  tear 
he  idol  of  his  soul  away. 

bough  love  enter  by  the  sight 
To  the  heart,  it  doth  not  fi^y 
From  thi  mind,  when  feom  the  eye 

be  fair  objects  take  thdr  flight, 

lit  since  want  provokes  desire, 

When  we  lose  what  we  before 

Have  enjoy'd^  mb  we  want  mon;, 
>  is  love  more  set  on  fire. 

>ve  doth  with  an  hungry  eye 

Glut  on  beauty,  and  you  may 

Safer  snatch  the  tiger'aprey 
lian  his  vital  food  deny. 

Hy  though  absence  for  a  space 

Sharpen  the  keen  appetite. 

Long  continuance  doth  quite 
1  Love's  characters  efttcc^ 

'This  alludes  to  the  ancient  oideal  by  fire,  a 
ethod  by  which  accu^<  peispns  undertook  to 
^^JJJcir  imiocence,  by  walking  blind-fold  and 
refoot  over  nine  red-hot  ploughshares  or  pieces 
iron,  placed  at  unequal  distanees.  Thv  bar- 
rous  custom  began  before  the  cooquest,  and 
ntinued  till  the  time  of  Henry  III. 


For  the  sense,  not  fed,  denies 
.  Nourishment  unto  the  mind. 
Which  with  expectation  pin*d, 
love  of  a  consumption  dies. 


IV. 

INCOMMUMICABIUTY  OF  LOVE. 

QUSSnOM. 

Bv  what  power  was  love  coofinM 
To  one  object }  who  can  bind. 
Or  fix  a  limit  to  the  free-bom  mind  ? 


Nature;  for  as  bodies  may 

Move  at  once  but  in  one  way. 
So  nor  can  minds  to  more  than  one  love  stray. 


Yet  I  feel  double  smart; 

Love's  twinn'd  flame,  his  forked  dart. 
Ams.  Then  hath  wikl  lust,  not  love  pottest  thy  heart. 

aUSSTIOM. 

Whence  springs  love  ?  Ams.  From  beauty.    Quxn*. 
Should  the  effect  not  multiply  [Why 

As  fost  in  the  heart  as  doth  the  cause  in  th'  eye } 

AMSWBI. 

When  two  beauties  equal  are. 
Sense  preferring  neither  fair. 
Desire  stands  still,  distracted  'twixt  the  pair. 

So  in  equal  distance  lay 

Two  fiiir  limbs  in  the  wolfs  way. 
The  hungry  beast  will  starve  ere  choose  his  piey« 

But  where  one  is  chief,  the  rest 

Cease  and  that's  alone  possest. 
Without  a  rival  monarch  of  the  breast. 


SONGS  MN  TME  PLAY. 

'  A  LOTER,  IN  TBK  DISGUISX  OF  AX  AMA;|01i«  IS  BBMaV 
SCLOVSD  OF  HIS  MWIBBSS. 

Cease,  thou  aflUcted  soul,  to  mourn. 
Whose  love  and  fiiith  are  paid  witli  scorn  ; 
For  I  am  starv'd  that  feel  the  blisses. 
Of  dear  embraces,  smiles  and  kisses. 
From  my  soul's  idol,  yet  complain 
Of  equal  love  more  than  disdain. 

Coase,  beauty's  exile,  to  lament 
The  frozen  shades  of  banishment, 
For  I  in  that  fair  bosom  dwell. 
That  \9  my  Paradise  and  Hell ; 
Banish'd  at  home,  at  once  at  easr 
In  the  safe  port,  and  tost  on  seas. 

Gease  in  cold  jealous  fears  to  pine, 
Sad  wretch,  whom  rivals  undermine  j 
For  though  I  had  lock'd  in  mine  arms 
My  life's  sole  joy,  a  traitor's  charms 
Prevail  j  whilst  I  may  only  blame 
Myself,  that  mine  own  rival  am. 
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CAR£W^  poems. 


ANOTHER. 


A  LAST  EI8C0BD  PkOM^MATH  MX  A  KHIGBT,  WHO  tM  THI 
UCtrAIIT  LBATBt  USB,  OOMPLAIMB  THUI. 

Oh  whither  is  my  fair  tun  fled. 

Bearing  his  light  not  heat  away  } 
If  thou  repose  in  the  moist  bed 

Of  the  sea^ueen,  bring  back  the  day 
To  our  dark  clime,  and  thou  shalt  lie 
BMh*d  in  the  sea-flows  from  mine  eye. 

Upon  what  whirlwind  didst  thou  ride 

Hence,  remain  fixt  in  my  heart. 
From  me,  and  to  me ;  fled,  and  ty'd } 

Dark  riddles  of  the  amorous  art ; 
Love  lent  thee  wings  to  fly  ;  so  he 
Unfeather*d  now  must  rest  with  me. 

Help,  help,  brave  youth !  I  burn,  I  bleed  I 

The  cruel  god  with  bow  and  brand 
Pursues  the  life  thy  valour  freed ; 

Disarm  him  with  thy  conquering  hand ; 
And  that  thou  may*st  the  wild  boy  tame. 
Give  me  his  dart,  keep  thou  his  flame. 


7D  BEJf.  JONSON, 

VPON  OCCASION   OP  Hit    ODE  OP  DBFlilfCK  AN- 
MBXBD  TO  HX8  PLAT  OP  THB  NEW  IMN  *. 

*Tn  true  (dear  Ben.)  thy  just  chastisiDg  hand 
Hath  ftxM  upon  the  sotted  age  a  brand. 
To  their  swoln  pride  and  empty  scribbling  due : 
It  can  nor  judge,  nor  write ;  and  yet,  *tis  true, 
Thy  eomic  Muse  from  the  escalted  line 
Touch'd  by  the  alchymist,  doth  since  decline 
From  that  her  zenith,  and  foretels  a  red 
And  blushing  evening,  when  she  goes  to  bed ; 
Yet  such  as  shall  out-sbine  the  glimmering  light 
With  which  all  stars  shall  gild  the  folk>wing  night. 
Nor  think  it  much  (since  all  thy  eaglets  may 
Endure  the  sunny  trial)  if  we  say 
Thb  hath  the  stitmger  wing,  or  that  doth  shine 
Trick'd  up  in  fairer  plumes,  since  all  are  thine. 
Who  hath  his  flock  of  cackling  geese  compared 
With  thy  tun'd  quire  of  swans  ?  or  else  who  dar*d 
To  call  thy  births  deformed  ?  But  if  thou  bind. 
By  city  custom,  or  by  gavel  kind. 
In  equal  shares  thy  love  on  all  thy  race. 
We  may  distinguish  of  their  sex,  and  place ; 
Though  one  hand  form  them,  and  through  one  brain 
Souls  into  all,  they  are  not  all  alike.  [strike 

Why  should  the  follies  then  of  this  dull  age 
Drew  fitHn  thy  pen  such  an  immodest  rage 

'  This  was  the  last  of  Ben.  JoQSon*s  dramatic 
productions,  and  it  bora  every  mark  of  departing 
genius.  The  New-Inn  gave  him  more  vexation 
than  all  his  former  pieces  had  done.  It  was  ex- 
hibited at  the  theatre  without  any  success :  but  a 
great  poet  is  never  tired  of  fisme ;  he  appealed 
from  the  stage  to  the  closet,  and  published  his 
comedy,  having  prefixed  to  it  an  ode  addressed  to 
himself,  in  which  he  conrplimented  his  own  abili- 
ties, and  set  the  critics  at  defiance.  To  this  ode 
our  poet  here  allud^. 


As  seems  to  blast  thy  (else  immortal)  bays. 
When  throe  own  .tongue  proclaiffls  thy  itch  of 

praise? 
Such  thirst  will  argue  drought.    No ;  let  be  kniH 
Upon  thy  works,  by  the  detracting  world. 
What  malice  can  suggest ;  let  the  rout  say, 
The  running  sands,  that  (ere  thou  make  a  plaj) 
Count  the sk>w  minutes,  might  a  Goodwin'  frase. 
To  swallow,  when  th'  hast  done,  thy  shipwreck'^ 


Let  them  the  dear  expense  of  oil  upbraid, 
Suck*d  by  thy  watchful  lamp,  that  bath  betiiyM 
To  theft  the  blood  of  martyr'd  aathon,  spilt 
Into  thy  ink,  whilst  thou  grow'st  pale  with  guk: 
Repine  not  at  the  taper*s  thrifty  waste. 
That  sleeks  thy  terser  poems ;  nor  is  haste 
Praise,  but  excuse ;  anid  if  thou  overcome 
A  knotty  writer,  bring  the  booty  home ; 
Nor  think  it  thc^  if  the  rich  spoils^  so  tora 
From  conquerM  authors,  be  as  trophies  won. 
Let  others  glut  on  thee  th*  extorted  praise 
Of  vulgar  breath,  trust  t  hou  to  after-days : 
Thy  Ubour'd  works  shall  live,  when  time  denwn 
Th'  abortive  off-spring  of  their  hast;  hours: 
Thou  art  not  of  their  rank ;  the  quarrel  lies 
Within  thine  own  vei^;  then  let  this  suffice, 
The  wiser  worid  doth  greater  thee  confess 
Than  all  men  else,  than  thyself  only  less. 


AN  HYMENEAL  DIALOGUE. 


BRIDE  AND  GROOM. 


TatL  me  (my  love)  since  Hymen  ty'd 
The  holy  knot^  hast  thou  not  felt 

A  new  infiaed  spirit  slide 
Into  thy  breast,  whilst  thine  did  melt  ? 


First  tell  me  (sweet)  whose  words  were  those  f 
For  though  your  voice  the  air  did  break. 

Yet  did  my  soul  the  sense  eorapoae. 

And  through  your  lips  my  heart  did  vpeak. 


Then  I  perceive,  when  from  the  flame 
Of  love  my  scorch'd  sool  did  retire 

Your  froaseii  heait  hi  her  place  came, 
And  sweetly  melted  in  that  fire. 


'Tis  true ;  fbr  when  that  mutual  change 
Of  souls  was  made  with  equal  gain, 

I  straight  might  feel  diffus*d  a  strange 
But  gentle  heat  through  every  vein. 


Oh  blest  disunion !  that  doth  so 

Our  bodies  from  our  souhi  divide. 
As  two  do  one  and  one  fbor  grow. 

Each  by  oontraotioD  multiply'd. 

*  Cmnw  hare  albdes  to  the  Goddwio  Sso(li« 
Kent,  which  have  proved  fatal  to  soch  a  mivi^ 
of  vesseb  and  their  crews. 
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Kkii>s.  Thy  bowtn  then  VH  make  my  nest, 
^  Since  there  my  willing  soul  doth  perch. 
^Rooit.     And  for  my  heart  in  thy  chaste  breatt 
I II  make  an  everlasting  seartib. 

'Hoaus.    Oh  blest  disaniod»  &c. 


yssEQuiEs  ro  the  lady  anne  hayk 

^  polnhM  courtier  channel  bis  fresh  cheek 
^ith  feal  tears;  the  new  betrothed  maid 
mi\  d  not  that  day;  the  graver  tenate  laid 
Tieir  business  by;  of  all  the  courtly  throng 
'fief  seai'd  the  heart,  and  silence  bound  the  tongue: 
that  ne'er  more  of  private  sorrow  knew 
Han  from  my  pen  some  froward  mistress  drew, 
ind  for  the  public  woe  had  my  dull  sense 
o  Bear*d  with  ever-adverse  influence, 
18  the  invBder*s  sword  might  have,  unfelt, 
lerc  d  my  dead  bosom,  yet  began  to  melt : 
^ntrn  strong  instinct  did  to  my  blood  suggest 
Jth  luikDown  loss  peculiar  interest 
|ut  when  I  heard  the  noble  Carlisle's  gem, 
he  ^rest  branch  of  Denny's  ancient  stem, 
^  "ym  that  casket  stolen,  from  this  trunk  torn, 
fojmd  just  cau-e  why  they,  why  I  should  mourn. 
But  who  shall  guide  my  artless  pen,  to  draw 
nose  bloommg  beauties  which  I  never  saw  ? 
•  iV^"  posterity  believe  my  story, 
f  I  her  crowded  graces,  and  the  glory 
Jie  to  her  riper  virtues,  shall  relate 
rithout  the  knowledge  of  her  mortal  sUte  ? 
hall  I,  as  once  Appelles.  here  a  feature, 
here  steal  a  grace;  and  rifling  so  whole  nature 
t  all  the  sweets  a  learned  eye  can  see, 
igureone  Venus,  and  say,  "  Such  was  she?" 
lall  I  her  legend  fill  with  what  of  old     * 
ath  of  the  worthies  of  her  ses  been  told; 
nd  what  all  pens  and  times  to  all  dispeve, 
estrain  to  her  by  a  prophetic  sense  ? 
T  shall  I,  to  the  moral  and  divme 
Mctest  laws,  shape  by  an  even  line 
life  so  straight,  as  it  should  shame  the  square 
eft  m  the  rules  of  Katherine  or  Qare, 
od  call  it  hers  ?  Say, ««  So  did  she  begin , 
od,  bad  she  liv'd,  such  had  her  progress  been  ?" 
u  i!'^*'°"  ^*y*'  ^y  ^^>cJ>  ^>we  pens,  for  hire, 
aub  glorious  Vice,  and  from  Apollo's  quiiv 
eal  holy  ditties,  which  profanely  they 
pon  the  hearse  of  every  strumpet  lay. 
We  trill  not  bathe  thy  corpse  with  a  forc'd  te<r, 
w  shall  thy  train  borrow  the  blacks  they  wear ; 
ich  vulgar  spice  and  gums  embalm  not  thee ; 
aou  art  the  theme  of  truth,  not  poetry, 
[lou  Shalt  endure  a  trial  by  thy  peers ; 
irgins  of  equal  birth,  of  equal  years, 
Tiose  virtues  held  with  thine  an  emulous  strife, 
»n  draw  thy  picture,  and  record  thy  life : 
n«  shall  ensphere  thine  eyes,  another  shaH 
opwl  thy  teeth,  a  third  thy  white  and  small 
and  shaU  besnow,  a  fourth  incarnadine 
^y  rosy  cheek ;  until  each  beauteous  line, 
rawn  by  her  hand  in  whom  that  part  excels, 
eet  m  one  centre,  where  all  beauty  dwells. 

(Sr  7"  ^*  ^•"S^**'  9^  ''•™«  Hay,  fint  eari 
VOL  V. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OP  ANGLESEA.  6oQ 

Others,  in  task,  shall  thy  choice  Tirtnes  share; 

Some  shall  their  birth,some  theirripe  growth  declare. 

Though  niggardTime  left  much  unhatch'dby  deeds: 

They  shall  relate  how  thou  badst  all  the  seeds 

Of  every  virtue,  which  in  the  pursuit 

Of  time  must  have  brought  forth  admired  fruit; 

Thus  Shalt  thou  from  the  mputh  of  Envy  raise 

A  glorious  journal  of  thy  thrifty  days, 

Like  a  bright  star  shot  from  his  sphere,  whow  race 

In  a  continued  line  of  flames  we  trace. 

This,  if  survey*d,  shall  to  thy  view  impart 

How  little  more  than  late  thou  wert,  thou  art: 

This  shall  gain  credit  with  succeeding  times. 

When  nor  by  bribed  pens,  nor  ^rtial  rhimes 

Of  engagM  kindred,  but  the  sacred  truth 

Is  storied  by  the  partners  of  thy  youth  ; 

Their  breath  shall  saint  thee,  and  be  this  thy  pride. 

Thus  ev'n  by  rivals  to  be  deify* d. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  ANGLESEA ', 

uroN  THX  IMMQDBaATELY  BY  BUI  lAMIMTBD  DIATH   OP 
BSa  HUSBAND. 


Madam,  men  say  you  keep  with  dropping  e^'es 
Your  sorrows  fresh,  watering  the  rose  that  Ties 
Pall*n  from  your  cheeks  upon  your  dear  lord*s  hearse* 
Alas !  those  odours  now  no  more  can  pierce 
His  cold,  pale  nostril,  nor  the  crimson  dye 
Present  a  graceful  blush  to  his  dark  eye. 
Think  you  that  flood  of  pearit  moisture  hath 
The  virtue  frbled  of  old  Eson^s  bath  ? 
You  may  your  beauties  and  your  youth  eonsniue 
Over  bis  urn,  and  with  your  'stghs  perfume 
The  solitary  vault,  which,  as  you  groan, 
In  hollow  echoes  shall  repeat  your  moan : 
There  you  may  wither,  and  an  autumn  bring 
Upon  your  self,  but  not  call  back  his  spring. 
Forbear  your  fruitless  grief  then ;  and  let  thoser 
Whose  love  was  doubted,  gain  belief  with  shows 
To  their  suspected  faith ;  you  whose  whole  lifo 
In  every  act  crown'd  you  a  constant  wifi^ 
May  spare  the  practice  of  that  vulgar  trade^ 
Which  superstitious  custom  only  made  i 
Rather,  a  widow  now  of  wisdom  prove 
The  pattern,  as  a  wife  you  were  of  love. 
Yet  since  you  surfeit  on  your  grief,  'tis  fit 
I  tell  the  world  upon  what  cares  you  sit 
Glutting  your  sorrows ;  and  at  once  include 
His  story,  your  excuse,  my  gratitude. 

You,  that  behold  how  yon  sad  lady  blends 
Those  ashes  with  her  tears,  lest,  as- she  spenda 
Her  tributary  sighs,  the  frequent  gpust 
Might  scatter  up  and  down  the  noble  dost ; 
Know,  when  that  heap  of  atoms  was  with  blood 
Kneaded  to  solid  flesh,  and  firmly  stood 
On  stately  pillarsg  the  rare  form  might  move 
The  froward  Ino*s,  or  chaste  Cynthia's  love. 
In  motion,  active  grace;  in  rest,  a  calm ; 
Attractive  sweetness  brought  both  wound  and  balm 
To  every  heart ;  he  was  oompoe'd  of  all 
The  wishes  of  ripe  virgins,  when  they  call 
For  Hymen's  rites,  and  in  their  fancies  wed 
A  shape  of  studied  beauties  to  their  bed* 

.  >  This  was  Elizabeth,  the  wife  of  the  renowned 
Arthur  Annesley,  first  earl  of  Anglesey,  and  dauglK 
ter  of  sir  James  Altham. 
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CAREWS  POEMS. 


Within  this  curtoat  palace  dwelt  a  soo\  , 
Qave  luftre  to  each  part,  and  to  the  whole : 
This  dresthis  hce  in  coorteous  smiles^  and  so 
From  oomely  gestures  sweeter  manners  flow. 
This  courage  joined  to  strength ;  so  the  hand,  bent. 
Was  Valour's ;  open'd.  Bounty's  instrument ; 
Which  did  the  scale  and  sword  of  Justice  hold. 
Knew  how  to  brandish  steel  and  scatter  gold. 
This  taught  him  not  t'  engage  his  modest  tongue 
In  suits  of  private  gain,  though  public  wrong; 
Nor  misemploy  (as  is  the  great  man's  use) 
His  credit  with  his  master,  to  traduce. 
Deprave,  malign,  and  ruin  Innocence, 
In  propd  revenge  of  some  mis-judg'd  offence: 
But  all  his  actions  had  the  noble  end 
To  advance  desert,  or  grace  some  worthy  friend. 
He  chose  not  in  the  active  stream  to  swim, 
^or  hunted  Honour,  which  yet  hunted  him  i 
But  like  a  quiet  eddy  that  hath  found 
Some  hollow  creek^  there  turns  his  waters  round. 
And  in  continual  circles  dances,  free 
From  the  impetuous  torrent;  so  did  he 
Give  others  leave  to  turn  the  wheel  of  state, 
(Whose  steeriess  motion  spins  the  subject's  fate) 
Whilst  he,  retir'd  from  the  tumultuous  noise 
Of  court,  and  suitors'  press,  apart  enjoys 
Freedom,  and  mirth,  himself,  his  time,  and  friends. 
And  with  sweet  relish  tastes  each  hour  he  spends. 
I  could  remember  bow  his  noble  heart 
First  kindled  at  your  beauties ;  with  what  art 
He  chas'd  his  game  through  all  opposing  fears. 
When  I  his  sighs  to  you,  and  back  your  tears 
Convey'd  to  him  ;  how  loyal  then,  and  how 
Constant  he  prov'd  since  to  his  marriage  vow. 
So  as  his  wandring  eyes  never  drew  in 
One  lustful  thought  to  tempt  t^is  sou}  to  sin ; 
But  that  I  fear  such  mention  rather  may 
Kindle  new  grief,  than  blow  tbc  old  away. 

Then  let  him  rest,  joinM  to  great  Buckingham, 
And  with  his  brother*s  mingle  bis  bright  flame. 
Look  up,  and  meet  their  beams,  and  you  from  thence 
May  chance  derive  a  cheerrul  influence. 
Seek,  him  no  more  in  dust,  but  call  again 
Your  scattered  beauties  home ;  and  so  the  pei^ 
Which  now  I  take  from  this  sad  elegy. 
Shall  smg  the  trophies  of  your  conquering  eye. 


AN  ELEGY 

UPOK 

THE  DEATH  OF  DOCTOR  DONNE S 

DIAM  OF  ST.  PAUL'S. 

Ok  we  not  force  from  widow'd  Poetry, 
Now  thou  art  dead,  great  Donne,  one  elegy 
To  ^rown  thy  hearse }  Why  yet  did  we  not  crust. 
Though  with  unkneaded,  doagh*-bak*d  prose,  thy 

dost; 
Such  as  th'  uncizar'd  lect'rer  from  the  flowY 
Of  fading  rhetoric,  short-lir'd  as  his  hour, 

*■  This  excellent  poet  is  better  known  in  our  age 
by  his  Satires,  which  were  modernised  and  versified 
by  Mr.  Pope,  than  by  his  other  works,  which  are 
scarce.  If  he  was  not  the  greatest  poet,  he  was  at 
least  the  greatest  wit,  of  James  the  First's  reign 
Carew  seems  to  have  thought  still  more,  highly  o* 


Dry  as  the  sand  that  measures  it,  migfatlay 

Upon  the  ashes  on  the  funeral  day  ? 

Have  we  not  tone,  nor  voice  ?  D^dst  thon  di^>enss 

Through  all  our  language  both  the  words  and  sense  ? 

'T  is  a  sad  troth*    The  pulpit  may  her  plain 

And  sober  christian  precepU  still  retain; 

Doctrines  it  may,  and  wholsome  uses,  frame. 

Grave  homilies,  and  lectures ;  but  the  flame 

Of  thy  brave  soul  (that  shot  such  heat  and  light 

As  burnt  our  Earth,  and  made  our  darknea  Imght, 

Committed  holy  rapes  upon  the  will. 

Did  through  the  eye  the  melting  hearts  distil,. 

And  the  deep  knowledge  of  dark  truths  so  teach 

As  sense  might  jodge  what  fancy  could  not  reach) 

Must  be  desir*d  for  ever.    So  the  fire 

That  fills  with  spirit  and  heat  the  Delphic  qnire^ 

Which,  kindled  first  by  the  Promethean  breith, 

Glow'd  here  a  while,  lies  quench'd  now  in  thy  death. 

The  Muses*  garden,  with  pedantic  weeds 

O'erspread,  was  purg'd  by  thee;  the  lazy  seeds 

Of  servile  imitation  thrown  away. 

And  fresh  invention  planted.    Thou  didst  pay 

The  debts  of  our  penurious  bankrupt  age: 

Licentious  thefts,  that  make  poetic  rage 

A  mimic  fiiry,  when  our  souls  must  be 

Possest  or  with  Anacreon's  ecstasy 

Or  Pindar's,  not  their  own ;  the  subtle  cheat 

Of  sly  exchanges,  and  the  juggling  feat 

Of  two-^g*d  swords ;  or  whatsoever  wrong 

By  ours  was  done  the  Greek  or  Latin  tongue^ 

Thou  hast  redeemed ;  and  open*d  us  a  mine 

Of  rich  and  pregnant  fiincy ;  drawn  a  line 

Of  masculine  expression,  which  had  good 

Old  Orpheus  seen,  or  all  the  ancient  brood 

Our  superstitious  fools  admire,  and  hold 

Their  lead  more  precious  than  thy  bumish'd  gol^ 

Thou  hadst  been  their  exchequer,  and  no  more 

They  each  in  other's  dung  had  search 'd  for  ore. 

Thou  shalt  yield  no  precedence,  but  of  time. 

And  the  blind  fate  of  language,  whose  tun'd  <^iime 

Moro  charms  the  outward  sense :  yet  thou  nkay*st 

From  so  great  disadvange  greater  6me,       [claim 

Since  to  the  awe  of  thy  imperious  wit 

Our  troublMome  language  bends,  made  only  fit' 

With  her  tough  thick-rib'd  hoops  to  gird  alKmt 

Thy  giant  fancy,  which  had  prov'd  too  stout 

For  their  soft,  melting  phrases.    As  in  time 

They  had  the  start,  so  did  they  cull  the  prime 

Buds  of  invention  many  a  hundred  year. 

And  left  the  rifled  fields,  besides  the  fear 

To  touch  their  harvest ;  yet  from  those  bare  lands 

Of  what  was  only  thine,  thy  only  hands 

(And  that  their  smallest  work)  have  gleaned  more 

Thau  all  those  times  and  tongues  could  reap  before. 

But  thou  art  gone,  and  thy  strict  laws  will  be 
Too  hard  for  libertines  in  poetry ; 
They  will  recall  the  goodly,  exil'd  train 
Of  gods  and  goddesses,  which  in  thy  just  reign 
Was  banish*d  noble  poems.    Now,  with  these. 
The  silenced  tales  i'  th'  Metamorphoses 
Shall  stuff  their  lines,  and  swell  the  windy  page; 
Till  verse,  refin'd  by  thee,  in  this  last  age 
Turn  ballad-rbime,  or  those  old  idols  be 
Ador'd  again  with  new  apostacy. 

him  ;  for  in  another  place  he  exalts  him  above  all 
the  other  bards,  ancient  and  modem : 

^  Donne,  worth  all  that  went  before. 

He  died  in  the  year  1631. 
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Oh  pardon  mc!  that  break  with  uutun'd  verse 
The  rererend  silence  that  attends  thy  hearse; 
Whose  solemn,  awful  murmure  were  to  thee, 
More  than  those^rude  lines,  a  loud  elegy ; 
That  did  proclaim  in  a  dumb  eloquence 
The  death  of  all  the  arts,  whose  influence, 
GrowTi  feeble,  in  these  panting  numben  lies. 
Gasping  short-winded  accents,  and  so  dies :' 
So  doth  the  swiftly-turning  wheel  not  stand 
r  th'  instant  we  withdraw  the  moving  hand. 
Bat  some  short-time  retains  a  faint,  weak  course. 
By  Tirtne  of  the  first  impulsive  force ; 
And  so,  whilst  I  cast  %m  thy  funeral  pile 
Thy  crown  of  bays,  oh  let  it  crack  a  while. 
And -spit  disdain,  till  the  devouring  flashes 
Sack  all  the  moisture  up,  then  torn  to  ashes. 

I  will  not  draw  the  envy,  to  engross 
All  thy  perfections,  or  weep  all  the  loss; 
Those  are  too  numerous  for  one  elegy, 
And  't  is  too  g^reat  to  be  express'd  by  me : 
let  others  carve  the  rest;  it  shall  suffice, 
I  oo  thy  grave  this  epiuph  incise. 
*«  Here  lies  a  king  that  rul'd  as  he  thought  fit 
The  oniversal  monarchy  of  wit ; 
Here  lies  two  flamensS  and  both  those  the  best; 
Apollo^  fint,  at  last  the  true  God's  priest." 


m  ANSIFER 

TO     \ 
AN  KLBOIACAL  LETTER  UPO|f  THE  OE\TII  OF  THE 
KING  OP  SWEDEN  > 

FBOM  AUIELUN  TOWHSIND/lNVrriNG  ME  TO  WRriS 
ON  TIUr^BJBCT. 

Wbt  dost  thou  sound,  my  dear  Aurelian, 
In  so  shrill  actions,  from  thy  Barbican, 
A  load  alai^m  to  my  drowsy  eyes*. 
Bidding  them  wake  in  tears  and  elegies 
For  mighty  Sweden's  fall  ?  Alas  !  how  may 
My  lyric  foet,  that  of  the  smooth,  soft  way 
Of  Love  and  Beauty  only  know  the  tread. 
In  dancing  paces  celebrate  the  dead 
Victorious  king,  or  his  majestic  hearse 
Profane  with  tb'  humble  touch  of  their  low  verse  ? 
Virgil  nor  Lucan,  no,  nor  Tasso,  more 
Than  both;  not  Donne^  worth  all  that  went  before; 
With  the  anited  labour  of  their  wit 
Coald  a  Just  poem  to  this  subject  fit 
His  actioas  were  too  mighty  to  be  rais'd 
Higher  by  verse :  let  him  in  prose  be  prais'd. 
In  modest  fisithful  story,  which  his  deeds 
Shall  turn  to  poems:  when  the  next  age  reads 
Of  Francfort,  Leipsic,  Warsburgh,  of  the  Rhiue, 
The  Leek,  the  Danube.  Tilley,  Wallestein, 
Bavaria,  Dapenheim,  Lutzen  field,  where  he 
Gain*d  after  death  a  posthume  victdlry, 

'  Alluding  to  his  being  both  a  poet  and  a  divine. 

'  Gustavus  Adolphus,  the  great  protector  of  the 
protestants  in  Germany ;  who,  af^er  having  sub- 
dued Ingria,  Livonia,  and  Pomerania,  was  killed  at 
the  battle  of  Lutzen,  near  Leipsic 

*  Onr  author  in  this  passage  lost  sight  of  his 
nsoal  correctness.  To  '*  sound  an  alarum  to  the 
eyes^  is  a  harsh  expvession  on  this  side  of  the  Irish 
Chanod,-— But,  quandoque  dormitat  Homerus. 


Theyll  think  his  acts  things  rather  feignM  than  done, 

Like  our  romances  of  the  Knight  o'  th*  Sun. 

Leave  we  him  then  to  the  grave  chronicler. 

Who  though  to  annals  he  cannot  refer 

His  too-brief  story,  yet  his  journals  may 

Stand  by  the  Caesar's  years ,  and  evcr>-  day 

Cut  into  minutes,  each  shall  more  contain 

Of  great  designment  than  an  emperor's  reign : 

And  (since  t  was  but  his  church-yard)  let  him  hare 

For  his  own  ashes  now  no  narrower  grave 

Than  the  whole  German  continent's  vast  iromb. 

Whilst  all  her  cities  do  but  make  his  tomb. 

Let  us  to  Supreme  Providence  commit 

The  fote  of  monarcbs,  which  first  thought  It  lit 

To  rend  the  empire  fix>m  the  Austrian  grasp, 

And  next  ftom  Sweden's,  even  when  he  did  clasp 

Within  his  dying  arms  the  sov*reignty 

Of  all  those  provinces,  that  men  might  see 

The  Divine  Wisdom  would  not  leave  that  land 

Subject  to  any  one  king's  sole  command. 

Then  let  the  Germans  foar,  if  Cesar  shall, 

Or  the  united  prmces,  rise  and  fall.; 

But  let  us  that  in  myrtle  bowers  sit. 

Under  secure  shades,  use  the  beuefit 

Of  peace  and  plenty,  which  the  blessed  hand 

Of  our  good  king  gives  this  obdurate  land : 

Let  us  of  revels  sing,  and  let  tby  breath 

(Which  filled  Fame*s  trumpet  with  Gustavus'  death. 

Blowing  his  name  to  Heaven)  gently  inspire 

Thy  past'ral  pipe  till  all  our  swains  admire 

Thy  song  and  subject,  whilst  they  both  comprise 

The  beauties  of  the  Shepherd's  Paradise  ^: 

For  who,  like  thee,  (whose  loose  discourse  is  far 

More  neat  and  polish'd  than  our  poems  are, 

Whose  very  gait's  more  graceful  than  our  dance) 

In  sweetly  flowing  numbers  may  advance 

The  glorious  night :  when,  not  to  act  foul  rapes. 

Like  birds,  or  beasts,  but  in  their  angel-shapes 

A  troop  of  deities  came  down  to  guide 

Our  steerless  barks  in  Passion's  swelling  tide 

By  Virtue's  card,  and  brought  us  from  above 

A  pattern  of  their  own  celestial  love. 

Nor  lay  it  in  dark  sullen  precepts  drown'd; 

But  with  rich  fancy  and  clear  action  crown'd. 

Through  a  mysterious  fable  (that  was  drawn 

Like  a  transparent  veil  of  purest  lawn 

Before  their  dazzling  beauties)  the  divine 

Venus  did  with  her  heavenly  Cupid  shine  t 

The  story's  curious  wd>,  the  masculine  stile,  . 

The  subtle  sense,  did  time  and  sleep  beguile : 

Pinion'd  and  charm'd,  they  stood  to  g^ise  upon 

Th'  angel-like  forms,  gestures,  and  motion  ; 

To  hear  those  ravishing  sounds,  that  did  dispense 

Knowledge  and  pleasure  to  the  soul  and  sense. 

It  fit  I'd  us  with  amazeoient  to  behold 

Love  made  all  spirit;  his  corporeal  mold. 

Dissected  into  atoms,  roelt  away 

To  empty  air,  and  f^m  the  gross  albiy 

Of  mixtures  aad  compounding  accidents, 

Refin'd  to  immaterial  elements. 

Bat  when  the  queen  of  beauty  did  inspire 

The  air  with  perfumes,  and  our  hearts  with  fire. 

Breathing,  firom  her  celestial  organ,  sweet 

Harmonious  notes,  our  soals  fell  at  her  feet. 

And  did  with  humble,  reverend  duty,  more 

Her  rare  perfections  than  high  state  adore. 


^  The  title  of  a  poem  written  by  Aurelian  Town- 
send. 
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CAREWS  POEMS. 


These  barmless  pastimes  let  my  Towosend  sing 
To  rural  tunes ;  not  that  thy  Muse  want*  wing 
To  soar  a  loftier  pitch,  (for  she  bath  made 
A  noble  flight,  and  placM  th*  heroic  shade 
Abore  the  reach  of  our  faint,  flagging  rhime;) 
But  these  are  subjects  proper  to  our  clime. 
Tomics*,  masks,  theatres  better  become 
Our  Halcyon  days.  What  though  the  German  drum 
Bellow  for  freedom  and  revenge  ?  the  noise 
Concerns  not  us,  nor  should  divert  our  joys  j 
Nor  ought  the  thunder  of  their  carabins 
Drown  the  sweet  airs  of  our  tun'd  violms. 
Believe  me,  friend,  if  their  prevailing  pow'rs 
Gain  them  a  calm  security  like  ours. 
They  'II  hang  their  arms  upon  the  olive  bough, 
Aqd  dance  and  revel  then  as  we  do  now. 


UPON  MR.  \V.  MOUNTAGUE 

Hit  RKTURN  FROM  TRAVBI. 

Lead  the  black  bull  to  slaughter,  with  the  boar 
And  lamb ;  then  purple  with  th^ir  mingled  gore 
The  Ocean's  curled  brow,  that  so  we  may 
The  sea-gods  for  their  carefiU  wattage  pay : 
Send  grateful  incense  op  in  pious  smoke 
To  those  mild  spirits  that  cast  a  curbing  yoke 
Upon  the  stubborn  winds,  that  calmly  blew 
To  the  wish'd  shore  our  long'd-fbr  Mountague : 
Then,  whilst  the  aromatic  odours  bum 
In  honour  of  their  darling's  safe  return, 
The  Muse's  quire  shall  thus  with  voice  and  hand 
Bless  the  fair  gale  that  drove  his  ship  to  land. 

'     Sweetly-breathing  vernal  air. 
That  with  kind  warmth  do'st  repair 
Winterls  rums ;  from  whose  breast 
All  the  gums  and  spice  of  th'  east 
^  Borrow  their  perfumes ;  whose  eye 
Gilds  the  mom,  and  clears  the  sky ; 
Whose  dissheveVd  tresses  shed 
Pearis  upon  the  violet  bed  5 
On  whose  brow,  with  calm  smiles  drest'd. 
The  halcyon  sits  and  bnUds  her  nest ; 
Beauty,  youth,  and  endless  spring, 
Dwell  upon  thy  rosy  winar. 
Thou,  if  stormy  Boreas  throws 
Down  whole  forests  when  he  blows. 
With  a  pregnant  flow'ry  birth 
Canst  refresh  the  teeming  earth : 
If  he  nip  the  early  bud, 
K  he  blast  what  >s  fair  or  good, 
If  he  scatter  our  choitre  flowers, 
K  he  shake  our  hrfls  or  bowers. 
If  his  rode  breath  threrten  usj 
Thou  canst  stroke  great  Eolus, 
And  from  him  the  grace  obtain 
To  bind  him  in  an  iron  chain. 

Thtts,whilst  you  deal  your  body  *raongst  your  friends, 
And  fill  their  circling  arms,  my  glad  soul  sends 
This  her  embrace :  thus  we  of  Delphos  greet  5 
As  Iay-me»  clasp  their  hands,  we  join  our  feet. 

•  This  species  of  entertainment  we  suppose,  was 
a>kin  to  our  modem  routs,  the  expression  seeming 
to  be  borrowed  from  the  Spanish  tornado,  or  hurri- 
cane. 


MA^FTEn  W.  MOUNTAGUE. 

Sm,  I  arrest  you  at  your  country's  suit. 

Who,  as  a  debt  to  her,  requires  the  frnit 

Of  that  rich  stoek,  which  she  by  Nature's  band 

Gave  you  in  trust,  to  th'  use  of  this  whole  land  z 

Next  she  indites  you  of  a  felony. 

For  stealing  what  was  her  propriety*. 

Yourself,  from  hence  5  ao  seeking  to  convey 

The  public  treasure  of  the  state  a%ray. 

More ;  y'  are  accus'd  of  ostracism,  the  €ste 

!mpos*d  of  old  by  the  Athenian  state 

On  eminent  virtue;  but  that  curse  which  they 

Oast  on  their  men,  you  on  your  country  by : 

For,  thus  divided  from  your  noble  parts, 

Tl)is  kingdom  lives  in  exile,  and  all  hearU 

That  relish  worth  or  honour,  beii^  rent 

From  your  perfections,  sufler  banishment 

These  are  your  public  injuries;  but  I 

Have  a  just  private  quarrel,  to  defy 

And  call  you  coward ;  thus  to  ron  away 

When  you  had  pierc'd  my  heart,  not  daring  stay 

Till  I  redeem *d  my  honour :  but  I  swear 

By  Celia's  eyes,  by  the  same  force  to  t«ar 

Your  heart  finom  you,  or  not  to  end  this  strife. 

Till  I  or  And  revenge,  or  lose  my  life. 

But  as  in  single  flghto  it  oft  hath  been 

In  that  unequal  eqpal  trial  seen^ 

That  he  who  had  receiVd  the  wrong  at  first. 

Came  from  the  combat  ott  too  with  the  worst  » 

So  if  you  foil  me  when  we  meet,  I  '11  then 

Give  you  fair  leave  to  wound  rae  to  again. 


ONTHl 

MARRIAGE  OF  T.  K.  AND  C.  C 

THE  MORNING  STORBfT. 

Such  should  this  day  be,  so  the  Sun  should  hide 

His  bashful  foce,  and  let  the  conquering  bride 

Without  a  rival  shine,  whilst  he  foibears 

To  mingle  his  unequid  beams  with  hers; 

Or  if  sometimes  he  glance  his  squinting  eye 

Between  the  parting  clouds,  't  is  but  to  spy. 

Not  emulate  her  glories,  so  comes  drest 

In  veils,  but  as  a  masker  to  the  feast  [blow. 

Thus  Heav'n  should  lowr,  such  stormy  gusts  should 

Not  to  denounce  ungentle  fates,  but  slioor, 

The  cheerfitl  bridegroom  to  the  clouds  and  wind 

Hath  all  his  tears  and  all  his  8|if  hs  assigned. 

Let  tempests  stroggle  in  the  air,  but  rest 

Eternal  calms  within  thy  peaceftil  breast! 

Thrice  happy  youth !  but  ever  sacrifice 

To  that  fair  hand  that^ry'd  thy  binbber'd  eyes. 

That  crown'd  thy  heltd  with  roses,  and  tnra'd  aM 

The  plagues  of  love  into  a  cordial. 

When  first  it  joiu'd  her  virgin  snow  to  thine. 

Which  when  to  day  the  priest  shall  recombme. 

From  the  mysterious,  holy  touch,  such  charms 

Will  flow,  as  shall  unlock  her  wreathed  arms. 

And  open  a  free  passage  to  that  fruit 

Which  thou  hast  toil'd  for  with  a  long  pursuit 

But  ere  thou  feed,  that  thon  majrst  better  taste 

Thy  present  joys,  think  on  thy  tocments  past : 

*  Property. 
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"hiak  on  the  mercy  freed  thee,  think  upon 

[er  Tirtu<v,  graces,  beauties,  one  by  one  $ 

9  Shalt  thou  relish  all,  enjoy  the  whole 

lights  of  her  fair  body  and  pure  sgnl : 

heo  boUly  to  the  fight  of  love  proceed  $ 

**  is  mercy  not  to  pity,  though  she  bleed. 

iTe  'U  strew  no  nuts,  but  change  that  ancient  form, 

or  till  to  morrow  we  '11  prorogue  th'is  storm, 

Thich  shall  confound  with  ito  loud  whistling  noise 

:er  pleasing  shrieks,  and  fan  thy  panting  joys. 


FOR  A  PICTUnE 


VCRX  TBI  QOXUI  LAMBKn  OVtt  THE  TOMB  OP  ▲  SLAIN 
EMIQHT. 

Bbavs  youth,  to  whom  Fate  in  one  hour 
lave  death  and  conquest,  by  whose  pow'r 
*hose  chains  about  my  heart  are  wound, 
llth  which  the  foe  my  kingdom  bound ; 
re^,  and  captiv'd  by  thee,  I  bring 
br  either  act  an  offiering : 
or  victory,  this  wreath  of  bay ; 
Insign  of  thraldom,  down  I  lay 
ceptre  and  crown:  take  from  my  sight 
"hose  royal  robes  j  since  Fortune's  spight 
orbids  me  live  thy  virtue's  prize, 
'U  die  thy  valour's  sacrifice- 


TO  A  LADY 

THAT  DBSIRSO  I  WOUU)  LOVI  HER. 

fow  you  have  freely  given  me  leave  -to  love. 
What  will  you  do? 
Shall  I  your  mirth,  or  passion  move, 
When  1  begin  to  woo  ? 
^11  ^ou  torment,  or  scorn,  or  fove  me  too  ? 

lach  petty  beauty  can  disdain,  and  I, 

Spite  of  your  hate. 
Without  yourleaVe  can  see  and  die : 

Dupense  a  nobler  fate ; 
r  is  easy  to  destroy,  you  may  create. 

lum  give  me  leave  to  love,  and  love  me  too ; 
Not  with  design 
To  raise,  as  Love*s  curst  rebels  do. 
When  pnling  poets  whine, 
'ame  to  their  beauty  from  their  blubber'd  eyn. 

irief  is  a  puddle,  and  reflects  not  clear 
Your  beauty's  rays : 
Joys  are  pure  streams,  your  eyes  appear 
Sullen  in  sadder  lays; 
n  cheerful  numbers  they  shine  bright  with  praise; 

Vhich  shall  not  mention,  to  express  you  fair. 

Wounds,  flames,  and  darts, 
Storms  in  your  brow,  nets  in  your  hair. 

Suborning  all  your  parts, 
>r  to  betray  or  torture  captive  hearts 

'II  make  your  eyes  like  morning  suns  appear, 

As  mild  and  fair; 
Your  brow,  as  crystal  smooth  and  clear; 

And  your  disshevePd  hair 
>hall  floi^  like  a  calm  region  of  the  air.    • 


Rich  Nature's  store  (which  is  the  poet's  treasure) 

1  'U  spend  to  dress 
Your  beauties,  if  your  mine  of  pleasure 

In  equal  thankfiiluess 
You  but  unlock,  so  we  each  other  bless. 


UPON  MY  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE 

BIS  BISCnON  OP  MT  LAST  A.  W.  FOE  H|S  MIStVESS  *. 

Hbae  this,  and  tremble  all 

Usurping  beauties  that  create 
A  government  tyrannical 
In  Love's  free  sUte : 
Justice  hath  to  the  sword  of  your  edg*d  eyes 
His  equal  balance  join'd  ;  his  sage  head  lies 
In  Love's  soft  hip,  which  must  be  just  and  wise. 

Hark  how  the  stem  Law  breathes 

Forth  amorous  sighs,  and  now  prepares 
No  fetters  but  of  silken  wreaths 

And  braided  hairs : 
His  dreadful  rods  and  axes  are  eEJl'd, 
Whilst  he  sits  crown'd  with  roses:  Love  hath  fil'd 
His  native  roughness ;  Justice  is  grown  mild. 

The  golden  age  returns ; 

Love's  bow  and  quiver  useless  lie ; 
His  shaft,  his  brand,  nor  wounds  nor  burns ; 

And  cruelty 
b  sunk  to  Hell :  the  fair  shall  all  be  kind ; 
Who  loves  shall  be  belov'd  ;  the  ftoward  mmd 
To  a  deformed  shape  shall  be  confin'd. 

Astrea  hath  possest 

An  earthly  seat*  and  now  remains 
In  Finch's  heart;  but  Wentworth's  breast 

That  guest  contains : 
With  her  she  dwells,  yet  hath  not  left  the  skies,' 
Nor  lost  her  sphere ;  for,  new^nthron'd,  she  cries, 
**  I  know  no  Heaven  but  £sir  Wentworth's  eyes." 


TO  A.  A 

UNREASONABLY  DISTEUSTPUL  OP  HBfl  OWN  BEAUTY. 

Fair  Doris,  break  thy  glass ;  it  h^th  perplext. 
With  a  dark  comment.  Beauty's  clearest  text  $ 
It  bath  not  told  thy  face's  story  true. 
But  brought  false  copies  to  thy  jealous  view : 
No  colour,  feature,  lovely  air,  or  grace. 
That  ever  yet  adom'd  a  beauteous  face. 
But  thou  may'st  read  in  thine,  or  justly  doubt. 
Thy  glass  bath  summoq'd  I)eep  to  le^Lve  it  out 

>  This  was  written  on  the  occasion  of  lord  chief 
justice  Finch  paying  his  addresses  to  lady  Anne 
Wentworth,  the  favourite  lady  whose  marriage 
(with  lord  Lovelace)  our  poet  celebrates  in  another 
part  of  his  works. 
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But  if  it  offer  to  thy  nice  tanrey 

A  spot,  a  stain,  a  blemish  or  decay. 

It  not  belongs  to  thee ;  the  treacheroits  light 

Or  faithless  stone  abuse  thy  credulous  sight. 

Perhaps  the  magic  of  thy  face  hath  wrought 

Upon  th'  enchanted  crystal,  and  so  brought 

Fantastic  shadows  to  delude  thine  eyes 

With  airy,  repercussive  sorceries: 

Or  else  th*  enamoured  image  pines  away 

For  love  of  the  fair  object,  and  so  may 

Wax  pale  and  wan ;  and  though  the  substance  grow 

Uvely  and  fi)e>h,  that  may  consume  with  woe. 

Give  thou  no  faith  to  the  false  specular  stone, 

But  let  thy  beauties  by  th'  effects  be  known : 

Look,  sweetest  Doris,  on  my  love-sick  heart; 

In  that  true  mirror  see  how  fair  thou  art 

There,  by  Love's  never-erring  pencil  drawn, 

Shalt  thou  behold  thy  face,  like  th'  early  dawn, 

Shoot  through  the  shady  covert  of  thy  hair, 

EnamMing  and  perfuming  the  calm  air 

With  pearls  and  roses,  till  thy  suns  display 

Their  lids,  and  let  out  the  imprison'd  day. 

Whilst  Delphic  priests  (enlighten'd  by  their  theme) 

In  amorous  numbers  court  thy  golden  beam, 

And  from  Love's  altars  clouds  of  sighs  arise 

In  smoking  incense  to  adore  thine  eyes : 

If  then  love  6ow  from  beauty  as  th'  effect. 

How  canst  thou  the  resistless  cause  suspect  ? 

Who  would  not  brand  that  fool  that  should  contend, 

There  were  no  6re  where  smoke  and  flames  ascend  ? 

Distrust  is  worse  than  scorn ;  not  to  believe 

My  harms,  is  greater  wrong  than  not  to  grieve. 

What  cure  can  for  my  fest'ring  sore  be  found. 

Whilst  thou  beli«T*sl  thy  beauty  cannot  wound  ? 

Such  humble  thoughts  more  cruel  t3rrants  prove. 

Than  all  the  pride  that  e'er  usurp'd  in  love  j 

For  Beauty's  herald  here  denounceth  war. 

There  her  false  spies  betray  me  to  a  snare. 

If  fire  disguised  in  balls  of  snow  were  hurl'd. 

It  unsuspected  might  consume  the  worid : 

Where  our  prevention  ends,  danger  begins ; 

So  wolves  in  sheeps*,  lions  in  asses'  skins 

Might  far  more  mischief  work,  because  less  fear'd  j 

ThoM,  the  whole  fiock,  these  might  kill  all  the  herd. 

Appear  then  as  thou  art,  break  through  this  cloud, 

ConfeBi  thy  beauty,  though  thou  thence  grow  proud: 

Be  fair,  though  scornful ;  rather  let  me  find  * 

Thee  cruel,  than  thus  mild  and  more  unkmd. 

Thy  cruelty  doth  only  me  defy. 

But  these  dull  thoughts  thee  to  thyself  deny. 

Whether  thou  mean  to  barter  or  bestow 

Thyself,  't  is  fit  thou  thine  own  value  know. 

I  will  not  cheat  thee  of  thyself,  nor  pay 

I^ss  for  thee  than  thou'rt  worth;  thou  shalt  not  say. 

That  is  but  brittle  glass  which  I  have  found 

By  strict  inquiry  a  firm  diamond. 

I  '11  trade  with  no  such  Indian  frx>l  as  sells 

Gold,  pearls,  and  precious  stones,  for  beads  and  be\W; 

Nor  will  I  take  a  present  from  your  hand, 

Which  you  or  prize  not  or  not  understand. 

It  not  ^ears  your  bounty  that  I  do 

Esteem  your  gift,  unless  you  do  so  too. 

You  undervalue  me,  when  you  bestow 

On  me  what  you  nor  care  for,  nor  yet  know. 

No.  lovely  Doris,  change  thy  thoughts,  and  be 

In  love  first  with  thyself,  and  then  with  me. 

*  Allodmg  to  the  ignorance  of  the  Indian  tribes 
in  South  America,  who  uaed  to  barter  their  riches 
for  the  toys  and  trinketa  of  the  Europeans. 


You  are  afflicted  that  yon  are  net  ftur. 
And  I  as  much  tormented  that  you  are : 
What  I  admire  you  scorn ;  what  I  love,  bate ; 
Through  different  faiths  both  share  an  eqnal  fete : 
Fast  to  the  tmth,  which  yon  reaounce»  I  stick; 
1  die  a  martyr,  you  an  heretic. 


TO  MY  FRIEND,  C.  N. 

PaOM  WtEST. 

I  BmEATBt,  sweet  Ghibs,  the  temperate  air  of  Wrest, 
Where  I,  no  more  with  raging  storms  oppreat. 
Wear  the  cold  nights  oat  by  the  banks  of  Tweed, 
On  the  bleak  mountains  where  fierce  tempests  breed. 
And  everlasting  winter  dwells ;  where  mild 
Favonius  and  the  vernal  winds,  exil'd. 
Did  never  spread  their  wings:  but  the  wild  north 
Brings  sterile  fern,  thistles,  and  brambles  forth. 
Here,  steep'd  in  balmy  dew,  the  pregnant  Earth 
Sends  from  her  teeming  womb  a  flow'ry  birth ; 
And,  cherish'd  with  the  warm  Sun's  quickening  heat. 
Her  porous  bosom  doth  rich  odours  sweat; 
Whose  perfumes  through  the  ambient  air  diffuse 
Such  native  aromatics,  as  we  use 
No  foreign  gums,  nor  essence  fetnh'd  from  imT^ 
No  volatile  spirits,  nor  compounds  that  are 
Adulterate ;  but,  at  Nature's  cheap  expense. 
With  far  more  genuine  sweets  refresh  Uie  sense. 
'  Such  pure  and  uncompounded  beauties  bless 
This  mansion  with  an  useful  comeliness 
Devoid  of  art ;  for  here  the  architect 
Did  not  with  curious  skill  a  pile  erect 
Of  carved  ma^le,  touch,  or  prophecy. 
But  built  a  house  for  hospitality. 
No  sumptuous  chimney-piece  of  shining  stone 
Invites  the  stranger's  e^e  to  gaze  upon. 
And  coldly  entertain  his  sight ;  but  clear 
And  cheerful  flames  cherish  and  warm  him  here. 
No  Doric  nor  Corinthian  pillars  grace 
With  imagery  this  structure's  naked  face: 
The  lord  and  lady  of  this  place  delight 
Hather  to  he  in  act,  than  seon,  in  sight 
Instead  of  statues  to  adorn  their  wall, 
They  throng  with  liring  men  their  merry  hall. 
Where,  at  large  tables  fill'd  with  wbolsome  meats. 
The  servant,  tenant,  and  kind  neighbour  eats : 
Some  of  that  rank,  spun  of  a  finer  thread. 
Are  with  the  women,  steward,  and  chaplain,  fed 
With  dahitier  cates ;  others  of  better  note. 
Whom  wealth,  parts,  office,  or  the  herald*s  ooat 
Have  severed  from  the  common,  freely  sit 
At  the  lord's  table,  whose  spread  sides  admit 
A  large  access  of  friends  to  fill  those  seats 
Of  his  capacious  sickle,  fill'd  with  meats 
Of  choicest  relish,  till  his  oaken  back 
Under  the  load  of  pil'd-qp  dishes  crack. 
Nor  think,  because  our  pyramids  and  high 
Exalted  turr«its  threaten  not  the  sky. 
That  therefore  Wrest  of  narrowness  complains, 
Or  straighten'd  walls ;  for  she  more  numerous  trains 
Of  noble  guests  daily  receives,  and  those 
Can  with  far  more  cooveniency  dispose, 
I'han  prouder  piles,  where  the  vain  builder  spent 
More  cost  in  outward  gay  emhellnbment 
Than  real  use;  which  was  the  sole -design 
Of  our  contriver,  who  made  things  nat  fine^ 
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tot  #i  fer  Mrriee.    AmOthaa^honi* 

Iff  plenty  is  not  io  cfllgy  won 

Vltboot  €be  gate;  bat  ibe  within  the  door 

unpCies  hw  free  end  onexheusted  fkore. 

lor   crown'd  with  wheeten  wreaths  doth  Ceres 

stand 
n  sktotmt  ^^  ^  crook'd  sickle  in  her  hand : 
4br  on  a  InarUe  tun,  his  Hce  besmear'd 
^th  grapes,  is  earl*d,  nneisar'd  Bacchus  rear'd. 
We  ofier  not,  in  emblems,  to  the  eyes, 
Bot  to  the  taste,  those  oseful  duties: 
MTe  {Mrefli  the  juicy  god,  and  ijnaff  his  blood, 
had  grind  the  yellow  goddeis  rato  food. 
Vet  we  decline  nor  all  the  work  of  Art ; 
Bat  where  more  boanteoos  Nature  bears  a  part, 
And  gaklfls  her  handmaid,  if  she  but  dispenie 
Pit  matter,  she  with  care  and  diligence 
Employs  her  fkiU;  forirtiere  the  neighbour  source 
Pours  forth  her  waters,  she  directs  her  course. 
And  entertains  the  flowing  streams  in  deep 
And  spacious  channeis,  where  they  slowly  creep 
In  snaky  windings,  as  the  shelving  ground 
lieads  them  in  circles,  till  they  twice  surround 
This  island  mansioBb  #hich,  i'  th'  centre  plac'd, 
Is  with  a  denble  crystal  Hcaren  embrac'd; 
In  which  our  wathy  constellations  float. 
Our  fishes,  swans,  our  waterman  and  boat, 
Enry'd  by  those  abore,  which  wish  to  slake 
Their  star-burnt  Hmbs  in  our  refreshing  lake; 
But  they  stick  fast  nailM  to  the  barren  sphere. 
Whilst  our  increase,  in  fertile  waters  here. 
Disport,  and  wander  freely  where  they  please 
Within  th^  circuit  of  our  narrow  seas. 

With  rarioos  trees  we  fringe  the  water's  brink, 
Whose^irsty  luots  the  soaking  moisture  drink, 
And  whose  extended  boughs  in  equal  ranks 
Yield  fruit,  and  shade,  and  beauty  to  the  banks. 
On  this  sidie  young  yertumnus  sits,  and  courts 
His  ruddy-cbeekM  Pomona;  Zephjrr  sports 
On  th'  other  with  \or*d  FUxca,  yielding  there 
Sweets  for  the  smell,  sweets  for  the  palate  here. 
But  did  you  taste  the  high  and  mighty  drink 
Which  from  that  luscious  fountain  flows,  you  'd 

think 
The  god  of  wine  did  bis  plump  clusters  bring. 
And  crush  the  Falem  *  grape  into  our  spring ; 
Or  else,  disguis'd  in  watHy  robes,  did  swim 
To  Geres'  bed,  and  make  her  beg  of  him. 
Begetting  so  hnnself  on  her :  for  know. 
Our  Tintege  here  in  March  doth  nothing  owe 
To  thein  in  autumn ;  but  our  Are  boils  here 
As  lusty  liquor  as  the  Sun  makes  there. 

Thus  I  enjoy  myself,  and  taste  the  fhiit 
Of  thb  blest  place ;  whilst,  toa*d  in  the  pursuit 
Of  bucks  and  stogs,  th'  emblem  of  war,   you 

strive 
To  keep  the  memory  of  our  arms  alive. 

*  Amalthea  was  the  daughter  of  Mdissus,  khig 
of  Qnete.  She  is  fabled  to  have  fed  Jupiter,  while 
an  infiuit,  with  the  milk  of  a  goat,  whose  bom  the 
god  afterwards  made  her  a  present  of,  endued  with 
this  virtue,  that  whoever  possessed  it,  should  have 
every  thing  they  wished  for.  Hence  it  was  called 
the  bora  of  plenty. 

'  The  grape  of  Palemus  is  celebrated  by  all  an- 
tiquity. It  was  produced  from  vines  of  a  peculiar 
strength  and  flavour  which  grew  in  the  FaleiTiian 
ftdds  ID  Campania. 


A  NEW  YEAIP8  OJFT. 

TO  THB  KINO. 

Loos  back,  old  Janus,  and  survey. 

From  Time's  birth  till  this  new4xMTi  day. 

All  the  successful  seasons  bound 

With  laurel  wreaths,  and  trophies  crown'd; 

Turn  o'er  the  annals  past,  and,  where 

Hi^y  auspicious  days  appear, 

Mark'd  with  the  whiter  stone  that  cast 

Oh  the  dark  brow  of  th'  ages  past 

A  dazz'ling  lustre,  let  them  shine 

In  this  succeeding  circle's  twine. 

Till  it  be  round  with  glories  spread ; 

Then  with  it  crown  our  Charles  his  head. 

That  we  th'  ensuing  year  may  call 

One  great  continu'd  festival. 

Fresh  joys  in  varied  forms  apply 

To  each  distinct  captivity. 

Season  his  cares  by  day  with  nighte 

Crown'd  with  all  coigugal  delights. 

May  the  choice  beauties  that  inflame 

His  royal  breast  be  still  the  same. 

And  be  still  think  them  sndi,  since  more 

Thou  canst  not  give  from  Nature's  store ; 

Then  as  a  fother  let  him  be 

With  numerous  issue  blest,  and  see 

The  lair  and  god-like  off-spring  grown 

From  budding  stars  to  suns  foil  blown. 

Circle  with  peaceful  olive  boughs 

And  conquering  bays  his  regal  brows : 

Let  his  strong  virtues  overcome. 

And  bring  him  bloodless  trophies  home : 

Strew  all  the  pavements  where  he  treads 

^th  loyal  hearto  or  rebels'  heads: 

But,  Byfront',  open  thou  no  more. 

In  his  blest  reign,  the  temple  door. 


TO  THE  QUEEN. 

Thoo  great  oommandress,  that  dost  move 
Thy  sceptre  o^er  the  crown  of  Love, 
And  through  his  empire,  with  the  awe 
Of  tby  chaste  beams,  dost  give  the  law; 
Fhxn  his  profoner  altars  we 
Turn  to  adore  thy  deity. 
He  only  can  wild  lust  provoke ; 
Thou  those  impnrer  flames  canst  choke: 
And  where  he  scatters  looser  fires. 
Thou  tum'stthem  into  chaste  desires: 
His  kingdom  knows  no  rule  but  this, 
<*  Whatever  pleaseth  lawfiil  is.'* 
Thy  sacred  lord  shows  us  the  path 
Of  modesty  and  constant  faith. 
Which  makes  the  rude  male  satisfy'd 
With  one  fair  female  by  his  side; 
Doth  either  sex  to  each  unite. 
And  form  love's  pure  hermaphrodite. 
To  this  tby  faith  behold  the  wild 
Satyr  already  reooncil'd, 

>  Janus,  who  was  pamted  with  two  feces.  Be 
was  worshipped  as  a  god,  and  had  a  temple  built 
to  him:  in  time  of  peace  it  was  shut;  in  time  of 
war  it  was  open. 
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Who  from  the  influaice  of  thine  eye 
Hath  tack*d  the  i^eep  dhinity. 
O  free  them  then,  that  they  may  teach 
The  centaur  and  the  homman;  preach 
To  beasts  and  birds,  sweetly  to  rest 
Eadi  in  his  proper  lare  and  nest: 
They  shall  obovey  it  to  the  flood, 
Till  there  thy  law  be  nndeivtood. 
60  shaJt  thou,  with  thy  prefpnant  fire, 
The  water,  earth,  and  air  inquire. 


TO  THE  NEW  YEAR, 

FOR  THE  COUITTBM  OF  CARUSLH  ^ 

Giri  Lucittda  pearl  nor  stone, 
Lend  ^em  light  who  else  have  none : 
Let  her  beauty  shine  alone. 

^ums  nor  spice  bring  from  the  east* 
For  the  ph«iix  in  hef  breast 
Builds  his  funeral  pile  and  nest 

No  rich  tire  thou  canst  invent 
Shall  to  grace  her  form  be  sent] 
l$he  adorns  all  ornament 

Give  her  nothing,  but  restore 
Those  sweet  smiles  which  heretofore 
In  her  cheerful  eyes  she  wore. 

Drive  those  envioos  clouds  away, 
Veils  that  have  o'ercast  my  day. 
And  eclipsM  her  brighter  ray. 

Let  the  royal  Goth  mow  down 
This  year's  harvest  with  his  own 
Sword,  and  spare  Lucinda's  Arown. 

Janus,  if,  when  next  I  trace 
Those  sweet  lines,  I  in  her  face 
Read  the  charter  of  my  grace ; 

Then,  from  brig;ht  Apollo's  tree, 
Such  a  garland  wreathed  shall  be 
As  shall  cfown  both  ber  and  thee. 


TO  MT  HONOCnUO)  FRI|NO, 

MASTER  THOMAS  MAY*, 

UVOM  HIS  COMEDY,  THE  HEIR. 

Tbi  Heir  being  bom,  was  in  his  tender  age 
Rock'd  in  a  crijidle  of  a  private  stage. 
Where,  lifted  up  by  many  a  willing  band, 
The  child  did  from  the  |int  day  fiurly  stand. 

■  This  was  Anne,  daui^ter  of  Edward  lord 
Howard  of  Escrick,  and  wtfe  of  Charles  Howard, 
first  earl  of  Carlisle. 

*  These  complimentary  verses  must  be  consi- 
dered rather  as  a  tribute  to  friendship  than  to 
genius;  for  though  May  was  a  competitor  with  sir 
William  D*  Avenant  for  the  royal  laurel,  his  abili- 
ties were  much  less  splendid.  He  translated  the 
Georgics  of  Virgil  aod  Lucan's  Pharsalia,  and  was 
the  historian  of  the  Oliverian  pariiament— These 
verses  were  written  in  1€90. 


Snoe,  having  gather*d  itrsagtht  he  dates  prrfer 
His  steps  into  the  poblick  theatee^ 
The  worid;  'where  be  despairs  aot  hot  to  find 
A  doom  from  men  more  able,  not  less  kind. 

I  but  his  usher  am,  yet  if  my  word 
May  pass,  I  dare  be  bound  he  will  afibnl 
Things  qinst  deserve  a  welcome,  if  well  knowDy 
Such  as  best  writers  wo<|ld  have  wish'd  their  ow» 

you  shall  observe  his  words  in  order  meet. 
And,  softly  stealing  on  with  equal  fiset. 
Slide  into  even  numbers  with  such  grace 
As  each  wqrd  had  been  moulded  Cm*  that  place. 

You  shall. perceive  an  amorous  passion  spaa 
Into  so  smooth  a  web,  as  bad  the  Sun, 
When  he  pursu'd  the  swifUy-Aying  maid ', 
Courted  her  in  such  language^  she  had  stay'd. 
A  love  so  well  ezjprest  must  be  the  same 
The  author  felt  himself  from  his  fair  flame. 
The  whole  pfet  doth  alike  itself  disclose 
Through  the  five  acU,  as  doth  the  kick  thai  goes 
With  letters;  for  till  every  one  be  known. 
The  lock  's  as  fast  as  if  you  had  found  non^; 
And  where  his  sportive  Muse  doth  draw  a  thread 
Of  mirth,  chaste  matrons  may  not  blush  to  read. 

Thus  have  I  thought  it  fitter  to  reveal 
My  want  of  art,  dear  friend,  than  to  conceal 
My  love.    It  did  appear  I  did  not  mean 
So  to  commend  thy  well-wrought  comic  scene. 
As  men  might  judge  my  aim  rather  to  be. 
To  gain  praise  to  mjrself,  than  give  it  thee ; 
Though  I  can  give  thee  none,  but,  what  tboa  hast 
Desery'd,  and  what  must  my  faint  breath  oat-lasU 

Yet  was  this  garment  ^though  I  skilless  be 
To  take  thy  measure)  only  made  for  thee ; 
And  if  it  prove  too  scant,  *t  is  'cause  the  stuflT 
Nature  allpw'ji  me  was  not  larg6  enough. 


TO  MY  WOaTHV  PRIIIID* 

MASTER  GEORGE  SANDS*, 

ON  HIS  TRANSLATION  OP  THE  PSAXMS. 

I  ptESB  not  to  the  choir,  nor  dare  I  greet 

The  holy  place  with  my  unhallowed  feet; 

My  unwasht  Muse  pollutes  not  thiogs  divine^ 

Nor  mingles  her  profaner  notes  with  thine: 

Here,  humbly  waiting  at  the  porch,  she  stays. 

And  with  glad  ears  sucks  in  thy  ncted  lays. 

So,  devout  penitents  of  old  were  wont. 

Some  without  door,  and  some  beneath  the  fimt. 

To  stand  and  hear  the  church's  liturgies. 

Yet  not  assist  the  solemn  exercise : 

Sufficeth  her,  that  she  a  lay-place  gain. 

To  trim  thy  vestments,  or  but  bear  thy  train : 

Though  nor  in  tone,  uor  wing,  the  reach  thy  lark, 

H&r  lyric  feet  may  dance  b^sre  the  ark. 


'  Alludes  to  the  feble  of  Apollo  and  Daphne. 

'  This  was  Mr.  Geoi^  Sands,  son  of  Edwin  arcb- 
bishop  of  York.  Besides  the  TranslatioQ  of  tbe 
P^lms  here  mentioned,  (which  was  the  delight  and 
amusement  of  Charles  L  during  his  imprisonmcDt 
in  the  Isle  of  Wight,)  he  translated  Ovid's  Meu- 
morphoees  and  part  of  Virgil's  .fiaeis.  Drydeu 
calls  him  the  best  versifier  of  his  time. 
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TO  MAST£R  DAVENANT...TO  THE  READER. 


6x7 


bo  kiimn»  but  that  b«r  wand'ring  eyes  that  ran, 

»w  huntiDg  glow-womis,  may  adore  the  Sun: 

pore  flaoM  may,  thot  by  Almighty  poir*r 

Lo  her  braant,  the  earthly  flame  devour: 

f  eyei  in  pemteatialdeir  may  iteep 

At  brine,  which  they  for  leniual  love  did  weep. 

(tbougb  'gainit  Nature's  coune)  fire  may  be 
queneh'd 
ith  fire,  and  water  be  with  water  dranchM ; 
rhnpe  my  restless  soul,  tir*d  with  pursuit 

nxwtal  beauty,  seeking  without  fruit 
Dtentment  there,  which  hath  not,  when  ei^oy'd, 
lench'd  aU  her  thirst,  nor  satisfy'd,  though  doy'd; 
eary  of  her  vain  sesdrch  below,  above 
the  first  fiur  may  find  th*  immortal  love, 
ompted  by  thy  example  then,  no  more 
moulds  of  clay  will  I  my  God  adore ; 
It  tear  those  idfols  from  my  heart,  and  write 
hat  his  blest  sphrit,  not  fi)od  lore,  shall  indite} 
len  r  DO  mora  shall  court  the  verdant  bay. 
It  the  dry  leafless  trunk  on  Golgotha; 
ul  rather  strire  to  gain  from  thence  one  thorn, 
lan  all  the  flourishing  wreaths  by  laureats  worn. 


TO  MT  MUCH  HOWOtllSn  niBNO, 

HENRY  LORD  CARY  OF  LFsPINGTON, 

UPON  Hit  TRANBLATIOII  OF  MALVEZII. 

MY  Loan, 

(  every  trivial  work,  't  is  known, 

ranslatoni  must  be  masters  of  their  own 

id  of  their  author*s  language ;  but  your  task 

greater  latitude  of  skill  did  ask ; 

ir  your  Malvexzi  first  required  a  man 

9  teach  him  speak  vulgar  Italian : 

is  matter's  so  sublime,  so  new  his  phrase, 

I  far  above  the  stile  of  Bembo's  days, 

Id  Varchie's  rules,  or  what  the  Trusca  >  yet 

w  current  Trnscan  mintage  will  admit, 

)  I  believe  your  marquis  by  a  good 

urt  of  his  natives  hardly  understood. 

Ml  must  expect  no  happier  fate ;  t  is  tree, 

fc  is  c»f  noble  birth,  of  nobler  you : 

» nor  your  thoughts  nor  words  fit  common  ears; 

e  writes,  and  yon  translate,  both  to  your  peers. 


TO  HT  WORTHY  FIlENXk, 

MASTER  lyAVENANT*, 

»On  HIS  BXCSLLIlfT  PLAY,  TRK  JUST  ITAUAM. 

LL  not  mispend  in  praise  the  narrow  room 
wrrow  in  this  leaf;  the  garhmds  bloom 
om  thine  own  seeds,  that  crown  each  glorious  page 
:  thy  triumphant  work  ^  the  sullen  age 

>  Tuscany,  fiunous  for  speaking  the  Italian  lan- 
lage  in  its  greatest  purity. 
'  This  gentleman,  who  was  supposed,  but  with 
e  greatest  improbabifity,  to  be  a  natural  son  of 
lakspeare,  was  one  of  the  first  poeU  of  his  time. 
was  he  who  harmonized  the  stage.  He  first  in- 
idoced  scenery,  and  the  order  and  decorum  of  the 
ench  theatre,  upon  the  British  one.  He  succeeded 
n  Jooson  as  poet-laureat  to  Charles. 


Requhres  a  satyr.    What  star  guides  the  soul 
Of  these  ourfroward  times,  that  dare  contioul. 
Yet  dare  not  learn  to  judge?  When  didst  thou  fly 
From  hence,  clear,  candid  Ingenuity  ? 
I  have  beheld,  when  pereh'd  on  the  smooth  brow 
Of  a  fiur  modest  tnwp»  thou  didst  allow 
Applause  to  slighter  works ;  but  then  the  weak 
Spectator  gare  the  knowing  leare  to  speak. 
Now  noise  prevails,  and  he  is  taz'd  fior  drowth 
Of  wit,  that  with  the  cry  spends  not  hb  mouth. 
Yet  ask  him  reason  why  he  did  not  like; 
Him,  why  he  did;  their  ignorance  will  strike 
Thy  soul  with  scorn  and  pity :  mark  the  places 
Provoke  their  smiles,  frowns,  or  distorted  fkces. 
When  they  admire,  nod,  shake  the  head,  they  11  be 
A  scone  of  mirth,  a  double  comedy. 
But  thy  strong  fisncies  (repturss  of  the  brafai, 
Drest  in  poetic  flames)  they  entertain 
As  a  bold,  impious  reach;  for  they  'II  still  slight 
AU  that  ezceeda  Red  Bull '  and  Cockpit  flight. 
These  are  the  nken  in  crouded  heaps  that  throng 
To  that  adultereu  stage,  where  not  a  tongue 
Of  th^  untun'd  kennel  can  a  line  repeat 
Of  serious  sense,  but  the  lips  meet  like  meat; 
Whilst  the  true  brood  of  actors,  that  alone 
Keep  nat'ral,  uostrain*d  Action  in  her  throne. 
Behold  their  benches  bare,  though  they  rehearse 
The  terser  Beaumont's  or  great  Jonson^s  verse. 
Repine  not  thou  then,  since  this  churlish  fate 
Rules  not  the  stage  alone ;  perhaps  the  state 
Hath  felt  this  rancour,  where  men  great  and  good 
Have  by  the  rabble  been  misunderstood. 
So  was  thy  play;  whose  clear,  yet  lofty  strain. 
Wise  men,  that  govern  fiite,  shall  entertain. 


•  TO  THE  READER 

or  MR.  WILLIAM  D>ATSllAMT*t  PLAY  K 

It  bath  been  said  of  old,  that  plays  are  feasts, 

Poets  the  cooks,  and  the  spectators  guests; 

The  actors,  waiters:  from  this  simile. 

Some  have  derived  an  unsafe  liberty 

To  use  their  judgments  as  their  tastes,  which  chus^ 

Without  coQtroul,  this  dish,  and  that  refuse : 

Bat  wit  albws  not  this  large  privilege. 

Either  you  must  confess  or  feel  ito  edge ; 

Nor  shall  you  make  a  current  inference. 

If  you  transfer  your  reuKm  to  your  sense: 

'  After  the  restoratioo,  there  were  two  companies 
of  players  formed,  one  under  the  title  of  the  king*s 
servants,  the  other  under  that  of  the  duke's  com- 
pany, both  by  patent  from  the  crown ;  the  first 
granted  to  Mr.  Killigrew,  and  the  latter  to  sir 
William  lyAvenant.  The  king's  servants  acted 
fir«t  at  the  Red  Boll  in  St.  John's  Street,  and  after- 
wards at  the  Cockpit  in  Drury  Lane ;  to  which  place 
our  poet  here  alludes.  It  seems,  by  the  verses 
before  us,  that  though  Kiiligrew*s  company  was 
much  inferior  to  D*Avenant's,  it  was  more  success- 
ful; tliough  the  company  of  the  latter,  who  per- 
formed at  the  duke's  theatre  in  Lincoln-iim-Flelds, 
acted  the  pieces  of  Shakspeare,  Jonson,  Beaumont, 
and  were  headed  by  the  celebrated  Betterton. 

^  The  Just  Italian,  which  did  not  meet  with  so 
much  success  as  it  ought  to  have  had  from  a  polite 
audience. 
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CAREWS  POEMS. 


Things  are  distinct,  and  Binst  the  smme  appear 
To  every  piercing  eye  or  weUrtno'd  ear.      [meet : 
Though  awa^  with  Tout's,  sbaips  best  with  my  taste 
Both  must  agree,  this  meat's  or  sharp*  or  sweeL 
Bui  if  I  sceot  a  stench,  or  a  perfume. 
Whilst  you  smeli  nought  at  all,  I  may 
You  have  that  sense  imperltet:  so  you  may 
Affect  a  sad,  mmy,  or  humorous  play  $ 
If,  though  the  kind  distaste  or  please,  the  good 
And  bad  be  by  your  judgment  understood : 
But  if,  as  in  this  play,  where  with  delight 
I  feast  my  Epicurean  appetite 
With  relishes  so  curious,  as  dispense 
The  utmost  pleasure  to  the  ravish'd  sense. 
You  should  prafess  that  you  can  nothing  meet 
That  hits  your  taste  either  with  sharp  or  sweet. 
But  cry  out,  T  is  insipid ;  your  bold  tongue 
May  do  its  master,  not  the  author  wrong ; 
For  men  of  better  palate  will  by  it 
Take  the  just  elevation  of  your  wit. 


3fY  FRIEND  WILUAM  JTAVENANT. 

I  ciowsED  'mongst  the  first,  to  see  the  stage 
(Inspir*d  by  thee)  strike  wonder  in  our  age. 
By  thy  bright  fancy  dazzled;  where  each  scene 
Wrought  like  a  charm,  and  ibrc'd  the  audience  lean 
To  th*  passion  of  thy  pen :  thence  ladies  went 
(Whose  absence  lovers  sigh'd  for)  to  repent 
Their  unkind  scorn ;  and  courtiers,  who  by  art 
Made  love  before,  with  a  converted  heart, 
To  wed  those  virgins,  whom  th^  woo'd  t'  abuse; 
Both  rendered  Hymen's  prosMites  by  thy  Muse. 

But  others,  who  were  proof  'gainst  love,  did  sit 
To  learn  the  subtle  dicUtes  of  thy  wit; 
And,  as  each  profited,  took  his  degree. 
Master,  or  bachelor,  in  comedy. 
We  of  th'  adult'rate  mixture  not  complain. 
But  thence  more  characters  of  virtue  gain; 
More  pregnant  patterns  of  transcendent  worth, 
llian  barren  and  insipid  fruit  brings  forth  : 
So,  oft  the  basUrd  nobler  fortune  meets, 
Than  the  dull  issue  of  the  lawful  sheets. 


THE  COMPARISON. 

Bbaust,  thy  tresses  are  not  threads  of  gold. 

Thy  eyes  of  diamonds,  nor  do  I  hold 

Thy  lips  for  rubies,  thy  fair  cJieeks  to  be 

Fresh  rases,  or  thy  teeth  of  ivory : 

Thy  skin,  that  doth  thy  dainty  body  sheath, 

Not  alabaster  is,  nor  dost  thou  breath 

Ambian  odoon ;  those  the  earth  brings  foKh, 

Compar*d  with  which,  would  but  impair  thy  worth. 

Such  may  be  others^  mistresses,  but  mme 

Holds  nothing  eartiily,  bdt  is  all  divine. 

Thy  tresses  are  those  rays  that  do  arise, 

Not  from  one  sttn,  but  two ;  such  are  thy  eyes ; 

Thy  lips  congealed  nectar  are,  and  such 

As,  but  a  deii^,  there  *9  none  dare  touch  ; 

The  perfect  crimson  that  thy  cheek  doth  cloath 

(But  only  that  it  for  exceeds  them  both) 

Aurora's  blush  resembles,  or  that  red 

That  Iris  struts  in  when  her  mantle 's  spread ; 


Thy  teeth  in  white  do  Lsda's  i 
Thy  skin's  a  heavenly  and  immortal  weed; 
And  when  thou  breath'st,  the  windsarsreadjrrtFBgH 
To  filch  it  from  thee;  and  do  therefors  vsk 
Close  at  thy  lips,  and,  soatohiog  it  Itobi  thcsee, 
Bear  it  to  Heaven,  where  t  is- Jove's  frsakiwrsr. 
Fair  goddess^  since  thy  fisBfinic  makes  thee  oac, 
Yet  be  not  such  for  these  respects  ahne ; 
But  as  you  are  divine  in  outward  view. 
So  be  within  as  foir,  as  good,  aa  trae. 


THE  EN2UIRY. 

Amongst  the  myrtles  as  I  walk'd. 
Love  and  my  sighs  thus  intertalk'd: 
"  Tell  me,  (said  I  in  deep  diatreBs) 
Where  may  I  find  my  shepherdess?" 

"  Thou  fool,"  (said  Love)  '•  know^  tboa  sottbi^ 

In  every  thing  that 's  good  she  is  ? 

In  yonder  tulip  go  and  seek. 

There  thou  majrst  find  her  lip^  her  ehe^ 

**  In  3ron  enamel'd  pansy  by. 
There  thou  shalt  have  her  curious  eye. 
In  bloom  of  peach,  in  rosy  bud. 
There  wave  the  streamen  of  her  blood. 

«  In  brightest  lilies  that  there  stand. 
The  emblems  of  her  iHiiter  hand. 
In  yonder  rising  hill  there  smtell 
Such  sweets  as  in  her  bosom  dwell.'* 

"  T  is  true*' (said  I):  andtherenpon 
I  went  to  pluck  them  one  by  one. 
To  make  of  parts  a  union; 
But  on  a  sodden  all  was  gone. 

Withthatlstopt:  said  Love,  "These be, 
Fond  man,  resemblaaoes  of  thee: 
And,  as  these  fiow'rs,  thy  joys  ahall  die, 
Ev'n  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye: 
And  all  thy  hopes  of  her  shall  vither. 
Like  these  short  sweets  thus  knit  tog^faer '." 


TWS  SPARK. 

Mr  first  love,  whom  all  beauties  did  adorn, 
Firing  my  heart,  sopprest  it  with  her  soon; 
-Sunlike  to  tinder  in  my  breast  it  lies, 
By  every  sparkle  made  a  sacrifice. 
Bach  wanton  eye  now  kindles  my  desire, 
Aod  that  is  free  to  all,  that  was  entire 
Desiring  more  by  tliee,  desire  I  lost. 
As  those  that  in  consumptions  hunger  Bort; 
And  now  my  wand'ring  thoughts  are  not  cata'd  I 
Unto  one  woman,  but  to  woman-kind :  ' 


>  This  little  poem,  with  the  several  litUe  t'^ 
verses  and  songs  that  folknr,  folly  evince  onr  port^' 
superior  genius  on  the  suljiect  of  tore.  Wew- 
he  had  never  sacrificed  at  any  shrine  but  the  fiirs' 
in  Cyprus. 
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SONGS...THE  HUE  AND  CRY. 


»  for  her  shape  1  love;  that  for  her  face ; 
I  for  her  gesture  or  soae  other  grace; 
1  where  I  oone  of  these  do  ose  to  find, 
10086  there  hy  the  kecnel,  not  the  rind : 
1  so  I  hope,  since  first  my  hopes  are  gone, 
find  in  many  what  I  lost  in  one ; 
I,  like  to  merohants  after  some  great  lois» 
de  by  retail,  that  cannot  now  in  groei. 
! &nlt  is  hers  that  made  me  go  astray; 
Deeds  most  wander  that  hath  lost  his  way. 
Itless  I  am ;  she  did  this  change  provoke, 
made  that  charcoal  which  to  her  was  oak : 
as  a  looking-glass,  from  the  aspect, 
ilst  it  is  whole,  doth  but  one  (ace  reflect, 
being  crack'd  or  broken,  there  are  shown 
ly  half-faces,  which  at  first  were  one; 
vre  unto  my  heart  did  first  prefer 
image,  and  there  planted  none  hot  her; 
since  't  was  broke  and  martyr'd  by  her  scorn, 
ly  less  ikces  in  her  face  are  bom : 
h  like  to  tinder,  am  I  prone  to  catch 
1  falling  sparkle,  fit  for  any  match. 


ON 

VIIT  OF  A  GEKTVEWOMAKfi  FACE 

IR  TBS  WATSR. 

ID  still,  you  floods,  do  not  deface 
tat  image  which  you  bear: 
»tari<^,  from  every  place, 
>  you  shall  altan  rear. 

inds  but  lovers*  sighs  blow  here, 
trouble  these  glad  streams, 
hich  no  star  from  any  sphere     ' 
1  ever  dart  such  beams. 

rystal  then  in  haste  congeal, 
St  yon  should  lose  your  bliss ; 
to  my  cruel  fair  reveal, 
m  cold,  how  bard  she  is. 

f  the  envious  nymphs  shall  fear 
eir  beauties  will  be  soom*d, 
lire  the  ruder  winds  to  tear 
at  face  which  you  adom'd ; 


we 


rage  and  foam  amain,  that 
eir  malice  may  despise ; 
'rom  your  froth  we  soon  shall 
econd  Venus  rise. 


SONG, 

ne  no  more  where  Jove  bestows, 
I  June  is  past,  the  fading  rose ; 
I  your  beauties,  orient  deep 
flow*r8,  as  in  their  causes,  sleep. 

le  no  more,  whither  do  stray 
olden  atoms  of  the  day ; 
u  pure  love,  Heaven  did  prepare 
powdens  to  enrich  your  hair. 


Ask  me  no  more,  whither  doth  haste 
The  nightingale,  when  May  it  past; 
For  in  your  sweet  dlvidmg  throat 
She  winters,  and  keeps  warm  her 


&19 


note. 


Ask  me  no  more,  where  those  stars  lights 
That  downwards  fall  in  dead  of  night ; 
For  in  your  eyes  they  sit,  and  there 
Fixed  become,  as  in  their  sphere. 

Ask  me  no  more,  if  east  or  west. 
The  phenix  builds  her  spicy  nest ; 
For  unto  you  at  last  she  flies. 
And  in  your  fragrant  bosom  dies. 


SONG. 

Would  yoa  know  what  *s  soft*  I  dare 
Not  bring  you  to  the  down  or  air; 
Nor  to  stars  to  show  what 's  bright. 
Nor  to  snow  to  teach  you  white. 

Nor,  if  you  would  music  hear. 
Call  the  orbs  to  Uke  your  ear ; 
Nor,  to  please  your  sense,  bring  forth 
Bruised  nard,  or  what 's  more  wortli. 

Or,  on  food  were  your  thoughts  plar.*d. 
Bring  you  nectar  for  a  taste : 
Would  you  have  all  these  in  one. 
Name  my  mistress,  and  't  is  done. 


THE  HUE  AND  CRY. 

In  Love*s  name,  you  are  eharg'd  hereby. 
To  make  a  speedy  hue  and  cry 
After  a  face  which  t*  other  day. 
Stole  my  wandering  heart  away. 
To  direct  you,  these,  in  brief. 
Are  ready  marks  to  know  the  thief. 

Her  hair  a  net  of  beams  would  prove. 
Strong  enough  to  captive  Jove 
In  his  eagle  shape ;  her  brow 
Is  a  comely  field  of  snow ; 
Her  eye  so  rich,  so  pure  a  grey. 
Every  beam  creates  a  day ; 
And  if  she  but  sleep  (not  when 
The  Sun  sets)  't  is  night  again; 
In  her  cheeks  are  lo  be  seen 
Of  flowers  both  the  king  and  queen. 
Thither  by  the  Graces  led. 
And  freshly  laid  in  nuptial  bed ; 
On  whom  lips  like  nymphs  do  wait. 
Who  deplore  their  virgin  state ; 
Oft  they  blush,  and  blush  for  this. 
That  they  one  another  kiss: 
But  observe,  besides  the  rest. 
You  shall  know  this  felon  best 
By  her  tongue;  for  if  your  ear 
Once  a  heavenly  music  hear. 
Such  as  neither  gods  nor  men. 
But  from  that  voice,  shall  hear  again. 
That,  that  is  she.    O  straight  surprise^ 
And  bring  her  unto  I«ve*iB  amize: 
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If  you  let  her  go»  the  may 

Antedate  the  latter  day, 

Fate  and  philosophy  controul, 

And  leave  the  world  without  a  soul. 


CAREW'S  POEMS. 


SONG. 


TO  BU  MIITRKM  CONFINED. 

O  THINK  not,  PboBbe,  cause  a  cloud 
Doth  nuw  thy  stiver  brightness  shrowd. 

My  wand'riog  eye 
Can  stoop  to  common  beauties  of  the  sky. 
Rather  be  kind,  and  this  eclipse 
Shall  neither  hinder  eye  nor  lips ; 
For  we  shall  meet 
With  our  hearts,  and  kiss,  and  none  shall  see  't 

Nor  canst  thou  in  thy  prison  be, 
Without  some  living  sign  of  me: 

When  thou  dost  spy 
A  sun-beam  peep  into  the  room,  't  is  I ; 
For  I  am  hid  within  a  flame. 
And  thus  into  thy  chamber  came. 
To  let  thee  see 
lo  what  a  martyrdom  I  burn  for  thee. 

When  thou  dost  touch  thy  lute,  thou  mayst 
Think  on  my  heart,  on  which  thou  play'st ; 

\l'hen  each  sad  tone 
Upon  the  strings  doth  show  my  deeper  groan. 
When  thou  dost  please,  they  shall  rebound 
With  nimble  airs,  struck  to  the  sound 
Of  thy  own  voice ; 
O  think  how  much  I  tremble  and  rejoice ! 

There  's  no  sad  picture  that  doth  dwell 
Upon  thy  Arras  wall,  but  well 
Resembles  me. 
No  matter  though  our  age  do  not  agree, 
Love  can  make  old,  as  well  as  Time ; 
And  he  that  doth  but  twenty  climb. 
If  he  dare  prove 
As  true  as  T,  shows  fourscore  years  in  love. 


THE  PRIMROSE. 

Ask  me  why  I  send  you  here 

This  firstling  of  the  infant  year; 

Ask  me  why  I  send  to  you 

This  primrose  all  bepearl'd  with  dew ; 

1  straight  will  whisper  in  your  ears. 

The  sweeU  of  love  are  wash'd  with  tears: 

Ask  me  why  thb  flow'r  doth  show 

So  yellow,  green,  and  sipkly  too; 

Ask  me  why  the  stalk  is  weak. 

And  bending,  yet  it  doth  not  break; 

I  must  tell  you,  these  discover 

What  doubts  and  fears  are  in  a  lover. 


THE  TINDER. 

Of  what  mould  did  Nature  frame  me  ? 
Or  was  it  her  intent  to  shame  me. 
That  no  woman  can  come  near  me, 
Fwr»  but  her  I  court  to  hear  me } 


Sure  that  miatrest,  to  whote  beauty 
First  I  paid  a  lover^  duty. 
Burnt  in  rage  my  heart  to  Under 
That  nor  pray'rs,  nor  tears  can  " 
But  wherever  I  do  turn  me. 
Every  spark  let  fall  doth  bum  me. 
Women,,  since  you  thus  inflame  nu 
Flint  and  steel  I  'U  ever  name  ye. 


A  SONG. 

In  her  fair  che^s  two  piu  do  lie. 
To  bury  those  slain  by  her  eye ; 
So,  spight  of  death,  this  comfoits  me. 
That  fairly  buried  1  shall  be: 
My  grave  with  rote  and  lilly  ^read, 
O  't  is  a  life  to  be  so  dead. 

Come  then  and  kill  me  with  thy  eye^ 
For  tf  thou  let  me  live,  I  die. 

When  I  behold  those  lips  again 
Reviving  what  those  eyes  have  slain 
With  kisses  sweet,  whose  balsam  pure 
love*s  wounds,  as  toon  as  made,  can  cure ; 
Methinks  t  is  sickness  to  be  sound. 
And  there  's  no  health  to  toch  a  wound. 
Come  then,  fl&c. 

When  in  her  chaste  breast  1  behold. 
Those  downy  mounts  of  snow  ne'er  cold, 
And  those  blest  hearU  her  beauty  kills, 
Reviv'd  by  climbing  those  fair  hiUs; 
Methinks  there  's  Ufe  in  such  a  death. 
And  so  t*  expire  inspires  new  breath. 
Come  then.  Sec. 

Nymph,  since  no  death  is  deadly,  where 
Such  choice  of  antidotes  are  near. 
And  your  keen  eyes  but  kill  in  vain 
Those  that  are  sound ;  as  aooo  as  slain. 
That  I  no  longer  dead  survive. 
Your  way  's  to  bury  me  alive 
In  Cupid*s  cave,  where  happy  I 
May  dying  live,  and  living  die: 
Come  then  and  kill  me  with  thy  ey^ 
For  if  thou  let  me  live,  I  die. 


THE  CARVER. 

TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

A  CAavaa,  having  lov»d  too  long  in  »«i». 

Hew'd  out  the  portraiture  of  Venus  «« 
In  mart>le  rock,  upon  the  which  did  raw 

Small  drizzling  dropa  that  from  a  fooDl  (W  rw. 
Imagining  the  drops  would  either  wear 

His  fury  out,  or  quench  his  living  A^o^- 
But  when  he  saw  it  bootless  did  appesr, 

He  swore  the  water  did  augment  the  same. 
So  I,  that  seek  in  verse  to  carre  thee  out, 

Hoping  thy  beauty  will  my  fl«"*»''2', 
Viewing  my  lines  impolish'd  all  throughwtf. 

Find  my  will  rather  than  my  ^a^  <*«y» 
That,  with  the  carver,  I  my  work  do  Wso^ 
Finding  it  stUl  th'  augmcDter  of  my  »»*• 
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TO  THE  PAINttR. 

iND  man,  that  hop'tt  to  catch  that  face 
ith  those  falte  oplonis,  whose  ihort  gratfe 
rves  but  to  Aiov  the  lookers  on 
te  faulU  of  thy  presumption ; 

at  the  least  to  let  as  see, 
lai  is  divine,  but  yet  not  she: 
y  you  could  imitate  the  ra]rs 

those  eyes  that  out-shtne  the  day's; 

*  counterfeit,  in  red  and  white, 
lat  mobt  unconnterfeited  light 

*  her  complexion ;  yet  canst  thou, 
treat  master  though  thou  be)  tell  how 
» print  a  virtue  ?  Then  desist ; 

lis  fair  yonr  artifice  hath  raiss'd : 
HI  should  have  mark'd  how  she  begins 
)  grow  in  virtue,  not  in  sins ; 
stead  of  that  same  rosy  dye, 
>u  should  have  drawn  out  Modesty, 
lKMe  bc*auty  sits  enthroned  there, 
id  learns  to  look  and  blush  at  her. 
r  can  you  colour  just  the  same, 
hen  virtue  blushes ;  or  when  shame^ 
hen  sickness,  and  when  innocence, 
lews  pale  or  white  unto  the  sense  ? 
m  sucb  coarse  varnish  e*er  be  said 

>  imitate  her  white  and  red  ? 

^18  may  do  well  elsewhere  in  Spain, 
noog  those  ^ces  dy'd  in  grain ; 

>  you  may  thrive,  and  what  you  do 
rove  the  best  picture  of  the  two. 
esides  (if  alt  1  hear  be  true) 

'  is  taken  ill  by  some,  that  you 

lould  be  so  insolently  vain, 

s  to  contrive  all  that  rich  gain 

ito  one  tablet,  which  alone 

[ay  teach  us  superstition ; 

Btructing  our  amazed  <^cs 

'  admire  and  worship  iniAg^ries, 

ach  as  quickly  might  out-shine 

)me  new  saint,  wer  t  allow'd  a  shritfe, 

nd  torn  each  wand'ring  looker-on 

Ito  a  new  Pygmalion. 

et  your  art  cannot  equalize 

his  picture  in  her  lover's  eyes: 

its  eyes  the  pencils  are,  which  limb 

er  truly,  as  her's  copy  him ; 

lis  heart  the  tablet,  which  alone 

\  for  that  portrait  the  tru*st  stone  y 

fyon  would  a  truer  see, 

lark  it  in  their  posterity, 

nd  you  shall  read  it  truly  .there, 

i'hen  the  glad  worid  shall  see  their  heir. 


UOVt?S  COURTSHIP. 

km,  lovely  Celia,  and  be  kind  ;     - 
fit  my  desires  freedom  find: 
,Sit  thee  down, 
md  we  will  make  the  gods  confess, 
Mortals  enjoy  some  happiness. 

fars  would  disdain  his  mistress*  charms, 
f  he  beheld  thee  in  my  arms, 

And  descend, 
nee  his  mortal  queen  to  make, 
)r  live  as  mortal  for  thy  sake. 


Venus  must  lose  her  title  now. 
And  leave  to  brag  of  Cupid's  bow; 

■    Silly  queen! 
She  hath  but  one,  but  I  can  spy 
Ten  thousand  Cupids  in  thy  eye. 

Nor  may  the  Sun  behold  our  bliss; 
For  sure  thy  eyes  do  dazzle  his; 

If  thou  fear 
That  he  '11  betray  thee  with  his  lights 
Let  me  eclipse  thee  from  his  sight. 

And  while  I  shade  thee  from  his  eye,  ^ 
Oh  let  me  hear  thee  gently  cry, 

Celia  yields. 
Maids  often  lose  their  maidenhead. 
Ere  they  set  fi>ot  in  nuptial  bed^ 


Oy  A  DAMASK  ROSE 

ITICXIHO  CPOir  A  LADY'S  BRSA8T. 

Lrr  pride  grow  big,  my  rose,  and  let  the  clear 
And  damask  colour  of  thy  leaves  appear. 
Let  scent  and  looks  b^  sweet,  and  bless  that  hand 
That  did  transplant  thee  to  that  sacred  land. 
O  happy  thou  thatin  that  garden  rests. 
That  paradise  between  that  lady's  breasts: 
There  's  an  eternal  spring;  there  shall  thou  lie. 
Betwixt  two  lilly  mounts,  and  never  die : 
There  shalt  thou  spring  among  the  fertile  vallict, 
By  buds,  like  thee,  that  grow  in  midst  of  allies. 
There  none  dare  pluck  thee,  for  that  place  is  such, 
That  but  a  god  divine  there  *b  none  dare  touch  ; 
/f  any  but  approach,  straight  doth  arise 
A  blushing  lightning-flash,  and  blasts  his  eyes. 
There,  *stead  of  rain,  shall  living  fountains  flow ; 
For  wind,  her  fragrant  breath  for  ever  btow. 
Nor  now,  as  erst,  one  sun  shall  en  thee  shine. 
But  those  two  glorious  suns,  her  eyes  divine. 
O  then  what  monarch  would  not  think  't  a  grace, 
To  leave  his  regal  throne  to  have  thy  place } 
Myself,  to  gain  thy  blessed  seat,  do  vow 
Would  be  transforms  into  a  rose  as  thou. 


THE  PROTESTATIOX 

A SONHEf 4 

No  more  shall  meads  be  deck'd  with  flowen:. 
Nor  sweetness  dwell  in  rosy  bowers; 
Nor  greenest  buds  on  branches  spring. 
Nor  warbling  birds  delight  to  siug ; 
Nor  April  violets  paint  the  grove ; 
If  I  forsake  my  Celid's  love. 

The  fish  shall  in  the  ocean  bUro,  ~ 
And  fountains  sweet  shall  bitter  turn ; 
The  humble  oak  no  flood  shall  know 
When  floods  shall  highest  hills  overflow  j 
Black  Lethe  shall  oblivion  leave ; 
If  e^er  my  Celia  I  deceive. 

Love  shall  his  bow  and  shaft  lay  by, 
And  Venus'  doves  want  wings  to  fly  ; 
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The  Sun  refuse  to  show  bis  light. 
And  day  shall  then  be  turo'd  to  night. 
And  in  that  night  no  star  appear ; 
If  once  I  leave  my  Celia  dear. 

Love  shall  no  more  inhabit  Earth, 
Nor  lovers  more  shall  love  for  worth ; 
Nor  joy  above  in  Heaven  dwell* 
Nor  pain  torment  poor  souls  in  Hell; 
Grim  death  no  more  shall  horrid  prove; 
If  e^cr  I  leave  bright  Celiacs  love. 


CAREWS  POEMS. 


#     TOOTH- ACU  CURED  BY  A  KISS. 

Fate  't  now  grown  merciful  to  men, 

Turning  disease  to  bliss : 
For  had  not  kind  rheum  vex*d  me  then 

I  might  not  Cdia  kin. 

Physicians,  yon  are  now  my  ssom ; 

For  I  have  found  a  way 
To  cure  diseases,  when  fbrlom 

By  your  dull  art,  which  may 

Patch  up  a  body  for  a  time, 

Bat  can  restore  to  health 
No  more  than  chymbts  can  sublime 

True  gold,  the  Indies*  wealth* 

The  an;?el,  sure,  that  u8*d  to  move 

The  pool '  men  so  admir*d, 
Hath  to  her  lip,  the  scat  of  love. 

As  to  his  Heaven,  retired. 


TO  THE  JEALOUS  MISTRESS. 

Aourr  (thou  darling  of  mine  eyes) 

I  have  some  idol  lately  firam'd ; 
That,  under  such  a  false  disguise, 

Our  true  loves  might  the  less  be  fam'd ; 
Can^t  thoQ,  that  know'st  my  heart,  suppose 
I  Ml  fall  from  thee,  and  worship  those? 

Remember  (dear)  bow  loath  and  slow 

I  was  to  cast  a  look  or  smile. 
Or  onR  love-line  to  mis-bestow. 

Till  thou  hadst  changed  both  face  and  stile ; 
And  art  thou  grown  afraid  to  see 
That  mask  put  on  thou  mad*st  for  me } 

1  dare  not  call  those  childish  fear^, 
Goming  from  love,  much  less  from  thee, 

But  wash  away  with  frequent  tears 
This  counterfeit  idolaUy; 

And  henceforth  kneel  at  neVf  a  shrine. 

To  blind  the  world,  but  only  thine. 


*  The  pool  of  Bethesda  near  Jerusalem,  which 
was  frequented  by  alt  kinds  of  diseased  people, 
watting  for  the  moving  of  the  waters.  **  For  an 
angel,''  says  St  John,  "  went  down  at  a  certain 
season  into  the  pool,  aod  troubled  the  water :  who- 
soever then  first  after  the  troubling  of  the  water 
stepped  in,  was  made  whole  of  whatsoever  difeasc 
he  bad/'  • 


THE  DART. 


Orr  whea  I  look,  I  may  descry 
A  little  face  peep  through  that  eye  P 
Sure  that 's  the  bey,  which  wisely  chose 
His  throne  among  such  beams  as  tboee. 
Which,  if  his  quiver  chince  to  fall. 
May  serve  for  darts  to  kill  withal. 


THE  MISTAKE. 


Whin  on  fair  Celia  I  did  spy 

A  wounded  heart  of  stone, 
The  wound  had  almost  made  me  cry, 

**  Sure  this  heart  was  my  own :" 

But  when  I  saw  it  was  enthroned 

In  ber  celestial  breast, 
O  then !  I  it  no  longer  own*d. 

For  mine  was  ne'er  so  blest. 

Yet  if  in  highest  Heavens  do  shine 
Each  constant  martyr's  heart ; 

Then  she  may  well  give  rest  to  mine. 
That  for  her  sake  doth  smart : 

Where,  seated  in  so  high  a  bliss. 
Though  wounded,  it  shall  live: 

Death  enters  not  in  Paradise; 
The  place  free  life  doth  give. 

Or,  if  the  place  less  sacred  were. 

Did  but  her  saving  eye 
Bathe  my  sick  heart  in  one  kind  tear. 

Then  should  I  never  die. 

Slight  balms  may  heal  a  slighter  sore ; 

No  medicine  less  divine 
Can  ever  hope  for  to  restore 

A  wounded  heart  like  mine. 


TO  MY  LORD  ADMIRAL  \ 

ON  HIS  LATE  SICKNESS  AND  RBOOTERT. 

With  joy  like  ours,  tbe  Tbracian  youth  iorads 
Orpheos  returning  from  th'  Elysian  shade. 
Embrace  tbe  hero,  and  iiis  stay  implore. 
Make  it  their  public  suit  he  woukl  no  more 
Desert  them  so,  and  for  h'ts  spouse's  sake. 
His  vanish*d  love,  tempt  the  Lethseau  lake : 
The  ladies  too,  the  brightest  of  that  time. 
Ambitious  all  his  lofcy  bed  to  climb. 
Their  doubtful  hopes  with  cxpectatioo  feed. 
Which  shall  the  fair  Eurydice  succeed ; 
Euridice,  for  whom  his  numerous  moan 
Makes  listening  trees  and  savage  mountains  gruai 
Through  all  the  air ;  his  sounding  strings  dilale 
Sorrow  like  that  which  touched  our  hearts  of  late; 

'  The  duke  of  Buckingham,  the  unhappy  fi- 
vourite  of  Charles  I.  by  whom  he  was  appoictti 
lord  high  admiral  of  England. 
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or  pining  Bickoess,  and  your  rcrthii  ftan, 
once  the  I«nd  affectingy  and  the  main. 
ben  the  glad  news,  that  yon  were  admiral, 
fcrce  through  the  nation  spread,  'twaifiear'd  by  all 
at  cor  great  Charles,  whose  wisdom  shines  in  you, 
3ald  be  perpleaed  how  to  chnse  a  new  t 
more  than  private  was  the  joy  and  grief, 
at  nt  the  worst  it  gave  onr  souls  relief, 
at  in  onr  age  such  sense  of  viftue  liv*d, 
ey  joy*d  so  justly,  and  so  justly  grievM. 
Mature,  her  frirest  light  eelipsed,  seems 
rself  to  suffer  in  these  sad  extremes; 
lile  not  lirom  thine  alone  thy  blood  retires, 
t  from  those  cheeks  which  all  the  world  admires, 
e  stem  thns  threatened,  and  the  sap,  in  thee 
ix>p  all  the  branches  of  that  noble  tree ; 
eir  beaaties  they,  and  we  our  lore  suspend, 
oght  can  our  wishes  save  thy  health  intend; 
lilliea  overcharge  with  rain,  they  bend     [tend, 
eir  beauteous  heads,  and  with  high  Heaven  oon- 
Id  thee  within  their  snowy  arms,  and  cry, 
He  is  too  faultless,  and  too  young  to  die :" 
,  like  immortals,  round  about  thee  they 
,  that  they  fright  approaching  Deatli  away. 
Iio  would  not  languish  by  so  &r  a  train, 
be  lamented  and  restor'd  again? 
thns  with-beld,  what  hasty  soul  would  go^ 
ough  to  the  Uest }  O'er  3roung  Adonis  so 
ir  Venna  monm'd,  and  with  the  precious  sbow'r 
her  warm  tears  cberish'd  the  springing  flower. 
rhe  next  support,  fair  hope  of  your  great  name, 
d  second  pillar  of  that  noble  frame, 
loss  of  thee  would  no  advantage  have, 
t,  step  by  step,  punues  thee  to  thy  grave. 
And  now  relentless  Fate,  about  to  end 
e  line,  which  backward  doth  so  far  extend 
at  antique  stock,  which  still  the  world  supplies 
ith  bravest  spirits,  and  with  brightest  eyes, 
ad  Phcebus  interposing,  bade  me  say,         [they, 
>uch  storms  no  more  shall  shake  that  house;  but 
ce  Neptune  and  his  sea-born  niece,  shaU  be 
e  shining  glories  of  the  land  and  sea, 
ith  courage  guard,  and  beauty  warm  our  age, 
d  lovers  fill  with  like  poetic  rage.*' 


Oy  MISTRESS  X 

TO  TBB  GRBBM  SICKNESS. 

AT,  coward  blood,  and  do  not  yicl<l 
thy  pale  sister  beauty's  field, 

bo,  there  displaying  round  her  white 

signs,  hath  usurpM  thy  right; 

^ding  thy  peculiar  throne, 

e  lip,  where  thou  shouldst  rule  alon<» ; 

d  on  the  cheek,  where  Nature's  care 

lotted  each  an  equal  share, 

t  spreading  lily  only  grows, 

bose  milky  deluge  drowns  thy  rose. 

t^iuit  not  the  field,  faint  blood,  nor  nish 

the  short  sally  of  a  blush 

•on  thy  sister  foe,  bnt  strive 
keep  an  endless  war  alive ; 

ough  peace  do  petty  states  maintain, 

■n  war  alone  m^kes  beauty  rcigo. 


UPOy  A  MOLE  m  CEUA'S  BOSOM. 

That  lovely  spot  which  thov  dost  see 
In  Celia's  bosom  was  a  bee. 
Who  built  her  amorous  spicy  nest 
r  th*  hyblas  of  her  either  breast ; 
But,  from  close  ivoiy  hives  she  flew 
To  suck  the  aromatic  dew 
Which  from  the  neighbour  vale  distils. 
Which  parts  those  two  twin-sister  hills ; 
There  feasting  on  ambrosial  meat, 
A  rowling  file  of  balmy  sweet     - 
(As  in  scji  murmurs,  before  death. 
Swan-like  she  sung)  chok'd  up  her  breath. 
So  sl)e  in  water  did  expire. 
More  precious  than  the  phenix'  fire ; 
Yet  still  her  shadow  there  remaius 
Confin'd  to  those  Elysian  plains ; 
With  this  strict  law,  that  who  shall  lay 
His  bold  lips  on  that  milky  way, 
The  sweet  and  smart  from  thence  shall  bring 
Of  the  bee's  honey  and  her  sting. 


AN  HYMENEAL  SONG 

ON  THE  NDPTIAU  OF  TRB  LADT  ANMB  WENT- 
IVURTH*,  AND  TBB  LOAD  LOVELACE. 

BasAE  not  the  slumbers  of  the  bride. 
But  let  the  Sun  in  triumph  ride. 

Scattering  his  beamy  light; 
When  she  awakes,  he  shall  resign 
His  rays,  and  she  akne  shall  shine 

In  glory  all  the  night 

For  she,  till  day  return,  must  keep 
An  amorous  vigil,  and  not  steep 
Her  fair  eyes  in  the  dew  of  sleep. 

Yet  gently  whisper  as  she  lies. 
And  say  her  lord  waits  her  uprise. 

The  priests  at  th'  alUr  suy ;   > 
With  flow'ry  wreaths  the  virgin  crew 
Attend,  while  sqme  with  roses  strew. 

And  m]rrtles  trim  the  way. 

Now  to  the  temple  and  the  priest 
See  her  convey*d,  thence  to  the  feast; 
Then  back  tq  bed,  though  not  to  rest 

For  now,  to  crown  his  faith  and  truth. 
We  must  admit  the  noble  youth 

To  revel  in  love's  sphere; 
To  rule,  as  chief  intelligence,, 
That  Ofb,  and  happy  time  dispense 

To  wretched  lovers  here. 

For  there,  exalted  far  above 

All  hope,  fear,  change,  or  they  to  move 

l*he  wheel  that  spins  the  fates  of  love ; 

»  This  lady  was  the  daughter  of  Thomas  Went- 
worth,  eari  of  Strafford,  by  his  second  wife,  Ara- 
bella daughter  of  lord  Clare.  Her  husband,  men- 
tioned here  by  the  name  of  lord  Lovelace,  was 
Edward  Watson  lord  Rockingham,  progenitor  of 
the  present  marquis  of  Rockingham. 
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CAREWS  POEMS. 


They  know  no  night,  nor  glaring  noon, 
Measare  no  hours  of  San  or  Moon, 

-     Nor  mark  Timers  restless  glass ; 
Their  kisses  measure,  as  they  flow, 
Minates,  and  there  embraces  show 
The  hoars  as  they  do  pass. 

Their  motions  the  year's  circle  make^ 
And  we  from  their  conjunctions  take 
Rules  to  make  love  an  almanack. 


A  MARRIED  WOMAN. 

Whek  I  shall  marry,  if  t  do  not  find 
A  wife  thus  moulded,  I  Ml  create  this  mind : 
Nor  from  her  noble  birth,  nor  ample  dower, 
Beauty,  or  wit,  shall  she  derive  a  power 
To  prejudice  my  right;  but  if  she  be 
A  subject  bom,  she  shall  be  so  to  me. 
As  to  the  soul  the  flesh,  as  appetite 
To  reason  is ;  which  shall  our  wills  unite 
In  habits  so  confirmed,  as  no  rough  sway 
Shall  once  appear,  if  she  but  learn  t'  obey. 
For,  in  habitual  virtues,  sense  is  wrought 
To  that  calm  temper,  as  the  body's  thought 
To  have  nor  blood  nor  gall,  if  wiM  and  rude 
Tassioos  of  lust  and  anger  are  subdued ; 
When  t  is  the  fair  obedience  to  the  soul 
Doth  in  the  birth  those  swellmg  acts  contfouU 
If  I  in  murder  steep  my  furious  rage. 
Or  with  adult'ry  my  hot  lust  assuage. 
Will  it  suffice  to  say,  "  My  sense,  the  beast, 
Pfovok'd  me  to  H  ?"  Could  C  my  soul  divest. 
My  plea  were  good.    Lions  and  bulls  commit 
Both  freely,  but  man  must  in  judgment  sit. 
And  tame  this  beast ;  for  Adam  was  not  free. 
When  in  excuse  he  said,  *•  Eve  gave  it  me:" 
Had  he  not  eaten,  she  perhaps  had  been 
Unpunished;  his  consent  made  \i&^%  a  sin. 


A  DIVINE  LOVE, 


Why  should  dull  Art,  which  is  wise  Nature'*  ape. 

If  she  produce  a  shape 
So  far  beyond  all  patterns  that  of  old 

Fell  from  her  mould. 
As  thine,  admir*d  Lucinda  !  not  bring  forth 
An  equal  wonder  to  express  that  worth 

In  some  new  way,  that  hath. 
Like  her  great  work,  no  print  of  vulgar  path  ? 

Is  it  because  the  rapes  of  poetry,. 

Rifling  the  spacious  sky 
Of  all  his  fires,  light,  beauty,  influence. 

Did  those  dispense 
On  airy  creations  that  surpast 
The  real  works  of  Nature,  she  at  last, 

To  prove  their  raptures  vain, 
Show'd  such  a  light  as  poeu  could  not  feign  ? 

.  Or  is  it  'cause  the  factious  wits  did  vie 
With  vain  idolatry. 
Whose  godde^  was  supreme,  and  so  had  hurl'd 
Schism  through  the  world. 


Whose  priest  snng  sweeteA  lays,  thou  didA  ippor 
A  glorious  mystery,  so  dark,  so  dear, 

As  Nature  did  intend 
All  shonld  confen,  but  none  might  ownprefccai  ? 

Perhaps  all  other  beantics  share  a  light 

Propurtion'd  to  the  sight 
Of  weak  mortality,  scatf  ring  foch  loose  fires, 

As  stir  desires. 
And  from  the  brain  distil  salt,  amorous  iheogii; 
Whilst  thy  immortal  flame  such  dross  ooamacs 

And  from  the  earthy  mould 
With  purging  fires  seven  the  purer  gold. 

If  so»  then  why  in  June's  immortal  sctokH 

Do  we  their  names  inroll. 
Whose  easy  hearts  and  wanton  eyes  did  swot 

With  sensual  heat? 
If  Petrarch's  unarm  *d  bosom  catch  m  woood 
From  a  light  glance,  must  Laura  be  renownM^ 

Or  both  a  glory  gain. 
He  from  ill-govem'd  love,  she  firom  disdain  ? 

Shall  he  more  fkmM  in  his  great  art  become 

For  wilful  mart3rrdbm  ? 
Shall  he  more  title  gain  to  chaste  and  €ur, 

Through  Ims  despair  ? 
Is  Troy  nnore  noble  'cause  to  asbea  tnm'd. 
Than  virgin  cities  that  yet  never  bum'd  ^ 

Is  fire,  when  it  coDsuooes 
Temples,  4nore*fiN^  than  when  it  mdts  perfaoe^ 

'Cause  Vemir  from  the  ocean  took  her  Ions. 

Must  love  needs  be  a  storm  ? 
'Cause  she  her  wanton  shrines  in  islands  rean, 

Through  seas  of  tears. 
O'er  rocks  and  gulphs,  with  our  own  sighs  iof  p^ 
Must  we  to-  Cyprus  or  to  Paphoa  mil  ? 

Can  there  no  way  be  given. 
But  a  true  Hell,  that  leads  to  her  fiiJse  Hetns  ? 


LOVBS  FORCE. 


In  the  first  ruder  age,  when  Love  was  wild, 
Not  yet  by  laws  reclaimed,  not  reconcil'd 
To  order,  nor  by  reason  mann'd,  but  flew, 
Full-plum'd  by  nature,  on  the  instailt  viev, 
Upon  the  wings  of  appetite,  at  all 
The  eye  could  (air,  or  sense  detightfiil  call, 
Rlection  was  not  yet ;  but  as  their  cheap 
Food  from  the  oak,  or  the  next  acom-beaiN 
As  water  from  the  nearest  spring  or  brook. 
So  men  their  uodistinguish'd  females  took 
By  chance,  not  choice.  But  M)on  the  heavenly  ^p«^ 
That  in  man's  bosom  lurk'd,  broke  through  this  dwk 
Con^sion ;  then^  the  noblest  breast  first  felt 
Itself  for  its  own  proper  object  melt. 


A  FANCY. 


Mark  how  this  polish'd  eastern  sheet 
Doth  with  our  northern  tincture  meetf 
For  though  the  paper  seem  to  sink, 
Yet  it  receives  and  bears  the  ink  ; 
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And  on  her  sitaoolo,  ioft  brov  tbcte  9p^ 

Seem  rather  omaaieiiU  than  btota» 

Like  those  yoa  ladies  nse  to  place 

Mysteriously  about  your  iace  ; 

Not  only  to  set  off  and  break 

^afIow»  and  eye-beams,  bat  to  speak 

To  the  skUl'd  lover,  and  relate, 

Uabeard,  bis  sad  or  happy  fate. 

Nor  do  their  characten  delight. 

As  careless  works  of  black  and  white : 

But  'cause  you  underneath  may  find 

A  sense  that  can  infimn  the  mind  ; 

Divine  or  moral  rules  imparl. 

Or  raptures  of  poetic  art : 

So  what  at  first  was  only  fit 

To  fbld  up  silks,  may  wrap  up  wit. 


TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

Gribtx  not,  my  Celia,  but  with  haste 

Obey  the  fury  of  thy  fate, 
T  is  some  perfection  to  waste 

Discreetly  out  our  wretched  state, 
To  be  obedient  in  this  sense 
Will  proTe  thy  virtue,  though  offence. 

Who  knowR  but  Destiny  may  relent. 

For  many  miracles  have  been, 
Thon  proving  thus  obedient 

To  all  the  griefs  she  plunged  thee  in; 
And  then  the  certainty  she  meant 
Reverted  is  by  accident. 

But  yet  I  must  confess  't  is  much, 
Wlien  we  remember  what  hath  been. 

Thus  parting  never  more  to  touch. 
To  let  eternal  absence  in ; 

Though  never  was  our  pleasure  yet 

So  pure,  but  chance  distracted  it. 

What,  shall  we  then  submit  to  Fate, 
And  die  to  one  another's  love  ? 

No,  Celia,  no,  my  soul  doth  hate 
Those  lovers  that  inconstant  prove. 

^ate  may  be  cruel,  but  if  you  declirts. 

The  crime  is  yours,  and  all  the  glory  mine. 

Fate  and  the  planets  sometimes  bodies  part. 
But  cankered  nature  only  altera  th*  heart. 


TO  HIS  MISTRESS...TO  CELIA. 
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IN  PRAISE  OP  HIS  MISTRESS. 

You,  that  will  a  wonder  know. 

Go  with  me^ 
Two  Suns  in  a  Heaven  of  snow 

Both  burning  be, 
All  they  fire,  that  do  but  eye  them. 
But  the  snow*s  unmelted  by  thenn 

Leaves  of  crimson  tulips  met, 

Guide  the  way 
Where  two  pearly  rows  be  set 

As  white  as  day. 
When  they  part  themselves  asunder. 
She  breathes  oracles  of  wonder. 
VOL.  V. 


Hills  of  milk  with  azure  mix*d 

Swell  beneath, 
Wavhig  sweetly,  yet  still  fiz'd. 

While  she  doth  breathe^ 
From  those  hills  descends  a  valley 
Where  all  fall,  that  dare  to  dally. 

As  fair  pillan  under  stand 

Statues  two^ 
Whiter  than  the  silver  swan 

That  swims  in  Po^ 
If  at  any  time  they  move  her. 
Every  stept  begets  a  lover. 

All  this  but  the  casket  is 

Which  containa 

Such  a  jewel,  as  the  miss 

Breeds  endless  pains ; 

That 's  her  mind,  and  they  that  know  iC 

May  admire,  but  cannot  show  it. 


TO  CEUA, 

tn»01l  LOYI'S  UBIQUlTir. 

As  one  that  strives,  being  sick,  and  sick  to  deatli. 
By  changing  places,  to  preserve  a  breath, 
A  tedious  restless  breath,  removes  and  tries 
A  thousand  rooms,  a  thousand  policies. 
To  cozen  pain,  when  he  thinks  to  find  ease. 
At  last  he  finds  all  change,  but  his  disease  j 
So  (like  a  ball  with  fire  and  powder  fill'd) 
I  restless  am,  yet  live,  each  minute  killM, 
And  with  that  moving  torture  must  retain. 
With  change  of  all  things  else,  a  constant  pain. 
Say  I  stay  with  you,  presence  is  to  me 
Nought  but  a  light  to  show  my  misery. 
And  parting  are  as  racks,  to  plague  love  on,. 
The  ftirther  stretch'd,  the  more  affliction. 
Go  I  to  Holland,  France,  or  Furthest  Inde, 
I  change  but  only  countries,  net  my  mind. 
And  though  I  pass  through  air  and  water  free. 
Despair  and  hopeless  fate  still  follow  me. 
Whilst  in  the  bosom  of  the  waves  I  reel, 
My  heart  I  '11  liken  to  the  tottering  keel. 
The  sea  to  my  own  troubled  fate,  the  wind 
To  your  disdain,  sent  from  a  soul  unkind : 
But  when  I  lift  my  sad  looks  to  the  skies. 
Then  shall  I  think  I  see  my  Ce1ia*s  eyes ; 
And  when  a  cloud  or  storm  appean  between, 
I  shall  remember  what  her  frowns  have  been, 
thus,  whatsoever  course  my  fates  allow, 
All  things  but  make  me  mind  my  business,  you. 
The  good  things  that  I  meet,  I  think  streams  be 
From  you  the  fountain ;  but  when  bad  I  see. 
How  tile  and  cursed  is  that  thing,  think  I, 
That  to  such  goodness  is  so  contrary  ? 
My  whole  Fife  is  *bout  you,  the  center  sUr, 
But  a  perpetual  motion  circular. 
I  am  the  diaVs  hand,  still  walking  round  ; 
You  are  the  compass;  and  I  never  sound 
Beyond  your  circle ;  neither  can  I  shew 
Aught  but  what  first  expressed  is  in  you, 
That  wheresoever  my  tears  do  cause  roe  move^ 
My  fate  still  keeps  me  bounded  with  your  fove ; 
Which  ere  it  die,  or  be  extinct  in  am, 
Time  shall  stnad  still,  and  moist  wavei  flaming  her 
Sf 
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Yet»lieinggoiie,UiDkfiotMime;  I«m 
A  thing  too  wretched  for  thy  thoughts  to  name ; 
But  when  I  die,  and  wish  all  oomforte  giveoy 
ril  think  OQ  you,  and  by  you  thiak  on  Heaven. 


COELUM  BRITANNICUM: 

A 

MASQUES 
AT  WmTBHALt,  IH  THE  BANQUBTINO  HOUtEy 

«M  nuuMn-iuBiBAT  Nioirr,  nia  ISra  op  fuauAar. 
1633. 

m  INVINTOISy 
TBOM AS  CAREWy  INIGO  JOXBI. 

Nonhabetingeriam;  Cnar  sed  josnt;  habebo. 
Cur  me  pone  negem,  pone  qaod  ille  puUi. 


na  BiicikiFnoH  or  tib  lem. 

Tn  lint  thing  that  presented  itself  to  the  sight 
was  a  rich  ornament  that  enclosed  the  scene ;  in 
the  upper  part  of  which  were  great  branches  of 
foliage  growing  out  of  leaves  and  husks,  with  a 
cornice*  at  the  top;  and  in  the  midst  was  placed 
a  large  compartiment,  composed  of  grotesque  work, 
wherein  were  harpies  with  wings  and  lions*  claws, 
and  their  hinder  parts  converted  into  leaves  and 
branches.  Over  all  was  a  broken  Ironttspiece, 
wrought  with  scrowls  and  masque-heads  oi  cfail- 
dren,  and  within  this,  a  table  adom*d  with  a  lesser 
compartiment,  with  this  inscription,  CoEtuM  Bai- 
VAMKicuM.  The  two  sides  of  this  ornament  were 
thus  ordered :  first,  from  the  ground  arose  a  square 


*  Masque.  This  species  of  composition  was  long 
the  favourite  of  the  British  ooutt,  and  even  dis- 
puted the  ground  with  the  regular  compositions  of 
the  dramatic  Muse.  Uoguided  by  any  rules,  un- 
lestrained  by  any  laws,  it  might  wander  thni' the 
universe  for  objects  either  new  or  monstrous,  and 
where  it  found  none  it  might  create  them.  With 
these  powers,  it  was  well  calculated  to  charm  the 
fimcy  in  the  absence  of  taste;  but,  as  taste  esta- 
blished her  empire  in  the  minds  of  men,  the  Mas- 
que, with  all  iu  unaccounUblc  monsters,  retired. 
—It  had  iU  birth  in  Italy,  about  the  16th  cen- 
tury, when  it  was  the  fosliion  for  every  bard  to 
have  a  world  of  his  own  creation.  Prom  whence  it 
migrated,  with  other  exotics,  cron  the  Channel, 
and  found  a  warm  reception  in  the  benevolent  soil 
of  Britain.  The  poeU  of  queen  Elizabeth's  reign, 
and  of  the  folbwiug  age,  were  pleased  with  the  ex- 
tiavagance  of  the  thing;  and  as  they  followed 
Ariosto  and  his  brethren  through  all  the  wild- 
aess  of  Fairyland,  they  followed  them  also  in 
this,  and  almost  surpassed  heir  masters. 

•  pe  uppermost  member  of  the  entablature  of 
aoolumiH  or  that  which  crowns  the  onien 


PQK&IS. 

basement,  and  ott  the  pliflth  Ateol  agflotisKflr 
gold,  richly  enchased*  and  beantMwl  wiflt  wA^ 
tures  of  great  relieve^  with  fnutages  bsoginilrai 
the  upper  part  At  the  foot  of  thn  sate  tiro  yntiu 
naked,  in  their  natural  ooVmrs ;  each  of  then  «id 
one  arm  supported  the  vase,  on  the  cover  of  «U 
stood  two  young  women  in  draperies,  sno  is  aia-, 
the  one  figuring  the  glory  of  princes,  and  the  ote 
mansuetude^:  their  other  arms  boreapasonl, 
in  which,  to  the  kmg's  majesty,  was  thb  iapictt,  t 
Uon  with  an  imperial  cnnra  on  his  head ;  the««ri^ 
Ammum  tub  peetare  fattif  On  the  other  adewu 
the  like  composition,  but  the  design  of  the  fipsn 
varied  ;  and  in  the  oval  on  the  top,  being  borae^ 
by  nobility  and  fecundity,  was  this  ioqircntot^ 
queen's  majesty,  a  lilly  growing  vith  hnada  ui 
leaves,  and  three  lesser  lilies  springmg  oat  of  tk 
stem;  the  words,  umper  mdyia  mriiu:  sU  tin  or- 
nament was  heightened  with  gc^d,  and  for  tbe  •- 
vention,  and  various  compoaitiou,  was  tke  nevta 
and  most  gracious  that  hath  been  done  ii  t^ 
place. 

The  curtain  was  watchet*  and  a  pale  yeDcv  b 
panes,  which,  flying  up  on  the  sodden,  ikcoffsd 
the  scene,  representing  old  arches,  odd  palsos. 
decayed  walls,  parts  of  temples,  theatres,  bssOioi' 
and  thermos*,  with  confused  heaps  of  broken  co- 
lumns, bases,  cornices,  and  statue^  lying  as  miff- 
ground,  and  altogether  resemblbg  the  nuH  « 
some  great  city  of  the  ancient  Romans,  or  cmlc'i 
Britons.  This  strange  prospect  detained  tbe  m 
of  the  tpecUtan  some  time,  when  to  a  kxid  aa^ 
Mercury  descends.  On  the  upper  part  of  b 
chariot  stands  a  cock  in  action  of  crovisg.  & 
habit  was  a  coat  of  flame-colour  girt  to hiin,ni 
a  white  mantle  trimm'd  with  gold  and  nUer:  ops 
his  head  a  wreath  with  small  foils  of  white  festbtt 
a  caducens  in  his  hand,  and  wings  at  bis  bee!» 
being  come  to  the  ground,  he  dismounti,  asd  p» 
np  to  the  state. 


XCRCURT. 

FkoM  the  high  senate  of  the  gods,  toyoa. 
Bright  glorious  twins  of  knne  and  nujeAj, 
Before  whose  throne  three  warlike  uatiom  boi 
Theirwiilinglmeet;  on  whose  imperial  brom 
The  regal  circle  prints  no  awful  frowns 
To  fright  your  sul^eds,  but  whose  cafaaer  efn 
Shed  joy  and  safety  on  their  melting  hearti^ 
That  flow  with  cbeerfol,  foyal  reverence; 
Come  I,  Cyllenius,  Jove's  ambaandor. 
Not,  as  of  old,  to  whisper  amorous  tales 
Of  wanton  love  into  the  glowing  ear 
Of  some  chcnce  beauty  in  tins  numerous  titio: 


*  The  square  member  whidi  serves  ss  s  f 
tion  to  the  base  of  a  pillar. 

*  That  part'  of  a  ^gure  which  ftfip^  "^ 
beyond  the  ground  on  which  it  is  carnd;  caM 
by  artists  alto  relievo. 

^Gentleness. 

« Pale  blue. 

^  Basilicas,  in  arehitectnr^  are  public  balbfiik 
two  ranges  of  piiUi^  and  faUcriflftOfcr  tbn 


Digitized  by 


Google 


COELUM  BRFTANNICUM. 


637 


tiose  A*yn  are  ted;  the  rbbel  flame  is  qoencbM 

t  heaTenly  ImasU;  the  gods  have  sworn  by  Styxf 

Kftr  to  tempt  yielding  mortality 

3  loose  embfBces.    Yom*  exemplar  life 

ath  not  alone  transfus'd  a  zealoos  heat 

r  imitation  throagh  your  virtnoas  ooarty 

f  whose  bright  blaze  your  palace  is  become 

He  envy  *d  pattern  of  this  under  world ; 

lit  the  aspiring  flame  hath  kindled  HeaTen: 

)'  immoftal  bosoms  bum  with  emulous  fires  i 

»ve  rivals  your  great  virtnes,  royal  sir, 

id  Juno,  madam,  your  attnctive  graces ; 

e  his  wild  lusts,  her  rafhig  jealousies 

le  lays  aside^  and  through  th'  Olympic  hall, 

( yoan  doth  here^  the  great  eumple  spreads. 

id  though,  of  old,  when  youthful  blood  ooospirM 

1th  his  new  empire,  prone  to  heats  of  lust,    . 

e  acted  incests,  rapes,  adulteries, 

n  earthly  beauties,  which  his  raging  queen, 

roln  with  revengefol  fury,  tum'd  to  beasts, 

ad  in  despite  be  transformed  to  stan, 

U  he  had  flll'd  the  crowded  firmament 

1th  his  loose  strumpets,  and  their  spurious  raee, 

^here  the  eternal  records  of  his  shame 

line  to  the  world  in  flaming  characteni 

^hen  in  the  crystal  minor  of  yeur  reign  •   • 

e  riew*d  himself,  he  found  bis  loathsome  stains; 

id  now,  to  expiate  th*  infectnus  guilt 

f  those  detested  luxuries,  he'll  chase 

i'  infiiaious  lights  from  their  usurped  sphere,- 

od  drown  in  the  Lethssan  flood  their  cnn*d 

oth  names  and  memories  s  in  those  vacant  rooms 

irst  yoa  succeed,  and  of  the  wheeling  orb, 

I  the  most  eminent  and  eonqpicoous  point, 

ritb  dazzling  beams  and  spreading  magnitude, 

line  the  bright  pole-star  oif  this  hemisphere. 

ext,  by  your  side,  in  a  triumphant  chair, 

nd  crown'd  with  Ariadne's  diadem, 

its  the  Ikir  eooaoft  of  your  heart  and  throne; 

iffus*d  about  you,  with  that  share  of  light 

B  they  of  virtue  have  deriv'd  firom  3rou, 

e'll  fix  this  noble  train  of  either  sex , 

y  to  the  British  stam  this  lower  globe 

liall  owe  its  light,  and  they  alone  dispense 

b  th>  worid  a  pore,  refined  influence. 

Mter  Mosnis  attired  in  a  long  darkish  robe,  all 
wrought  ooer  tnlh  poniards,  serpents,  tongues,  eyes, 
and  ears ;  his  beard  and  hair  party-coUntr«i,  and 
upon  his  head  a  wreath  stuck  with  feathers,  and  a 
porcupine  in  the  forepart. 

Mom*  By  yonr  leave,  mortala.  Good  consin 
[ermes,  yonr  pardon,  good  my  lord  ambassador: 
found  the  tables  of  your  arms  and  titles  in  every 
m  bcitwizt  this  and  Olympus,  where  your  present 
Kpedition  is  registered:  yonr  nine  thousand  nine 
uodred  ninty  ninth  legation.  I  cannot  reach  the 
olicy  why  yonr  master  breeds  so  fow  statesmen ; 
;  suits  not  with  his  dignity,  that  in  the  wbole  Bm- 
yrseum  there  should  not  be  a  god  fit  to  send  on 
liese  honourable  errands  but  yourself,  who  are  not 
et  so  carefiil  of  his  honour  or  your  own,  as  might 
ecome  your  quality,  when  you  are  itinerant  The 
osts  upon  the  high-way  cry  out  with  open  month 
ipob  yon,  for  supporting  plafery  in  your  train ; 
rhich  though,  as  yon  are  the  god  of  petty  larceny, 
Ott  might  protect,  yet  yon  know  it  is  divectly 
igainst  the  new  ordersi  and  oppose  the  reforma- 
ion  in  diameter. 


Hfryv*  Peace,  rsHe^ybridleyDmrlieenUoiistonguev 
And  let  this  presence  teach  you  modesty. 

ilfom.  Let  it,  if  it  can ;  in  the  mean  time  I  will 
acqnaint  it  with  my  condition.   Know,  gay  people, 
that  though  your  poets  (who  enjoy  by  patent  a 
particular  privilege  to  draw  down  any  of  the  deities 
from  Twelfth-night  to  Shrove-Tuesday,  at  what 
time  there  is  annually  a  most  familiar  intercourse 
between  the  two  courts)  have  as  yet  never  invited 
me  to  these  solemnities,  yet  it  shall  appear  by  my 
intrusion  this  night,  that  I  am  a  very  considerable 
person  upon  these  occasions,  and  may  most  pro- 
perty assist  at  such  entertainments.    My  name  ii 
Momos  ap-Somnus  ap*Erabus  ap-Chaos  ap-Demor- 
gorgon  ap-Etemity.     My  offices  and  titles  are^ 
the  supreme  theoroastiz,  hypercrttic  of  manners,' 
prothonotary  of  abases,    arch   informer,  dilator 
general,  unrversal  calumniator,  eternal  plaintiff, 
and  perpetual  foreman  of  the  grand  inquest    My 
pririleges  are  an  obiquitary,  circumambulatory, 
speculatory,  interrogatory,  redargutory  immunity 
over  all  the  privy  lodgings;   behind  hangings, 
doors,  curtains;  through  key-holes,  chinks,  win- 
dows ;  about  all  venereal  lobbies,-  sconces,  or  re- 
donbts,  though  it  be  to  the  surprise  of  a  perdu* 
page  or  chambermaid;  in,  and  at,  all  courts  of 
civil  and  criminal  judicature,  all  councils,  consulta- 
tions, and  parliamentary  assemblies,  where  though 
I  am  but  a  wool-sack  god,  and  have  no  vote  in  the 
sanction  of  new  laws,  I  have  yet  a  prerogative  of 
wresting  the  old  to  any  whatsoever  interpretation, 
whether  it  be  to  the  behoof  or  prejudice  of  Jupiter, 
his  crown,  and  dignity ;  fur,  or  against,  the  rites 
ofeither  house  of  patrician  or  plebeian  gods.   My 
natural  qualities  are  to  make  Jove  frown,  Juno 
pout.  Mars  chafe,    Venus  blush,  Vulcan  glow, 
Saturn  quake,  Cynthia  pale,  Phmbus  hide  his  face^ 
and  Mercury  here  take  his  heels.    My  recreations 
are  wiUy  mischief,  as  when  Satan  gelt  his  fother  ; 
the  smith  caught  his  wife  and  her  bravo  in  a  net 
of  cobweb  iron;  and  Hebe,  through  the  lubricity 
of  the  pavement  tumbling  ov«r  the  halfspaoe,  pre- 
sented the  emblem  of  the  forked  tree,  and  dis- 
covered to  the  tann'd  Ethiops  the  soqwy  clifls  of 
Calabria,  with  the  grotto  of  Puteolum.    But  that 
you  may  arrive  at  the  perfect  knowledge  of  me, 
by  the  familiar  illustration  of  a  bird  of  mine  own 
feather,  old  Peter  Aretine,  who  reducM  all  the 
scepters  and  mitres  of  that  age  tributary  to  his 
wH,  was  my  parallel,  and  Frank  Rabelais  suck'd 
much  of  my  mitk  too ;  but  your  modem  French 
hospital  of  oratory  is  a  mere  counterfeit,  an  arrant 
mountebank;  for  though,  fearing  no  other  fortunes 
than  his  sciatica,  he  discourses  of    kings    and 
queens  with  as  little  reverence  as  of  grooms  and 
chambermaids,  yet  he  wants  their  fangteeth  and 
scorpion's  tail ;  I  mean  that  fellow,  who,  to  add  to 
his  stature,  thinks  it  a  greater  grace  to  dance  on 
his  tip-toes  like  a  dog  in  a  doublet,  than  to  walk 
like  other  men  on  the  soles  of  his  feet 

Merc.  No  more  impert'nent  trifler;  y«i  distwb 
The  great  afliiir  with  your  rude  scurrilous  chat 
What  doth  the  knowledge  of  your  abject  sUte 
Concern  Jove*s  solemn  message  ? 

Mom.  Sir,  by  our  favour,  though  you  have  a 
*  Lyog  in  wmit  to  wateh  any  tbing* 
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more  special  ootnmhBioii  of  emptoyment  from 
Jupiter,  and  a  larger  eatertaimnent  from  hit  ex- 
chequer; yet,  as  a  freebora  god,  I  have  the  liberty 
tb  travel  at  mine  own  chai^ges,  without  your  pass 
or  countenance  legatme;  and  that  it  itoay  appear, 
a  sedulous,  acute  observer  may  know  as  muCh  as 
a  dull,  phlegmatic  ambassador,  and  wears  a  ti^Ie 
key  to  unlock  the  mysterious  cyphers  of  your  dark 
secrecies,  I  will  discoune  the  politic  state  of  Heaven 
to  this  trim  audience. 

At  this  the  scene  chan^etk,  and  in  ike  Heaven  it  dis- 
anered  a  sphere,  with  stars  placed  in  their  several 
images  ;  borne  up  by  a  huge  naked  figure  (only  a 
piece  of  drapery  hanging  over  his  thigh)  kneeling 
and  bowing  forwards;  as  if  the  great  weight  lying 
en  his  shoulders  ofprest  hm;  upon  his  head  a 
crown:  by  all  which  he  might  easily  be  known  to  be 
Atlas, 

—You  shall  underBtand,  that  Jupiter,  upon  the 
inspection  of  I  know  not  what  virtuous  precedents 
extant  (as  they  say)  here  in  this  court,  but,  as  I 
more  probably  guess,  out  of  tbe  coosideratioD  of 
the  decay  of  his  natural  abUities,  hath,  before  a 
ffttpenf  convocation  of  the  superlunary  peers,  in  a 
solemn  oration  recaiited*,  disclaimed,* and  utterly 
tenounced  all  the  lacivious  extravagancies  and 
tiotous  enormities  of  his  forepast  licentious  life, 
tod  Uken  his  oath  on  Juno's  breviary,  religioudy 
kissing  the  two-leav'd  book,  never  to  stretch  his 
limbs  more  betwixt  adulterous  sheeU;  and  hath 
with  pathetical  remonstrances  exhorted,  and  under 
strict  penalties  enjoined,  a  respective  coaformity 
m  the  several  subordinate  deities ;  and  because  the 
libertines  of  antiquity,  the  ribald  poets,  to  perpe- 
tuate the  memory  and  example  of  their  triumphs 
over  chastity,  to  all  future  imiution,  have  in  their 
immortal  songs  celebrated  the  martyrdom  of  those 
strumpets  under  the  persecution  of  the  wives,  and 
devolved  to  posterity  the  pedigrees  of  their  whores, 
bawds,  and  bastards :  it  is  thereforo  by  the  autho- 
nty  aforesaid  enacted,  that  this  whole  army  of 
constellations  be  immediately  disbanded  and 
cuhiered,  so  to  remove  all  impuUtion  of  impiety 
from  the  celestial  spiriU,  and  all  lustful  influences 
upon  terrestrial  bodies,  and  consequently  that 
there  be  an  inquisition  erected  to  expupge  in  the 
ancieflt,  and  suppress  in  the  modem  and  succeed- 
ing* poems  and  pamphlets,  all  past,  present,  and 
liitore  mention  of  those  abjur'd  heresies,  an4  to 
take  particular  notice  of  all  ensuing  incontiuencies, 
and  punish  them  in  their  high  commission  court. 
Am  not  I  m  electbn  to  be  a  tall  statesman,  think 
yon,  that  can'repeat  a  passage  thus  punctually  ? 

Merc,  I  shun  in  vain  the  importunity 
With  which  this  snarier  vexelh  all  the  gods  • 
Jove  cannot  'scape  him:   weU,  what  else  from 
Heaven  ? 

Mom.  HeavenI  Heaven  is  no  more  the  place  it 
was;  a  cloyster  of  Carthusians,  a  monastery  of 
converted  gods;  Jove  is  grown  old  and  fearful,  ap- 
prehends a  subversion  of  his  empire,  and  doubto 
lest  Fate  should  introduce  a  legal  succession  in  the 
le^timate  heir,  by  repossessing  the  Titanian  line : 
and  hence  spnngs  all  this  innovation.  Wehavi 
had  new  orders  read  in  the  pfesenoe-chamber,  by 
the  vice  praudcBt  of  Paroawus,  too  strict  t^be 


observed  long.  Monopoly  are  called  m, 
ticatioa  of  wares  punished,  and  rates  imposed  oa 
commodities.  Injunctions  ace  gone  owt  la  the 
nectar-brewers,  for  the  purging  of  the  haavcriy 
beverage  of  a  narcotic  weed,  which  bath  nniUnd 
the  Ideas  confused  in  the  divine  inteilerta,  and  n- 
ducing  it  to  the  composition  used  in  Saturn's  rriga. 
EdicU  are  made  for  the  restoring  of  decayed  house- 
keeping, prohibiting  the  repair  of  familiea  to  the 
me^roporis;  but  this  did  endanger  an  Amaaonaa 
mutiny,  till  the  females  (Hit  oo  a  more  raascaliae 
resolotioa  of  soliciting  bimnesses  in  their  own  per- 
sons, and  leaving  their  husbands  at  home  for  ttesir 
lions  of  hospitolity.  Bacchus  hath  commaaded 
all  toveros  to  be  shut,  and  no  liquor  drawn  afttf 
ten  o'clock  at  night  Cupid  must  go  oo  moce  so 
scandalously  naked,-  but  is  eiQoined  to  make  him 
breeches,  though  of  his  mothei^s  pettiooeti.  Gam- 
mede  is  forbidden  the  bed-chamber,  and  muAonly 
minister  in  public  The  gods  must  keep  bo  pages, 
nor  grooms  of  their  chamber,  under  die  age  of 
twenty-five,  and  those  provided  of  a  oompctot 
stock  of  beaid.  Pan  may  not  pipe,  nor  Pn*» 
juggle,  but  by  especial  pennissioo.  Vulcan  was 
brought  to  an  orateoos  and  fined,  for  driving  m  a 
plate  of  iron  into  one  of  the  Sun's  cbariot-vheek, 
and  frost4iailing  his  horses  upon  the  fifth  of  NovesB- 
ber  last,  for  breach  of  a  pemil  statute,  probibitiag 
work  upon  holidays,  that  being  the  annual  celebta- 
tion  of  the  gygaotomachy  *<*.  In  brief,  the  whole 
state  of  the  hierarehy  suffers  a  total  reformatiou, 
especially  in  the  point  of  redprocatioo  oC  cntqqpl 
affection.  Venus  hath  oonfeat  all  her  adulteries, 
and  is  recetv*d  to  grace  by  her  husband,  vbobcoa- 
sckms  of  the  great  disparity  betwixt  her  perfoctiflBi 
and  his  deformities,  allowa  those  levities  as  an  eqpsl 
counterpoise;  but  it  is  the  prettiest  spectacle  to 
see  her  stroaking  with  her  ivory  hand  his  ooBiei 
cheefcSi  and  with  her  snowy  fingers  coakbiqghs 
sooty  beard.  Jupiter  too  begim  to  learn  to  ksd 
his  own  wife;  I  left  him  praetisiag  in  tlie  mOkj 
way;  and  there  is  no  doubt  of  an  usiivcnni 
obedience,  where  the  lawgiver  himself  in  hisowa 
person  observes  his  decrees  so  ponctuaJly,  whs 
besides  to  eternize  the  memory  of  that  great  ei- 
ample  of  matrimonial  union  which  he  derives  frsta 
hence,  hath  on  his  bed-chamber  door  and  ceiling, 
fretted  with  stars,  in  capital  letters,  engraven  the 
inscription  of  Cario-Maria.  This  is  as  much,  I  am 
sure,  a^  either  your  knowledge  or  instruetJons  can 
direct  you  to,  which  I  having  in  a  blunt  round 
tale,  without  state,  formality,  politic  inferences,  or 
suspected  rhetorical  elegancies,  already  delifcred, 
you  may  now  dexterously  proceed  to  the  second 
part  of  your  charge,  which  is  tbe  rmkinf  of  yoer 
heavenly  q>arks  up  in  the  embers,  or  reducing  the 
etberial  lights  to  their  primitive  upadty  and  grossi 
dark  subsutence:  they  are  all  unriveted  firom  the 
sphere,  and  hang  loose  in  their  sockets,  where  they 
but  attend  the  waving  of  your  caduce^  and  imme- 
diately they  reinvest  their  pristine  shiqpes,  aad 
appear  befbre  you  in  their  own  natnral  dsfor^ 


^^  This  alludes  to  the  gunpowder  plot ;  and  wai 
intended,  with  the  preceding  list  of  all  tbe  suppoasd 
regidations  in  heaven,  to  compliment  Chariei  L 
and  his  consort  on  thtirtempfl«ane%  their  dhistity» 
their  jastioe,  &c. 
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Were  Moms,  them  ihalt  prevulj  for  lince  thy 
rosioo  hath  invierted  mf  resolves,  [bold 

tust  obey  necessity,  and  thas  turn 
fisce  ta  breathe  the  thunderer's  just  decree 
inst  this  adDiterete  sphere,  which  fiist  I  purge 
loatheoiiie  monsters  .and  misshapen  forms : 
im  from  her  azure  concave,  thus  I  charm 
3  Lemean  Hydra,  the  rough  uolick'd  Bear : 
e  watcUEol  Dragon,  the  storm-boding  Whale, 
8  Geataar,  the  hom'd  goatfish  Capricora, 
e  saake-head  Goigon,  and  fierce  Sagittar, 
nested  of  your  gorgeous  starry  robes, 
I  from  tbecireling  orb,  and  ere  you  suck 
sh  TMioni  in,  measure  this  happy  Earth : 
en  to  the  foos,  caves,  forests,  desarts,  seasy 
r  an4  resume  your  native  qualities. 


Take  human  shapes,  and  the  disorder  show 
Of  thy  regressive  paces  here  belosr. 


ey  donee  in  those  mcnttrotu  thepet,  the  fint  4Wli* 
moiqite  "  qf  natural  d^onmty. 

Mom.  Are  not  these  fine  compamons,  trim  play- 
lows  for  the  deities  ?  Yet  these  and  their  fellows 
ve  made  up  all  our  conversation  for  some  thou- 
ids  of  years.  I>onotyoo,  fair  ladies,  acknow- 
Ige  yourselves  deeply  engaged  now  to  those  poets, 
•ur  servants,  that  in  the  height  of  commendation 
ve  rallied  your  beauties  to  ai  parallel  with  such 
act  proportions,  or  at  least  rank'd  you  in  their 
nice  society?  Hath  not  the  consideration  of 
ese  mfaabitaats  rather  fnghted  your  thoughts 
ieriy  firoa  tbeeontemplation  of  the  place  ?  But 
rw  that  these  heavenly  mansions  are  to  be  void. 
Ml  that  shall  hereafter  be  found  unlodged  will 
(come  inexcusable ;  especially  since  Tirtne  alone 
all  be  sufficient  title,  fine,  and  rent:  yet  if  there 
*  a  lady  not  competently  stock'd  that  way,  she 
all  not  on  the  instant  utterly  despair,  if  she  carry 
sufficient  pawn  of  handsomeness;  for  however 
e  letter  of  the  law  runs,  Jupiter,  notwithstanding 
s  age  and  present  austerity,  will  never  refuse  to 
amp  beauty,  and  make  it  current,  with  his  own 
ipression :  but  to  such  as  are  destitute  of  both 
can  afford  but  small  encouragement.  Proceed, 
usiu  Mercury.    What  follows  i 

Mere.  Look  up,  and  mark  where  the  bright  zodiac 

sngs  like  a  belt  about  the  breast  of  Heaven ; 

Q  the  right  shoulder,  like  a  flaming  jewel, 

is  shell  with  nine  rich  topazes  adom*d, 

3rd  of  this  tropic,  sits  the  skalding  Crab : 

e,  when  the  Sun  gallops  in  full  career 

»  annual  race,  bis  ghastly  claws  uprear'd, 

rights  at  the  confines  of  the  torrid  zone 

he  fiery  team,  and  proudly  stops  their  ooutse, 

taking  a  solstice ;  till  the  fierce  steeds  learn 

is  backward  paces,  and  so  instrogrede, 

ost  downhill  to  th'  opposed  Capricorn. 

huB  I  depose  him  from  his  lofty  throne; 

Top  from  the  sky  into  the  briny  flood  $ 

here  teach  thy  raotkm  to  the  ebbing  sea ; 

at  let  those  fires,  that  beautify'd  thy  shell, 

*'  It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  (as  is  generally  done) 
iMt  antimasqne  signifies  a  kind  of  half-entertain- 
lent,  or  prelude  to  the  masque  itself.  The  deri- 
t:^  of  it  is  from  antick  and  masque,  and  it 
Aeans  a  dance  of  such  stnmge  and  monstrous 
gures  as  have  no  relatkm  to  order,  unifiNmity,  or 
ven  probability. 


1\e  teeond  anHmatque  u  danced  m  retrograde  paeet, 
exfretsing  ohiiqiaty  m  motion. 

Mom,  This  crab,  I  oonl^  did  ill  become  the 
Heavens;  but  there  is  another  that  more  infests 
the  Earth,  and  makes  such  a  solstice  in  -the  politer 
arts  and  sciences,  as  they  have  aot  been  observed 
lor  many  ages  to  have  made  any  sensible  advance. 
Could  you  but  lead  the  learned  squadrons,  with  a 
masculine  resolution,  past  this  pomtof  retrograda- 
tion,  it  were  a  benefit  to  mankind,  worthy  tha 
power  of  a  god,  and  to  be  paid  with  altars;  but 
that  not  being  the  work  of  this  night,  you  may 
pursue  your  purposes.    -What  now  succeeds? 

Merc,  Vice,  that,  unbodied,  in  the  appetite 
Erects  his  throne,  bath  yet,  in  bestial  shapes. 
Branded  by  Nature  with  the  character 
And  distinct  stamp  of  some  peculiar  ill. 
Mounted  the  sky,  and  fix'd  his  trophies  there. 
As  fiiwninjg  Flattery  in  the  little  dog ; 
P  th*  bigger,  churlish  Murmur;  Cowardice 
V  th'  timorous  hare;  Ambition  in  the  eagle; 
Rapine  and  Avarice  in  th'  adventroos  ship 
That  saird  to  Colchos  for  the  golden  fieeoe  i 
Drunken  Distemper  in  the  goblet  fioirs; 
r  th*  dart  and  scorpion,  biting  Calumny  ; 
In  Hercules  and  the  lion,  furious  Ragej 
Vain  Ostentation  in  Cassiope: 
All  these  I  to  eternal  exile  doom, 
But  to  this  place  their  emblem*d  vices  summon, 
Clad  in  those  proper  figures  by  which  best 
Their  incorporeal  nature  is  ezprest 


7%e  third  anttmasqye  is  danced  qf  these  several  oicet, 
expressing  their  deviaHonfrom  virtue. 

Mom.  From  henceforth  it  shall  be  no  more  said 
in  the  proverb,  when  you  would  express  a  riotous 
assembly,  that  Hell,  but  Heaven,  is  broke  loose. 
This  was  an  arrant  goal-delivery;  all  the  prisons 
of  your  great  cities  could  not  have  vomited  more 
corrupt  matter.  But,  cousin  Cyllenius,  in  my 
judgment  it  is  not  safe,  that  these  infections  per- 
sons shotHd  wander  here  to  the  hazard  of  this  island : 
they  threatened  less  danger  when  they  were  naird 
to  the  firmament.  I  should  conceive  it  a  very 
discreet  course,  since  they  are  provided  of  a  taU 
vessel  of  their  own  ready  rigg*d,  to  embark  them 
all  together  in  that  good  ship  called  the  Argo,  and 
send  them  to  the  planUtion  in  New-England,  which 
hath  purged  more  virulent  humours  from  the  politic 
body,  than  gutacum  and  all  the  West^Indian  drugs 
have  from  the  natural  bodies  of  this  kingdom.  Can 
you  devise  how  to  dispose  of  them  better  ? 

M^re.  They  cannot  breathe  this  pure  and  tern* 
perate  air. 
Where  Virtue  lives,  but  will  with  hasty  fiight, 
*Moagst  fogs  and  vapors,  seek  unsound  abodes. 
Fly  after  them  from  your  usurped  seats. 
You  foul  remainders  of  that  viperous  brood : 
Let  not  a  star  of  a  luxurious  race 
With  his  logoe  blaze  stain  the  sky*s  crystal  fi^ce; 
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AU  ika  itan  or*  futnched^  and  the  sphere  dariened, 

Brfore  the  entry  qf  evenf  antmatque,  the  start  m  those 
figures  in  the  sphne  tohich  they  were  to  represent, 
were  extinct ;  so  as  by  the  end  qf  the  antimasque  in 
the  sphere  no  more  stars  were  seen. 

Mom,  Here  is  a  total  ecKpie  of  the  eighth 
fpbew,  which  Deither  Booker, -AUestre,  nor  nnj  of 
your  prugfiosticators,  no,  nor  their  great  master 
Tycbo,  were  aware  of;  but  yet  in  my  opinion 
there  were  lome  innocent  and  tome  generous  con- 
itellaUons,  that  might  have  been  reserved  for  noble 
uses :  as  the  scales  and  sword  to  adorn- the  statue 
•f  Justice,  since  she  resides  here  oa  Earth  only  in 
picture  and  effigy.  The  eagle  had  been  a  fit  pre- 
aent  for  the  Germans,  iu  regard  their-  bird  hath 
mew*d  most  of  her  feathers  lately.  The  dolphin 
too  had  been  most  welcome  to  the  French;  and 
then  had  you  but  clapt  Perseus  on  his  Pegasus, 
brandishing  his  sword,  the  dragon  yawning  on  his 
back  Under  the  horM*s  feet,  with  Python's  dart 
through  his  throat,  there  had  been  a  divine  St 
George  for  this  nation:  but  since  you  have  impro- 
▼idently  shuffled  them  all  together,  it  rests  only 
that  we  provide  an  immediate  succession ;  and  to 
that  purpose  I  will  instantly  proclaim  a  free  elec- 
tioo. 

O-yes!  O-yes!  O-yes! 
By  the  father  of  the  gods, 
and  the  king  of  men. 

Whereas  we  having  observed  a  very  commenda^ 
ble  practice  taken  into  frequent  use  by  the  princes 
of  these  latter  ages,  of  perpetnatiog  the  memory 
of  their  famous  enterprizes,  sieges,  battles,  victo- 
ries in  picture,  seulptore,  Upestry,  embroideries, 
and  other  mauiitactures,  wherewith  they  have 
embeliisht^  their  public  palaces ;  and  taken  into 
our  more  distinct  and  serious  consideration,  the 
particular  Christmas-hanging  of  the  guard-cham- 
ber of  this  court,  wherein  the  naval  victory  of  88  ■> 
is,  to  the  eternal  glory  of  tliis  nation,  exactly  deli- 
neated i  and  whereas,  we  lik^^wise,  out  of  a  pro- 
phetical imitation  of  this  so  laudable  custom,  did 
for  many  thousand  years  before,  adorn  and  beautify 
the  eighth  room  of  our  celestial  mansion,  common- 
ly called  the  sur-cbamber,  with  the  military 
adventures,  stratagems,  achievements,  feats  and 
defeats,  performed  in  our  own  perM»,  whilst  yet 
our  standard  was  erected,  and  we  a  combatant  in 
the  amorous  warfare;  it  hath  notwithstanding, 
after  mature  dehbei'atioo  and  long  debate,  held 
first  in  our  own  insf-rutable  bosom,  and  afterwards 
communicated  with  our  privy-council,  seemed  meet 
to  our  omnipotency,  for  causes  to  ourself  best 
known,  to  furuieh  and  dis-array  our  fore-said  star- 
chamber  of  all  those  ancicit  constellations  which 
have  for  so  many  ages  been  sufficiently  notorious, 
and  to  admit  into  their  vacent  places  such  persons 
puly  as  shall  be  qualified  with  exemplar  virtue  and 
eminent  desert,  there  to  shine  in  indelible  charac- 
ters of  glory  to  all  posterity ;  it  is  therefore  our 
divine  will  and  pleasure,  voluntarily,  and  out  of 
pur  own  free  and  proper  motion,  mere  grace,  and 

^*  The  defeat  of  the  famous  Spanish  Armada, 
which  PhiFrp  sent  against  England,  and  which  was 
completely  mined  by  ijueen  El^abetb's  fleet^  in 


special  favour,  by  these  presentt  to  spedff  sa 
declare  to  all  oar  loving  people,  thatittbsUh 
lawful  for  any  penon  whatsoever,  that  eoGcareij 
him  or  herself  to  be  really  eodned  with  aoy  bo^ 
cal  virtue  or  transoeodent  merit,  worthy  «bi^i 
calling  and  dignity,  to  bring  tfaor  several  pies 
and  pretences  before  our  right  tmsty  sndvet 
beloved  cousin  and  counseller,  Dou  Mercury,  isd 
good  Momus,  Jtc.  our  peculiar  delegates  for  tht 
affair,  upon  wh6m  we  have  traosferr'd  an  absdcb 
power  to  conclude,  and  determine,  without  a]Tpea 
or  revocatioo,acconlingly  aw  to  their  wisdoms  it  s^a£ 
in  such  cases  appear  behovefol  and  exped'ienL 

Given  at  our  palace  in  Ofympua,  the  fint  dai 
of  the* first  month.  In  the  first  year  of  the  Relar 
mation. 

PhUus  enters,  an  old  man  fuli  <2f  xtrmkUs.s  kH 
head,  a  tkm  white  beard,  spectacles  o«  ks  nose,  tik 
a  bunched  back,  and  attired  01  a  robe  qfclotk^ 
gold, 

Merc,  Who's  this  appears? 

Mom,  This  is  a  subterranean  fiend,  Plutyi.s 
this  dialect  ierm'd  riches,  or  the  god  of  gold i  > 
poison  hid  by  providence  in  the  bottom  of  tbeio» 
and  navel  of  the  earth  from  man's  disoofcry,  vhd; 
if  the  seeds  begun  to  sprout  above  ground,  Hbt  a- 
crescence  was  carefully  guarded  by  drsgoss ;  j^ 
at  last,  by  human  curiosity  brought  u>  ligliti  r 
their  own  destniction;  this  beiqg  the  true  Psodoni 
box,  whence  issued  all  those  raisc^iefii  thst  vim  1. 
the  universe. 


But,  That  I  prevent  the  mesage  of  the  90^ 
Thus  with  my  hasto,  and  not  attead  their  »»oam> 
Which  ought  injustice  call  me  to  the  place 
I  now  require  of  right,  is  not  iLlone 
To  shew  the  just  precedence  that  I  hold 
Before  all  earthly,  next  th'  immortal  pvaeis. 
But  to  exclude  the  hopes  of  partial  gimce 
In  all  pretenders,  who,  since  I  descoid 
To  equal  trial,  must,  by  my  example. 
Waving  your  favour,  claim  by  sole  desert 

If  Virtue  must  inherit,  she's  my  slave; 
I  lead  her  captive  in  a  golden  chain. 
About  the  world:  she  takes  her  form  and  beiq 
From  my  creation ;  and  those  barren  seeds 
That  drop  from  Heaven,  if  I  not  cherish  tb«m 
With  my  distilling  dews  and  fbtive  "  best, 
They  know  no  vq^atico ;  hot,  eaqpos'd 
To  blasting  winds  of  freezing  poveitv. 
Or  not  shoot  forth  at  all,  or,  budding,  witiicr. 
Should  I  proclaim  the  daily  sacrifice 
Brought  to  my  temples  by  the  toiling  root, 
Not  of  the.  fist  and  gore  of  al^ect  beasts, 
But  human  sweat  and  blood  ponr'd  on  ny  aUany 
I  might  provoke  the  envy  of  the  gods. 
Turn  but  your  eyes  and  mark  the  bcsy  world 
Climbing  steep  moonuins  for  the  spariliBg  mtOH 
Piercing  the  center  for  the  shinii^  ore. 
And  th'  ocean's  bosom  to  take  peariy  ssads; 
Crossing  the  torrid  and  the  froten  sons, 
'Midst  rocks  and  swallowing  gnlfs»  Ibr  g^afialtii^ 
And,  through  opposmg  swords,  fire^  msidenf 


Sealing  the  walled  towns  for  precions  spoik 


.''Nourishing. 
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nant  in  the  pMMge  to  yoar  hMvenly  aoits 

rbeae  horrid  dangers,  and  tben  tee  wtio  dam 

Ldvance  his  desperate  foot:  yet  am  I  sought, 

Lnd  oft  in  vain,  through  these  and  greatar  hasEaida. 

could  diaeover  how  your  deities 

le  for  my  sake  slighted,  despia'd,  abused ; 

'our  temples,  shrines,  altars,  and  images, 

fncoTer'd,  rifled,  robh'd,  and  di»«rray'd, 

\f  sacriligiotts  hands :  yet  i«  this  treasure 

'o  th'  golden  mountain,  where  I  sit  ador'd, 

nth  superstitions  solemn  rites  convey'd, 

ad  becomes  sacred  these;  the  sordid  wretch 

fot  daring  touch  the  consecrated  ore, 

k  with  prophane  hands  kasen  the  bright  heap. 

tut  this  might  draw  your  anger  down  on  mortals, 

'or  rendering  me  the  homage  due  to  you : 

'et  what  is  said  may  well  express  my  power, 

'00  great  for  Earth  and  only  fit  for  Heaven. 

fow,  for  your  pastime,  riew  the  naked  root, 

(Thich,  in  the  dfrty  earth  and  base  mould drown'd, 

ends  forth  this  precious  plant  and  golden  fruit 

'oa  lusty  swains,  that  to  your  grazing  flocks 

ipe  amorous  roundelays  ;  you  toiling  hinds, 

'hat  barb  the  fields,  and  to  your  merry  teams 

(Thistle  your  passions ;  and  you  mining  mole% 

hat  in  the  bowels  of  your  mother  Earth 

Nrell,  the  eternal  burthen  of  her  womb; 

^ase  from  your  laboun,  when  Wealth  bids  you  play; 

ing,  dance^  and  ke^  a  cheerful  holiday. 

^  donee  the  fourth  anthmat^,  €onnsting  qfeouw- 
try-people,  nauic^  and  measures. 

Mere,  Plutns,  the  gods  know  and  confess  joar 
(Thich  feeble  Virtue  seldom  can  resist,      [power, 
troDger  than  towers  of  brass  or  chastity : 
ore  knew  you  when  he  courted  Danae, 
iod  Cupid  wears  you  on  that  arrow's  head, 
liat  still  prevails.  But  the  gods  keep  their  throne 
'o  install  Virtue,  not  her  enemies :  [felt; 

'hey  dread  thy  force,  which  ev*n  themselves  have 
(Htness  Mount  Ida,  where  the  martial  maid*' 
nd  frowning  Juno  did  to  mortal  eyes, 
faked,  for  gold,  their  sacred  bodies  show ; 
'herefore  for  ever  be  from  Heaven  banish'd. 
Sut  since  with  toil  from  undiscover*d  worlds 
hou  art  brought  hitber,where  thou  first  didstbreathe 
he  thirst  of  empire  into  regal  breasts, 
nd  frigbtedst  quiet  Peace  from  her  meek  throne, 
illing  the  world  with  tumult,  blood,  and  war  ; 
ollow  the  camps  of  the  contentious  Earth, 
kod  be  the  conqu'ror's  slave;  but  he  that  can 
k  conquer  thee,  or  give  thee  virtuous  stamp, 
hall  shine  in  Heaven  a  pure  immortal  lamp. 

Mom.  Nay^  stay,  and  take  my  benediction  along 
rith  you.  I  could,  being  here  a  co-judge,  like 
thers  in  my  place,  now  that  you  are  coodemn'd, 
ither  rail  at  yon,  or  break  jests  upon  yon.    But 

rather  ehuae  to  lose  a  word  of  good  counsel,  and 
atreat  you  be  more  careful  in  your  chdce  of  com- 
«ay ;  for  you  are  aitiays  found  either  with  misers 
hat  not  use  you  at  all,  or  with  fools  that  know 
kA  how  to  use  you  well.  Be  not  hereafter  so  re* 
erved  and  coy  to  men  of  worth  and  parts;  so  you 

"  ?aUas.  Tl&is  alludes  to  the  contest  for  beauty 
letween  Jono^  Pallas,  and  Venus,  which  was  de- 
idfld  by  IMi  in  i»n>ar  of  the'l»tter» 
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gain  such  credit,  aa  «t  the  ant  whkmm  yo« 
may  be  heard  with  better  success.  But  till  yov 
are  thus  reformed,  I  pronounce  this  positive  sen* 
tence,  that  wheresoever  you  shall  chose  to  abide^ 
your  society  shall  add  no  credit  or  repuUtJon  to 
the  party,  nor  your  discontinuance  or  total  ab- 
sence he  matter  of  disparagement  to  any  man ; 
and  whosoever  shall  hold  a  contiary  estimation  of 
you,  shall  be  condemned  to  wear  perpetual  motley* 
unless  he  reeaat  his  opinion.  Now  you  may  void 
the  court. 


VmtiA  ettten,  a  woman  qf  a  pale  eoUur,  large  hrims 
qf  a  hat  upon  her  head,  through  whkh  iMr  hair 
started  up  like  a  Fury  ;  her  robe  was  qfd  dark  eo- 
lour,  full  qf  patches;  about  one  tf  her  hands  was 
tied  a  chain  of  iron,  to  vjhich  was  fastened  a  weighty 
stone,  which  she  bore  itp  under  her  arm^ 

Mere,  What  creature's  this  ? 

Mom.  The  antipodes  to  the  other;  they  move  nke 
Two  buckets,  or  A  two  nails  drive  out  one  another. 
If  Riches  depart.  Poverty  will  enter. 

Av.  I  nothing  doubt,  great  and  immortal  powers  I 
But  that  the  place  your  wisdom  hath  deny'd 
My  foe,  your  justice  will  confer  on  me ; 
Since  that  which  renders  him  incapable 
Proves  a  strong  plea  for  me.    I  c^uld  pretend. 
E'en  in  these  rags,  a  larger  sovereignty 
Than  gaudy  Wealth  in  all  his  pomp  Cl^l  boast ; 
For  mark  bow  few  they  are  tliat  share  the  worlds 
The  numerous  armies^and  the  swarming  ants 
That  fight  and  toil  for  them,  are  all  my  subjects  { 
They  take  my  wages,  wear  my  livery: 
Invention  too,  and  Wit,  are  both  my  creatures. 
And  the  whole  race  of  Virtue  is  my  ofi'-spring : 
As  many  mischiefs  issue  from  my  womb. 
And  those  as  mighty  as  proceed  from  Gold. 
Oft  o'er  his  throne  I  wave  my  aweful  Bcejptfir, 
And  in  the  bowels  of  his  state  command, 
When,  'midst  his  heaps  of  coin  and  hills  of  gold* 
1  pine  and  starve  the  avaritious  fool. 
But  I  decline  those  titles,  and  lay  claim 
To  Heaven,  by  right  of  divine  Contemplation  j 
She  is  my  darling ;  I,  in  my  soft  lap, 
Free  from  disturbing  cares,  bargahis,  accounts. 
Leases,  rents,  stewards,  and  the  fear  of  thieves^ 
That  vex  the  rich,  nurse  her  in  calm  repose. 
And  with  her  all  the  virtues  speculative. 
Which,  but  with  me,  find  no  secure  retreat 

For  entertainment  of  this  hour,  Til  call 
A  race  of  people  to  this  place,  that  live 
At  Nature's  charge,  and  not  importune  Heaveft 
To  chain  the  winds  up,  or  keep  back  the  storms. 
To  stay  the.thunder,  or  forbid  the  hail 
To  thresh  the  unreap'd  ear ;  but  to  ail  weather^ 
The  chilling  frost  and  scalding  sun,  expose 
Their  equal  face.    Come  forth,  my  swarthy  train. 
In  this  fair  circle  dance;  and  as  you  move, 
Mark  and  foretell  happy  evenU  of  love. 

.    Theif  dance  the  fifth  antmas^qfgjfpsiet. 

Mom*  I  cannot  but  wonder  that  your  perpetual 
conversation  with  poeU and  philosojphers  bathfciw 
nished  yon  with  no  more  logic,  or  that  you  shonM 
think  to  impose  upon  ns  so  gross  an  inference,  a< 

[because  Plutus  and  you  are  contrary,  therefore, 
whatMCTcr  is  dcoied  of  tlie  one  nmsfcbp  tf^  0f  Ui^ 
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<»tber ;  n  if  it  fhoidd  Mkm  of  neceitit]!^  becsnte 
he  is  not  Jupiter,  you  are.  No,  I  gi^  you  to 
know,  {  am  better  versed  in  cavils  with  die  gods, 
than  to  sirallow  such  a  fallacy;  for  though  you 
two  cannot  be  together  in  one  place,  yet  there  are 
many  places  that  may  be  without  you  both ;  and 
such  is  Heaven,  where  neither  of  you  are  likely  to 
arrive.  Therefore  let  me  advise  you  to  marry 
jrouraelf  to  Content,  and  beget  sage  apophthegms 
and  goodly  moral  sentences  in  dispraise  of  Riches, 
and  contempt  of  the  workl. 

M^rcm  Thou  dost  presume  too  much,  poorneedy 
wretjch, 
To  claim  a  station  in  the  firmament. 
Because  thy  humble  cottage,  or.  thy  tub. 
Nurses  some  la2y  or  pedantic  virtue 
In  the  cheap  sun-shine,  or  by  shady  ^rings 
With  roots  and  pot-herbs,  where  thy  right  hand. 
Tearing  those  human  passions  from  the  mind 
Upon  whose  stocks  fair  blooming  virtues  fiourisb, 
Degradeth  nature,  and  benumbeth  sonse. 
And,  Gk>rgon-Iike,  turns  active  men  to  stone. 
We  not  require  the  dull  society 
Of  your  necessitated  temperance. 
Or  that  unnatural  stupidity 
That  knows  nor  joy  nor  sorrow ;  nor  your  forc'd 
Falsly  evalted  passive  fortitude 
Above  the  active :  this  low,  abject  brood. 
That  fix  their  seats  in  mediocrity, 
Become  your  servile  mind ;  but  we  advance 
Sueh  virtues  only  as  adniit  excess, 
Brave  bounteous  acts,  regal  magnificent,    . 
All-seeing  prudence,  magnanimity 
That  knows  no  bound,  and  that  heroic  virtue 
For  which  antiquity  hath  left  no  name, 
But  patterns  only ;  such  as  Hercules, 
Achilles,  Theseus.    Back  to  thy  loath'd  cell, 
And  when  thoti  seest  the  new  enlighten*d  sphere, 
Stu^y  to  know  but  what  those  worthies  were. 

TrcHl  ett/fr«,  hrr  head  bald  behind,  and  one  grfiat 
lock  before,  wings  at  her  shoulders,  and  in  her  hand 
a  wheel,  her  upper  parts  naked,  and  the  skirt  qfher 
garment  wrought  all  over  with  crowns,  sceptres, 
books,  and  such  other  things  as  express  both  her 
greatest  and  smalleft  gifts. 

Mom.  See  where  dame  Fortune  comes ;  you  may 
know  her  by  her  wheel,  and  that  veil  over  her  eyes, 
with  Which  she  hopes,  like  a  seeled  '^  pigeon,  to 
mount  above  the  clouds,  and  perch  in  the  eighth 
sphere.    Listen;  she  begins. 

Fort,  I  come  not  here,  yon  gods,  to  plead  the  right 
By  which  antiquity  assig^'d  my  deity, 
Though  no  peculiar  station  'mongst  the  stars. 
Yet  general  power  to  rule  their  influence, 
Or  boast  the  title  of  omnipotent, 
AscribM  me  then,  by  which  I  rivaled  Jove, 
Since  you  have  cancell'd  all  those  old  records : 
But  confident  in  my  good  cause  and  merit. 
Claim  a  succession  in  the  vac^t  orb  i 
For  since  Astnea  fle<1  to  Heaven,  I  sit 
Her  deputy  on  Earth ;  1  bold  her  scales. 
And  weigh  men*s  fates  out,  who  have  made  me  blind 
Because  themselves  want  eyes  to  see  my  causes ; 
Call  me  inconstant,  'cause  my  works  surpass 

f^  Hooded.    Term  of  falconry. 


The  shalkm  fathom  of  their  hamtti  TMsoe  f 

Yet  here,  like  blhided  Jusdce,  I  dispense 

With  my  impartial  hands  their  coostmnt  loti^ 

And  if  desertless,  impious  men  engross 

My  best  rewards,  the  fault  is  yours,  ye  ^ods. 

That  Kami  your  graces  to  mortality. 

And,  niggaids  of  your  good,  scarce  spare  tbevoriA 

One  virtuous  for  a  thousand  wicked  meo. 

It  is  no  erroor  to  confer  a  dignity. 

But  to  bestow  it  on  a  vicious  man ; 

!  gave  the  dignity,  but  you  made  the  vice. 

Make  you  men  good,  and  1 11  make  good  meo  bappy  : 

That  Plutus  is  refos'd,  dismays  me  not ; 

He  is  my  drudge,  and  the  external  pomp 

In  which  he  decks  the  world  proceeds  from  me. 

Not  him  ;  like  harmony,  that  not  resides 

In  strings  or  notes,  but  in  the  hand  and  Totce. 

The  revolutions  of  empires,  states. 

Scepters,  and  crowns,  are  but  my  game  and  spoft  i 

Which  as  they  hang  on  the  events  of  war. 

So  thoee  depend  upon  my  turning  wheel. 

You  wariike  squadrons,  who  in  battles  join'd. 
Dispute  the  riglit  of  kings,  which  I  decide. 
Present  the  model  of  that  martial  frame. 
By  which,  when  crowns  are  stak'd,  I  rule  the  game. 
They  dame  the  sixth  antimasgve,  being  the  re- 
presentation of  a  battle. 

Mom,  Madam,  I  should  censure  you,  pro  /also 
damore,  for  preferring  a  scandabns  cross-bill  rf  re- 
crimination agarast  the  gods,  but  your  bUnteesi 
shall  excuse  you.  Alas !  what  would  it  advantage 
you,  if  virtue  were  as  universal  as  vice  is :  it  wooM 
only  follow,  that  as  the  world  now  exclaims  npra 
jrou  for  exalting  the  vicious,  it  would  then  rail  as 
fast  at  yon  for  depremiog  the  virtuous;  so  tber 
would  still  ke^  their  tone,  though  yoa  changed 
their  ditty. 


Merc.   The  mists,  in  which  future 

wrapped. 
That  oft  succeed  beside  the  purposes 
Of  him  that  works,  his  dull  eyes  not  discenung 
The  first  great  cause,  ofier'd  thy  clouded  abape 
To  his  inquiring  search ;  so  in  the  dark 
The  groping  worid  first  found  thy  deity. 
And  gave  thee  rule  over  contingencies. 
Which  to  the  piercing  eye  of  Providence, 
Being  fix'd  and  certain,  where  past,  and  to  come 
Are  alwasrs  present,  thou  dost  disappear, 
LoscKt  thy  being,  and  art  not  at  all. 
Be  thou  then  only*  a  deluding  phantom. 
At  best  a  blind  guide,  leading  blinder  fbob; 
Who,  would  they  but  survey  their  mutual  wants. 
And  help  each  other,  there  were  left  no  room 
For  thy  vain  aid.     Wisdom,  whose  stronf^-boilt 

plots 
Leave  noaght  to  haeard,  mooks  tby  fbtOe  power. 
Industrious  labour  drags  thee  by  the  locks. 
Bound  to  his  toiling  car,  and  not  aUeoding 
Till  thou  dispense,  reaches  his  own  reward: 
Only  the  lazy  sluggard  yawning  lies 
Before  thy  threshold,  gaping  fcMr  thy  dole. 
And  licks  the  easy  hand  that  feeds  bis  sloth ; 
The  shallow,  rash,  and  unadvised  man 
Makes  thee  his  stale,  disburdens  all  the  folKes 
Of  his  mis-guided  actions  oo  thy  shoulders. 
Vanish  from  hence,  and  sed^  those  ideots  out 
That  thy  fontsstic  godhead  bath  aUowM, 
And  rule  that  giddy  qpperstitious  citmd« 
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BDOMV.  Fftfoitrrf,  a  young  woman  mlh  a  tmiling 
face,  in  a  6gkt  Imsdvious  habUf  adom'd  uitk  nicer 
and goidfKer  temples  crowned  with  a  ga'lind  qf 
Tosesy  and  ooer  that  a  rainbow  areting  her  head 
doxon  to  her  shoulden. 

Merc.  Wbrntwantoo'sthif? 

Mam.  This  it  the  sprightly  lady*  Hedone,  a 

erry  gamester ;  the  people  call  her  Pleasore» 

Pieas.  The  reasoos,  eqoal  judges,  here  alledgM 
y  the  dbmiss'd  pretenders,  all  concur 
a  strengthen  my  jnst  title  to  the  sphere, 
onoar,  or  wealth,  or  the  contempt  of  both, 
are  in  tbemselTes  po  simple  real  good, 
ot  as  they  are  the  means  to  purchase  pleasure, 
be  paths  that  lead  to  my  delicious  palace : 
hey  for  my  sakoi  I  for  mine  own  am  priz*d. 
eyond  me  nothing  is,    I  am  the  goal, 
he  journey's  end,  to  which  the  sweating  world, 
nd  wearied  nature  tends.     For  this,  the  best 
nd  wisest  sect  of  all  philosophers 
[ade  me  the  seat  of  supreme  happiness : 
nd  though  some  more  austere,  upon  my  ruins, 
id,  to  the  prejudice  of  nature,  raise 
>me  petty  low^built  virtues,  't  was  because 
hey  wanted  wings  to  reach  my  soaring  pitch, 
ad  they  been  princes  bom,  themselves  had  prov*d 
f  all  mankind  the  most  luxurious : 
i>r  those  delights,  which  to  their  low  condition 
^ere  obvious,  they  with  greedy  appetite 
uck'd  and  devour'd :  from  offices  of  state, 
rom  cares  of  family,  children,  wife,  hopes,  fsars, 
etir'd,  the  churlish  Cynic,  in  his  tub, 
iijoy'd  those  pleasures  which  his  tongue  dcfamM. 
'or  am  I  rank*d  *mongst  the  superfluous  goods : 
ly  necessary  offices  preserve 
ach  single  man,  and  propagate  the  kind, 
'ben  am  I  universal  as  the  light, 
hr  common  air  we  breathe ;  and  since  I  am 
he  general  desire  of  all  maukind, 
ivil  felicity  must  reside  in  roe. 
ell  me  what  rate  my  choicest  pleasures  bear, 
/hen,  for  the  short  delight  of  a  poor  draught 
f  cheap  cold  water,  great  Lysimachus 
«nder*d  himself  slave  to  the  Scythians, 
hould  I  the  curious  structure  of  my  seats, 
•he  art  and  beauty  of  my  several  objects, 
:ehearse  at  large,  your  bounties  would  reserve 
or  every  sense  a  proper  constellation ; 
tut  I  present  the  persons  to  your  eyes. 

Come  forth,  my  subtle  organs  of  delight, 
Tith  changing  figures  please  tbe  curious  eye, 
nd  charm  the  ear  with  moving  harmony. 

7%tfy  dance  the  seventh  antimasgue  qf  the  Jive 
senses 

Mere.  Bewitching  Syren !  gilded  rottenness  I 
liou  hast  with  conning  artifice  displayed 
h'  enamel'd  out-side,  and  the  honied  verge 
tf  the  fair  cup  where  deadly  poison  lurks. 
Tithin,  a  thousand  sorrows  dance  the  round ; 
nd,  like  a  shell,  pain  circles  thee  without. 
!nef  is  the  shadow  waiting  on  thy  steps, 
Hiich,  as  thy  joys  *gin  towards  their  west  decline, 
HHh  to  a  giant*s  spreading  form  extend 
by  dwarfish  statnret    Thou,  thyself  art  pain, 
reedy  interne  desire ;  and  the  keen  edge 
f  thy  fievce  appetite  oft  strangles  thee, 
nd  cuts  thy  slender  thread  ;  but  still  the  terrour, 


And  apprehension  of  thy  hasty  end 
Mingles  with  gall  thy  most  rdbied  sweets ; 
Yet  thy  Oroean  charms  transfam  the  world. 
Cftptains  that  have  resisled  war  and  death. 
Nations  that  over  Foftnne  have  triamph'd. 
Are  by  thy  magic  made  efienunate : 
Empires,  that  knew  no  limits  hut  the  poles, 
Have  in  thy  wanton  lap  melted  away : 
Thou  wert  the  author  of  the  first  excess 
That  drew  this  reformatxm  on  the  gods.    [Heaven 
Canst  thou  then  dream,  those  powers,  that  from 
Banish*d  th'  efiiect,  will  there  enthrone  the  cause  ? 
To  thy  volnptoons  den  fiy,  witch,  firom  hence ; 
There  dwell,  for  ever  drown'd  in  brutish  sense. 

JIfosi.  I  concur,  and  am  grown  so  weary  of  these 
tedious  pleadings,  as  I  'II  pack  up'  too  and  be  gone. 
Besides,  I  see  a  crowd  of  other  suitors  pressing  hi- 
ther ;  I  Ml  stop  'em,  take  their  petitions,  and  prefer 
'em  above;  and  as  I  came  in  bluutly  without 
knocking,  and  nobody  bid  me  welcome,  so  I  Ml  de- 
part as  abruptly  without  taking  leave,  and  bid  no- 
body forewell. 

MxRc.  These,  with  forc*d  reasons,  and  strain'd 
arguments. 
Urge  vain  pretences,  whilst  your  actions' plead. 
And,  with  a  silent  importunity. 
Awake  the  drowsy  justice  of  the  gods. 
To  crown  your  deeds  with  immortality. 
The  growing  titles  of  your  ancestors, 
These  nations'  glorious  acts,  join'd  to  the  stock 
Of  your  own  royal  virtues,  and  the  clear 
Reflex  they  take  from  th'  imitation 
Of  your  fam'd  court,'  make  Honour's  story  foil. 
And  have  to  that  secure,  fix'd  state  advanced 
Both  you  and  them,  to  which  the  labouring  world. 
Wading  tlirough  streams  of  blood,  sweats  to  aspirt. 
Those  ancient  worthies  of  these  fomous  isles. 
That  long  have  slept  in  fresh  and  lively  shapes. 
Shall  straight  appear,  where  you  shall  see  yourself 
Circled  with  modem  heroes,  who  shall  be. 
In  act,  whatever  elder  times  can  boast. 
Noble,  or  great ;  as  tbsy  in  prophecy 
Were  all  but  what  you  are.    Then  shall  you  see 
The  sacred  hand  of  bright  Eternity 
Mould  you  to  stars,  and  fix  you  in  the  sphere. 
To  you  your  royal  half,  to  them  she  'II  join 
Such  of  this  train,  as,  with  industrious  steps, 
In  the  fair  prints  your  virtuous  feet  have  made. 
Though  with  unequal  paces,  follow  you. 
This  is  decreed  by  Jove,  which  my  return 
Shall  see  performed ;  but  first  behold  the  rude 
And  old  abiders  here,  and  in  them  view 
The  point  finom  which  your  full  perfections  grew. 
You  naked,  antient,  wild  inhabitants, 
That  breathed  this  air,  and  press'd  this  flow*ry  earth, 
Come  from  those  shades  where  dwells  eternal  night^ 
And  see  what  wonders  time  hath  brought  to  light. 

Atlas  and  the  sphere  vanished;  and  a  new  scene 
appears  of  mountains,  whose  em  nent  height  ex^ 
ceeds  the  clouds  which  passed  beneath  them  ;  the 
lower  parts  were  wild  and  woody.  Out  qf  this 
place  comes  forth  a  more  grave  antimasque  qf 
Piets  the  natural  inhabitants  of  this  isle,  ancient 
Scotch  and  Irish  ;  these  dance  a  Pyrrhick,  or 
martial  dance. 

When  this  aniimas^  was  past,  there  began  to  arise^ 
out  of  the  earth  the  top  of  a  hilt,  which  by  little 
and  little  grew  to  be  a  huge  mountain  that  co^ 
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wild  tmderuggih  tmd  miao€  mmmha  nurt  pltv- 
iOMi  ami  JloMriikmg.  A6omiihe  middle  part  qf 
Ikit  immtUowweret^tM ike  tkne  kingdomt  qf 
Engfttud,  ScoAmd,  md  helmnd;  eU  noUf  at- 
tired  m  regal  hokitB^  nfprofeiaiad  to  the  teteral 
natiamef  tpitk  arenm  em  tketr  keadt,  ami  tatk  qf 
tkem  bearing  ike  emeietU  arwu  qf  ike  hngihmi 
tkey  tkere  pratetUed.  Ataditiamce,nbooetkese, 
taie  a  ytmng  man  in  uwkiUemkeindered  rohe, 
ittoM  kit  fair  Aotr  am  olive  garlmd^wiikwingi  at 
lietkouUerttamdkaUimgtmkiekandaeommco- 
piaJUledmilk  com  amd  frmte,  reprmemtimg  tke 
tke  Geniut  qf  tkete  kimgdomt. 

THB  FIRST  SOHG. 


Raide  from  these  rocky  clifik  your  heads, 
BraTe  sons,  and  see  where  Glory  spreads 
Her  glittering  wings;  where  Majesty, 
Ciown'd  with  sweet  smiles,  shoots  from  her  eye 
IXffusirejoy;  where  Good  and  Fair 
United  sit  in  Hoiiour*s  chair. 
Call  forth  yonr  aged  priests  and  crjrstal  streams, 
I'owarmtheirheaitsaad  waves  intbesebrightbeams. 


1.  From  yonr  ooosecrated  woods. 
Holy  Draids.  8.  Silver  Floods, 
From  your  chanaals  fring'd  with  flowers, 
3.  Hither  move ;  ibnake  yonr  bowers, 
1.  Strew'd  with  hallowed  oaken  leaves, 
Deok'd  with  flags  and  sedgy  sheaves, 
And  behold  a  wonder.  3.  Say, 
What  do  your  duller  eyes  survey  ? 

CHORDS  OF  BRUIDS  ARD  RIVBRI. 

We  see  at  once  in  dead  of  night 
A  sun  appear,  and  yet  a  bright 
NooD-day  springing  from  star-light 


Look  up,  and  see  the  darkenM  sphere 
D^iv'd  of  light;  her  eyes  shine  there. 


These  are  more  sparkling  than  those  were. 


1.  These  shed  a  nobler  hsfluence ; 
%  These  by  a  pure  intelligence 

Of  more  tianscendent  virtue  move; 
3.  These  first  feel,  then  kindle  love; 
1.  3.  From  the  bosoms  they  inspire, 

These  receive  a  mutual  fire ; 
1. 8. 3.  And  where  their  flames  impure  return. 

These  can  quench  as  well  as  bam. 


Here  the  fair  victorious  eyes 

Make  Worth  only  Beauty*s  prize ; 

Here  the  band  of  Virtue  ties 

'Bout  the  heart  Loye's  amorous  chain. 

Captives  triumph,  .vassals  reign ; 

And  none  live  here  but  tbd  slain. 
These  are  th'  Hesperian  bow'rs,  whose  fiur  trees  bear 
Rich  ffsldon  fruit,  and  yet  no  diagoo  near. 


Then,  from  jcnr  imprisoning  wottb. 
Which  is  the  cradle  and  the  tomb 
Of  British  worthies,  (fair  sons ! )  sod 
A  troop  of  heroes,  that  may  lend 
Their  hands  to  ease  this  toaden  grovew 
And  gather  the  ripe  fruits  of  love. 


Open  thy  stony  entrails  wide. 
And  break  old  AUas,  that  the  pride 
Of  three  £sm'd  kingdoms  may  be  spy 'd. 


Paee  forth,  thou  fnighty  British  Hercules, 
With  thy  choice  band !  for  only  thou  and  thcae 
May  nvel  here  in  Love's  Hespeiides. 

At  tkit  tke  under  part  qftke  nek  apnu,  amd  ami 
qfa  cave  are  teen  to  come  tke  matquert  rickif 
attired 'like  ancient  keroes;  fke  cohurt^  pelkne^ 
embroidered  voitk  tiher ;  tkeir  antique  kebmeis 
curioutly  xvrougkt,  and  great  plumes  on  tke  top; 
b^ore  tkem  a  troop  qf  young  lords  and  nobUmen^t 
«WM,  bearing  torckes  qf  vir^  xoax :  tkese  were 
apparelled,  qfter  tke  old  Bntiskfaskion,  in  tekOe 
coats,  embroidered  xoith  silver,  girt,  and  full  ga^ 
tkered,  cut  tquare-eollar'd,  and  round  caps  on 
their  keadt,  with  a  winte  featkered  areatken 
about  tkem.  First,  tkese  dance  witk  tkeir  Bgktt 
in  tkeir  kandt :  qfter  wkick,  tke  masquers  deecend 
into  tke  room,  and  dance  their  entry. 

Tke  dane*  being  patt,  there  appears  in  tke  further 
part  qf  the  Heaven,  coming  down,  a  piemtant 
cloud,  brigkt  and  transparent,  tpAicA,  oumf 
tqftly  downwards  before  tke  upper  part  of  tke 
mountain,  embracetk  the  Genius,  but  so,  as  tkrougk 
it  all  kis  body  is  seen ;  and  tken,  rising  again 
witk  a  gentle  motion,  bears  up  tke  Gemms  qf  Ae 
tkree  hngctoms,  and,  being  past  tke  airy  reg^en, 
piercetk  Ste  Heavens,  and  is  no  more  seem*  At 
that  irutant  the  rock  with  tke  tkree  kingdoms  am 
it  sinks,  and  is  kidden  m  tke  eartk.  Tkis  strange 
spectacle  gave  great  cause  qf  admiration  ;  hst 
especially  kow  so  huge  a  machine,  and  cf  tkat 
great  keight,  could  come  from  under  tke  itagty 
wkick  Vfos  but  six  feet  kigk. 

THE  SECOND  SORG, 


1.  Here  are  shapes  form'd  fit  for  Heaven  ; 

2.  Those  vaove  gracefully  and  even. 

3.  Here  the  air  and  paces  meet 
So  just,  as  if  the  skilful  feet 

Had  struck  the  viols.  1.  3.  3.  So  the  car 
Migbt  the  tuneful  fboting  boar. 

caoKVs. 

And  bad  the  music  silent  been. 
The  eye  a  moving  time  had  seen. 

OSNIUS. 

These  mustin  th'  unpeopled  tkj 
Succeed,  and  govern  Destiny. 
Jove  is  tempering  purer  fire, 
And  will  with  brighter  ~ 
These  glorious  lights.    I 
And  b^  the  work. 
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1.  We  cannot  lend 
Heaven  ao  much  treasure.  3.  Nor  that  pay. 
But  rend*ring  what  it  takes  away.  . 
Why  should  they,  that  here  can  move 
So  well,  be  ever  &c*d  above  ? 

CHORUS. 

Or  be  to  one  eternal  posture  ty*d. 
That  can  into  such  various  figures  slide  ? 

OBMIUS. 

Jove  shall  not,  to  enrich  the  sky, 
Eie^gv  the  Earth  ;  their  fame  shall  fly 
From  hence  alone,  and  in  the  sphere 
Kindle  new  stars,  whilst  they  rest  here. 


1.  2.  3^  How  can  the  shaft  stay  in  the  qxiiver. 
Yet  hit  the  mark  ? 

GkNIUS. 

Did  not  the  river, 
Eridanus,  the  grace  acquire    ^ 

In  Heaven  and  Earth  to  flow. 
Above  in  streams  of  golden  fire. 

In  silver  waves  below  ? 

KINGDOMS. 

1.  2.  3.  But  shall  not  we,  now  thou  art  gone. 
Who  wert  our  nature,  wither  ? 
Or  break  that  triple  union 
Which  thy  soul  held  together  ? 

GIMIVS. 

In  Concord's  pure,  immortal  spring 

I  will  my  force  renew, 
And  a  more  active  virtue  bring 

At  my  return.    Adieu  ! 

KmoBOHs.  Adieu!      Gaoaus.  Adieu! 

7%«  maaquert  dance  thfxr  main  dance,  which  done, 
the  scene  again  is  varied  into  a  new  and  plea- 

*  sani  prospect,  clean  differing  from  all  the  other, 
the  nearest  part  showing  a  delicious  garden  with 
several  waiks,  and  parterres  set  round  with  tow 
trees,  and  on  the  sides,  against  these  wuikt,  were 
founteins  and  grottSfOnd  in  the  furthett  part  a 
palace,  fromxohence  vtent  high  xcalks  upon  arches, 
and  aboce  them  open  terraces  planted  with  cy- 
press trees;  and  ill  this  together  was  composed 
of  such  ornaments  as  might  express  a  princely 
villa* 

From  hence  the  Chorus  descending  into  the  room, 
goes  up  to  the  state, 

THE  THIRD  80116. 

BY  THB  CHOaUS,  GOIMC  UP  TO  THE  QUBKK. 

Whilst  thus  the  darlings  of  the  gods. 
From  Honour's  temple  to  the  shrine 

Of  Beauty,  and  these  sweet  abodes 
Of  Love,  we  guide ;  let  thy  divine 

Aspects,  bright  deity,  with  foir 

Anid  halcyon  beams  becalm  the  air. 

We  bring  prince  Arthur,  or  the  brave 
St.  George  himself,  great  queen,  to  yon  j 

You  'II  soon  discern  him :  and  we  have 
A  Guy,  a  Beavis,  or  some  true 

Round-table  knight,  as  ever  fought 

For  lady,  to  each  beauty  brought. 


Plant  in  their  marlia]  handii  Wai%  aeat. 
Your  peaceiiil  plMges  of  irarm  bbow. 

And,  if  a  speaking  touch,  repeat 
In  Love's  known  iangnage  tales  of  wot  ^ 

Say  in  soft  whispers  of  the  palm. 

As  eyes  shoot  darts,  so  lips  shed  balm. 

For  thoogh  yon  seem,  like  captives,  led 

In  triumph  by  the  foe  away. 
Yet  on  the  conqu*ror's  neck  you  tread. 

And  the  fierce  victor  proves  your  prey. 
What  heart  is  then  secure  from  you. 
That  can,  though  vaoquish'd,  yet  fubdua? 

[The  song  done  they  retire,  and  the  masquers  dance 
the  revels  with  the  ladies,  which  cotUimied  a 
great  part  of  the  night. 

The  revels  being  past,  and  the  kin^s  majesty  sealed 
under  the  state  by  the  queen  ;  for  conclusion  to 
this  masque  there  appears  coming  forth  from  one 
of  the  sides,  as  moving  by  a  gentle  wind,  a  ^eai 
%loud,  xehich,  arriving  at  the  middle  Heaven^ 
stayeth  ;  this  was  of  several  colours,  and  so  great, 
that  it  covered  the  whole  scene;  out  <^  the  fur- 
ther part  of  the  Heaven  began  to  break  forth  two 
other  clouds,  differing  in  colour  and  shape  ;  and 
being  fully  discovered,  there  appeared  sitting  in 
one  cfthem.  Religion,  Truth,  and  H^isdom, 
Religion  was  apparelled  in^  white,  and  part  qf 
her  face  was  covered  with  a  light 'Veil;  in  one 
hand  a  book,  and  in  the  other  a  flame 'qf  fire. 
Truth  in  a  watchet  robe,  a  sun  upon  her  fore- 
head, and  bearing  in  her  hand  a  palm.  Wis- 
dom in  a  mantle  wrought  with  eyes  and  hands, 
golden  rays  about  her  head,  and  Apollo's  cithara 
in  her  hand.  In  the  other  cloud  sat  Coneordf 
Government  and  Reputation.  7%«  habit  of 
Concord  was  carnation,  bearing  in  her  hand  a 
little  faggot  of  sticks  bound  tggether,  and  on  the 
top  qfit  a  hart,  and  a  garland  qf  corn  on  her 
head  :  Government  was  figured  in  a  coat  of  ar- 
mour bearing  a  shield,  md  on  it  a  Medus<fe 
head  ;  upon  her  head  a  plumed  helm,  and  in  her 
right  hand  a  lance.  Reputation,  a  young  man 
in  a  purple  robe  wrought  with  gold,  andweofing 
a  laurel  on  his  head.  These  being  come  down 
in  an  equal  distance  to  the  middle  part  of  the 
air,  the  great  chad  began  to  break  Jpen,  out  of 
which  broke  beams  of  light;  in  the  midst,  sus- 
pended in  the  tar,  sat  Eternity  on  a  ghhe;  his 
garment  was  long,  of  a  light  blue,  wrought  all 
over  with  stars  of  gold,  and  bearing  in  ku  hand 
a  serpent  bent  into  a  circle,  with  his  tail  in  hie 
mouth.  In  thejirmament  about  him  was  a  troop 
of  fifteen  stars,  expressing  the  steU\fying  of  our 
British  heroes;  but  one  more  great  and  eminent 
than  the  rest,  which  was  over  his  head,  figured 
his  mqjesty;  and  in  the  lower  part  a^far  fffmai 
seen  the  prospect  qf  Windsor-Castle,  the  famous 
seat  qf  the  most  honourable  order  qfthe  garter^ 

THB  FOURTH  SOHG. 

inaNrrr,  busebia,  auhiia,  sophu,  bomokou,  dh 

CJEABCHB,  BUPHEMIA. 


Be  fix*d,  you  rapid  orbs,  that  bear 
The  changiug  seafliMis  of  the  year 
On  your  swift  wings,  and  see  the  old 
Decrepid  spheres  grown  dark  and  cold  ; . 
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Nor  did  Jore  ijueiieli  her  fires ;  tliese  brigbt 
Flaoief  have  edip^d  her  AiUeo  light: 
Tbit  royal  pair,  for  whom  Fate  will 
Make  motioa  eeaie,  aod  time  stand  itiUi 

Snoe  good  ii  here  lo  perfect,  as  no  worth 

b  left  for  aftieMiges  to  bring  forth. 

BUSISIA. 

Mortality  cannot  with  more 
Religions  zeal  the  gods  adore* 

ALCTBU. 

My  troths  from  human  eyes  cooceaPd, 
Are  ndced  to  their  sight  reveal'd. 

^somiiu 
Nor  do  their  aetioos.firom  the  guide 
Of  my  ezactcst  precepts  slide. 

HOMOMOU. 

And  as  their  own  pure  souls  entwin'd. 
So  are  thdr  subjects'  hearts  oombin'd. 

niCJBABCHl.  , 

So  just,  BO  gentle  is  their  sway, 
As  it  seems  empire4o  obey. 

aUPRBMIA. 

And  their  fair  fome,  like  incense  hurl'd 
On  altars,  hath  perfum'd  the  world. 

Sof.  Wisdom,  Al.  Truth,  Eus.  Pure  adoration, 
HoM.  Concord,  Die  Role,  Eop.  Clear  reputation^ 

CHORUS. 

Cnmn  this  king,  this  queen,  this  nation. 

CHOlVf. 

Wisdom,  truth,  jcc. 

vrsKKriT* 

Brave  spirits,  whose  adventurous  feet 
Hate  to  the  mountain*8  top  aspir'd. 

Where  fair  Desert  and  Honour  meet : 
Here,  from  the  toiling  press  retir'd. 

Secure  from  all  disturbing  evil, 

For  ever  in  my  temple  revel.    . 

With  wreaths  of  stars  circled  about. 
Gild  all  the  spacious  firmament. 

And  smiling  on  the  panting  rout 
That  labour  in  the  steep  ascent. 

With  your  resistless  influence  guide 

Of  human  change  th'  uncertain  tide* 


Birt.  AUK.  sei*. 

But  oh,  you  itiyal  turtles,  shed, 
Where  you  from  earth  remove, 

On  the  ripe  fruits  of  your  chaste  bed. 
Those  sacred  seeds  of  love. 


Which  no  power  can  but  yours  diqtenK, 
Since  you  the  pattern  bear  from  heaoe. 

HOM.  DIG.  KTP. 

Then  horn  your  firuttfnl  race  shall  flow 

Endless  succession. 
Scepters  shall  bu^,  and  laurels  blow 

'Boot  their  immorUl  throne. 

CHoaus. 

Propitious  stars  shall  crown  each  birth, 
Whilst  you  rule  them,  and  they  the  earth. 

The  tong  ended,  the  two  cUmdt  tM  the  pertm 
sitting  on  them  aeeendi  the  great  doud  cknetk 
again,  and  to  patseth  awojf  aoertkxeri  tke 
scene  ;  leaving  behind  it  nothiHg  but  a  seme 
shf.  After  vahich  the  mastpters  dance  tknr 
last  dance^  and  the  curttnn  was  letfaU, 


THE  NAMBt  OF  THE  Bf  ASaUERS. 
TBS  KIKO'S  MAJBSTT. 


Duke  of  Lenox, 
Earl  of  Devonshire, 
Earl  of  Holland, 
Earl  of  Newport, 
Earl  of  Elgin, 
Viscount  Grandisoo, 
Lord  Rich, 


Lord  Fielding. 
Lord  Digby. 
Lord  Dungarvin. 
Lord  Dunloce. 
Lord  Whaiton. 
Lord  Paget. 
Lord  Saltine. 


THE  MAMSS  OP  THE  TOUKG  LOEUS  AStD  KOBUKESf 
80HS. 


Lord  Walden, 
Lord  Cranborn, 
Lord  Brackley, 
Lord  Shadnos, 
Mr.  Wil.  Heri>ert, 


Mr.  Thomas  HovanL 
Mr.  Thomas  Efrertoo. 
Mr.  Charles  Cavendish 
Mr.  Robert  Howard. 
Mr.  Henry  Spencer. 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  DRUMMOND, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  elegant  and  ingenious  poet)  adescendant  of  the  andentfiunHy  ^f  the  Drnmmnait 
of  Camock,  and  the  son  of  sir  John  Drummond  of  Hawtboraden^  was  born,  fuobabfy  aft 
Hawthomden^  hb  father's  seat  in  Scotland,  on  the  thhrteenth  of  December,  1585.  He 
received  his  school  education  at  Edinbmig^,  and  afterwards  studied  at  the  nnivenity  of 
that  city,  where  he  took  thedegreeof  master  of  arts.  At  theageoftwentymnehewciit 
to  France,  in  compMance  with  his  lather's  views,  and  attended  lectures  on  the  ci?fl  hw^ 
a  sot^ct  on  wluch  he  left  sufficient  documents  to  prove4faat  his  judgment  and  pn^oea^ 
were  tmcommon.  The  president  Lockhart,  to  whom  these  manuscripts  were  oomalii- 
nicated,  declared,  that  if  Mr.  Drummondhad  followed  the  praotke  of  the  law,  ^he 
might  have  made  the  best  figure  of  any  lawyer  in  his  time." 

After  a  residence  abroad  of  nearly  four  years,  he  returned  to  Scotland  in  161O,  m  wUch 
year  his  father  died.  Instead,  however,  of  prosecuting  the  study  of  the  law  as  was  ex- 
pected, he  thought  himself  sufficiently  rich  in  the  possession  of  his  paternal  estate,  and 
devoted  his  time  to  the  perusal  of  the  ancient  dasacs,  and  the  cultmition  of  his  poetical 
genhis.  Whether  he  had  composed  or  communicated  any  pieces  to  his  friends  before 
thtt  period,  is  uncertam.  It  was  after  a  recovery  from  a  dangerous  illness  that  he  wrote 
a  prose  rluqpsody,  entitled  Cypress  Grove,  and  about  the  same  time  his  Flowers  of  Zion, 
or  Spiritual  Poems,  which  with  the  Cypress  Grove  were  printed  at  Edinburgh  m  l625, 4to. 
A  part  of  hb  Sonnets,  it  b  said,  were  published  as  early  as  1616. 

Daring  hb  residence  at  Hawtbomden,  he  courted  a  young  lady  of  the  name  of 
CumuB^lfaam,  with  whom  he  was  about  to  have  been  united  when  she  wassnatched  from 
him  by  a  vident  fever.  To  dbsipate  hb  grief,  which  eVeiy  ol^ject  and  every  thought  in 
thb  retirement  contributed  to  revive,  he  travelled  on  the  continent  for  about  eight  yean, 
visiting  Germany,  France  and  Italy,  which  at  that  time  comprised  all  that  was  interesting 
in  potbhed  society  and  study  to  a  man  of  curiosity  and  taste.  During  thb  time  he  mvi- 
gorated  hb  memory  and  imagination,  by  stacking  the  various  modds  of  original  poetry, 
and  collected  a  valuable  set  of  Greek  and  Latin  authors;  with  some  of  which  he  enriched 
the  college  library  of  Edinbmfghy  and  ifthers  wererepositdl  at  Hawtbomden.  The  books 
and  manuioipls  which  he  gave  to  £diiibargb  were  arranged  in  a  catal^^ 
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wnd  introduced  by  a  Latin  preface  from  his  pen,  on  the  advantage  and  hoooar  af 
libraries,  which  at  tlwt  time  were  considered  rather  as  accidental  collections  dnn  ne- 
cessary institutions. 

On  his  return  to  Scotknd  he  found  the  nation  distracted  by  political  and  religioiis  dis- 
putes which  combined  with  the  same  causes  m  En^and  to  bring  on  a  civil  war.  But  whj 
these  should  oblige  him,  immediately  on  his  letum,  to  quit  his  paternal  seat,  we  know  not 
The  author  of  his  life,  prefixed  to  the  folio  edition  of  hb  works  m  171 1 ,  merely  informs 
us,  that  having  found  his  native  country  in  a  state  of  anarchy  and  coaiiision,  be  retired  to 
the  seat  of  his  brother-in-law,  sb*  John  Scot  of  Scotstarvet,  a  man  of  letters,  and  fNrobably 
of  congenial  sentiments  on  public  afiairs.  During  hb  stay  with  thb  gentleman  he  wrote 
hb  Hbtory  of  the  Five  James's,  Kings  of  Scotland*  a  work  so  mconsbtent  vritii  13>eral 
notions  of  civil  policy  as  to  have  added  very  little  to  hb  reputation,  although  when  first 
published,  a  few  years  after  hb  death,  and  when  political  opinions  ran  in  extremes^  k  was 
probably  not  without  its  admirers. 

It  b  uncertam  at  wliat  time  he  was  enabled  to  eiyoy  hb  retirement  at  Hawthcnnden,  but 
it  appears  that  he  was  there  in  hb  Ibrty-fifth  year  when  he  married  Elixabeth  Logta, 
(grand-daughter  of  sir  Robert  Logan,  of  the  house  of  Restelrig,)  in  whom  he  fancied  s 
resemblance  to  hb  first  mbtress.  About  two  years  before  thb  event,  he  repaired  bb 
hfnse,  and  placed  the  following  inscription  on  it,  Dimno  mikmere  Gulielmmf  JDrm- 
immdu9  ab  Hawihamden,  Jommnu  Equiti  auratiJUhu^  ut  h^uto  Hio  puescareif  siM 
el  sitcc€$9&ribu$  hutaurmnt,    l638. 

During  the  civil  war  hb  attachment  to  the  long  and  church  induced  him  to  write  bmbj 
pieces  in  support  oi  the  establishment,  which  involved  him  with  the  revolntionaiy  paity, 
who  not  only  called  him  to  a  severe  account,  but  compelled  him  to  furnish  hbqnoU  of  , 
men  and  arms  to  fight  against  the  cause  which  he  eqioused.    It  b  said  that  *<  hb  estite 
lying  m  three  diffnent  counties,  he  had  not  ooca^n  to  send  one  whole  man,  bat  haho  I 
and  quarters  and  such-like  ftactkms;  upon  which  he  wrote  eurlfni|y^e  the  foUowBigfCfsci  I 
to  hb  miyesty ;  I 

Of  all  these  forces  raised  against  the  king, 

T  is  my  strange  hap  not  one  whole  man  to  bring. 

From  divers  parishes,  yet  divers  men, 

Bat  all  in  haHs  and  quarters  ;  great  king,  then, 

la  halfii  and  quarters  if  they  come  'gainst  thee. 

In  halfi  and  quarters  send  them  back  to  me. 

Or, 

In  legs  and  arms,  send  thou  them  back  to  me. 

Hb  grief  for  the  murder  of  hb  royal  master  b  said  to  have  been  so  great  as  to 
hb  days.    He  died  on  the  4th  of  December  1649,  in  the  sixty-fourtii  year  of  fab  age, 
was  interred  in  hb  ovim  aisle,  in  the  church  of  Les8wade,near  to  hb  house  of  Hawthoi 
He  left  two  sons  and  a  daughter,  William  who  vras  knighted  in  Charies  Ikfs 
Robert ;  and  Elisabeth,  who  was  married  to  Dr.  Henderson,  a  physician  of  Edinbuigh. 

Hb  character  has  descended  to  us  without  blemish.  Unambitious  of  riches  or 
he  appears  to  have  projected  the  life  of  a  retked  scholar,  fixmi  whkh  he  wla  diverK 
only  by  the  commotions  that  robbed  hb  country  of  its  tranquillity.  He  vras  highly  ao^ 
complbhed  in  ancient  and  modem  languages,  and  ia  the  amusements  which  became  a  am 
of  hb  rank.    Among  hb  intimate  firiends,.  and  learned  contemporaries^  he  seems  to  htm 
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been  VKMtly  coBoedled  wilh  the  earl  of  Stiriing^aiid  the  ceMinitod  Eo^Uh  poets,  Dny- 
toa  aod  Ben  Joaspn.  The  hitter, «  abeady  noticed  in  his  life,  paid  him  a  vbit  at  Qaw- 
dioiBden»  and  communiGated  to  him  without  reserve,  many  particulars  of  his  life  and 
opiniooB,  which  Drummond  coomiitted  to  writing,  with  a  sketch  of  Jonson's  character 
sod  habits  which  has  not  been  thought  very  liberal.  This  charge  of  iUibeiality,  hosiF- 
ever,  is  considerably  lessened  when  we  reflect  that  Drummond  appears  to  have  had  no 
iitention  of  publishing  what  he  had  collected  from  Jonson,  and  that  the  maausor^  did 
not  appear  until  many  years  after  he  was  beyond  all  censure  or  praise. 

An  edition  of  Drummond's  poems  was  printed  at  London,  l656  o<^¥o,  with  a  pre- 
&ce  by  FbiUips,  which  is  here  retained.  The  Edinburgh  edition  in  folio,  17n>  includes 
the  whole  of  his  works  both  in  verse  and  prose,  his  poetical  papers,  femfliar  lett«9  and 
the  History  of  the  Jameses ;  with  an  account  of  his  life  which,  however  unwtitfiftory,  is 
ill  that  can  now  be  relied  on'.  A  recent  edition  of  his  poems  was  prmted  at  London 
in  1791 1  bat  somewhat  difierently  arranged  from  that  of  l656.  A  more  correct  ar** 
nngement  is  still  wanting,  if  his  numerous  admirers  shall  succeed  in  procuring  that  at* 
tentioo  of  which  he  has  been  hitherto  deprived. 

As  a  poet  he  ranks  among  the  first  reformers  of  versification,  and  in  elegance,  bar* 
BM>ny,  and  delicacy  of  feeling  b  so  superior  to  hb  contemporaries  that  the  neglect  with 
which  he  has  been  treated  would  q>pear  unaccountable,  if  we  did  not  consider  that  it  n 
but  of  late  the  public  attention  has  been  drawn  to  the  more  ancient  English  poets.  Mr. 
Hcadly,  however,  Mr.  Neve  the  ingenious  author  of  Cursory  Remarks  on  some  of  the 
mdent  English  poets,  Dr.  Warton,  Mr.  Pinkerton,  Mr.  Park  and  other  critics  of  un* 
luealidnable  taste  have  lately  expatiated  on  hb  merit  with  so  much  seal  and  ability,  that 
be  is  no  longer  m  danger  of  being  overlooked,  unless  by  those  superficial  readers  who  are 
xmtent  with  what  b  new  and  feshionable,  and  profess  to  be  amateurs  of  an  art  of  which 
iiey  know  neither  the  hbtory  nor  the  principles. 

"  He  mherited,"  says  lib  kst  encomiast,  "  a  native  poetic  genius,  but  vitiated  by  the 
alse  taste  which  prevailed  m  hb  age, — a  fondness  for  tlie  conceits  of  the  Italian  poets, 
Petrarch  and  Marino,  and  their  imitators  among  the  French,  Ronsard,  Bellai,  and  Du 
Bartas.  Yet  many  of  hb  sonnets  contain  simple  and  natural  thoughts  clothed  in  great 
leauty  of  expression.  Hb  poem  entitled  Forth  Feasting,  which  attracted  the  envy  as 
ven  as  the  praise  of  Ben  Jonson,  b  superior,  in  harmony  of  numbers,  to  any  of  the  com* 
K>sitions  of  the  contemporary  poets  of  England ;  and  b,  m  its  subject,  one  of  the  most 
tkgaut  panegyrics  that  ever  were  addressed  by  a  poet  to  a  prince.  In  prose  writing, 
he  merits  of  lirummond  are  as  unequal  as  they  are  in  poetry.  When  an  imitator,  he  b 
Htfsh,  turgki,  aftcted  and  unnatural ;  as  in  hb  Hbtory  of  the  Five  Jameses,  which,  though 
odtdous  in  the  arrangment  of  the  matter,  and  abounding  in  excdlent  political  and  moral 
entiments,  b  barbarous  and  uncouth  in  its  style,  from  an  affectation  of  imitating  partly 
he  manner  of  Livy,  and  partly  that  of  Tacitus.  Thus,  there  b  a  perpetual  dqNirture 
rom  ordmary  construction,  and  frequently  a  violation  of  the  English  kliom.  In  others 
^  hb  prose  compositions,  where  he  followed  hb  own  taste,  as  m  the  Irene  and  Cypress- 
jrove,  and  particulariy  in  the  former,  there  b  a  remarkable  purity  and  ease  of  expres- 
ion,  and  oflen  a  very  high  tone  of  eloquence.  The  Irene,  written  in  l6d8,  b  a  per- 
iiasive  to  civil  union,  and  the  accommodation  of  those  fetal  differences  between  the  king 

>  Mr.  O.  Chmlmen  is  of  opinion  that  th«  W«nMd  Ruddiman  asiittsd  in  preparinf  this  aditkm.   Chal- 
iien^LifeofRnd€UiMD,i>.53.    C. 
VOL.  V.  T  * 
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and  tlie  people,  then  verging  to  a  crisis:  it  is  a  model  of  a  popular  address;  and  al- 
lowing for  its  poshing  too  iar  the  doctrine  of  passive  obedience,  bears  eqnal  evidence  d 
the  political  sagacity^  copious  hbtorical  infonnation,  and  great  moral  worth  and  beo^ 
volence  of  its  author/'  A^  the  neglect  of  one  age  is  sometimes  repaid  by  the  extraira 
gant  commendations  of  anotlier,  perhaps  thb  temperate,  judicious  and  elegant  characia 
of  Drummond  copied  from  Lord  Woodhouselee's  Life  of  Kaimes»  will  be  found  more 
ronsistmt  with  the  spirit  of  true  criticism  than  some  of  those  empassioned  sketches  ia 
which  judgment  has  less  share. 

There!  is  one  poem,  now  added  to  his  other  works,  of  a  very  different  kind.  It  is  ffr 
titled  Polerao-Middinia,  or  the  Battle  of  the  Dunghill,  ^  rare  example  of  boriesqae, 
and  the  first  macaronic  poem  by  a  native  of  Great  Britain.  A  copy  of  it  was  pubfisfaed 
by  bishop  Gibson,  when  a  young  man,  at  Oxford  in  169 1 ,  4to.  with  Latin  notes ' ;  hat 
the  text,  probao'ly  from  Mr.  Gibson's  being  unacquainted  with  the  Scotch  language,! 
less  correct  than  that  of  any  copy  that  has  fallen  in  the  way  of  the  present  editor,  iH» 
has  therefore  preferred  the  elegant  edition  printed  by  Messrs.  Foulis  of  Glasgow '» 
1768.  The  humour  of  this  piece  is  so  remote  from  tiie  characteristics  of  his  poliM 
mmd  and  serious  muse,  that  it  may  be  regarded  as  a  very  singular  curiosity.  It  appcsi 
to  me  to  be  th^  fragment  of  a  larger  poem  which  the  author  wrote  for  tlie  amusenesr 
of  his  friends,  but  was  not  anxious  to  preserve.  Mr.  Gilchrist  conjectures  that  it  «a 
written  when  Drummond  was  on  a  visit  to  his  brother-in-law  at  Sootstarvet,  and  tk!  i 
alludes  to  some  rustic  dispute  well  known  at  the  time. 

*  See  a  curioiu  paper  00  thif  editioo,  by  Mr.  Gilchrist,  in  the  Censnra  Literaiia,  vol.  nL  p.  359.  C 
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SOmON  OF  1656. 


TO  THE  READER. 


INGBHIOUS  RBADERy 

)  say  that  these  poemi  are  die  effects  of  a  gemas,  the  most  polite  and  Terdant  that  ever  die  Scottish 
don  prodocedy  although  it  be  a  commendation  not  to  be  rejected,  (for  it  is  well  known,  that  that 
mtry  hath  afforded  many  rare  and  admirable  wits)  yet  it  b  not  the  highest  that  may  be  given  him ; 
'  should  I  affirm  that  neither  TasM,  nor  Gaarini,  nor  any  of  the  most  neat  and  refined  spirits  of  Italy, 
r  even  the  choicest  of  oor  EngKsh  poets,  can  challenge  to  themselves  any  advantages  above  him,  it 
lid  not  be  judged  any  attribute  superiour  to  what  he  deserves;  nor  shall  I  thinke  it  any  arrogance 
maintain,  that  among  all  the  severall  fancies,  that  in  these  times  have  exercised  the  most  nice  and 
ions  judgements,  there  hath  not  come  forth  any  thing  that  deserves  to  be  welcomed  into  the  world 
h  greater  estimation  and  applause :  and  though  he  hath  not  had  the  fortune  to  be  so  generally 
led  abroad,  as  many  others,  perhaps,  of  lesse  esteeme,  yet  this  is  a  consideration  that  cannot  at  all 
ainish,  but  rather  advance  his  credit ;  for  by  breaking  forth  of  obscurity  he  will  attract  the  higher 
niration,  and,  like  the  Son  emergmg  from  a  cloud,  appeare  at  length  with  so  much  the  mott  forcible 
es.  Had  there  been  nothing  extant  of  him  but  his  History  of  Scotland,  consider  but  the  language, 
f  florid  and  ornate  it  is;  consider  the  order,  and  the  prudent  conduct  of  his  story,  and  you  will 
ke  him  in  the  number  of  the  best  writers,  and  compare  him  even  widi  Thnanns  bimselfe.  Neither 
e  lesse  happy  in  his  verse  than  prose :  for  here  are  all  those  graces  met  together  that  conduce  any 
ig  toward  the  making  up  of  a  compleat  and  perfect  poet,  a  decent  and  becommmg  majesty,  a  brave 
i  admirable  height,  and  a  wit  so  flowing,  that  Jove  himselfe  never  dranke  nectar  that  sparkled 
h  a  more  spritly  lustre.  Should  I  dwell  any  longer  (ingenuous  reader)  upon  the  commendation  of 
incomparable  author,  I  should  injure  tliee,  by  forestalling  the  freedome  of  thy  owne  judgement, 
him,  by  attempting  a  vain  designe,  since  there  is  nothing  can  so  well  set  him  forth  as  his  own 
ks;  besides  the  losse  of  time,  which  is  but  trifled  away  so  long  as  thou  art  detained  from  perusing 
poems  themselves. 

S.  FBILLIPS, 
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WILLIAM  DRUMMOND. 


THE  FIRST  PART. 


SONNETS. 


I.  SONNET. 

IN  my  fint  prime,  when  childish  hnmoon  fed 
My  wanton  wit,  ere  I  did  know  the  hliss 
lies  in  a  loving  eye,  or  amorous  kiss. 
Or  with  what  mghs  a  krrer  warmshis  hed  ; 
By  the  sweet  Thespian  sisters'  errour  led, 
I  had  more  mind  to  read,  than  lov*d  tp  write. 
And  so  to  praise  a  perfect  red  and  white; 
But  (God  wot)  knew  not  what  was  in  my  head. 
Love  smil'd  to  see  me  take  so  great  delight. 
To  turn  those  antiques  of  the  age  of  gold. 
And  that  I  might  more  mysteries  behold. 
He  set  so  fair  a  volume  to  my  sight. 
That  I  l^hemeirides  laid  aside. 
Glad  on  this  blushing  book  my  death  to  read. 


IL  SONNET. 

I  Kifow  that  aU  beneath  the  Moon  decays, 
And  what  by  mortals  in  this  world  is  brought 
In  time's  gieat  periods  shall  letum  to  nought) 
That  feiiert  states  have  fetal  mgfats  and  days. 
I  know  that  all  the  Mqses'  heavenly  lays. 
With  toil  of  sprite,  which  are  so  dearly  bought, 
As  idte  sounds,  of  few,  or  none  are  sought; 
That  there  is  nothing  lighter  than  vain  praise. 
I  know  fiail  beauty's  like  the  purple  flow'r. 
To  which  one  mom  oft  birth  and  death  affords; 
That  love  a  jarring  is  of  mind's  accords. 
Where  sense  and  will  bring  under  reason's  power; 
Know  what  I  list,  this  all  camMi  me  move. 
But  that,  alai|  I  both  most  write  and  k>ve. 


10.  SONNET. 

Yi  who  so  curiously  do  paint  your  thought^ 

Enlight'nmg  ev'ry  line  in  euch  a  guise. 

That  they  seem  rather  to  have  feU'n  from  skies. 

Than  of  a  human  hand  by  mortal  draughts: 

In  one  part  Sorrow  so  tormented  lies, 

As  if  hu  life  at  every  sigh  would  part  j 

Love  here  blindfolded  stands  with  bow  and  dart. 

There  Hope  looks  pale.  Despair  with  flaming  eyes: 

Of  my  rude  pencil  look  not  for  such  arty 

My  wit  1  find  too  little  to  devise 

So  high  conceptions  to  ezpr^  my  smart; 

And  some  say  love  is  feign'd  that's  too  too  wise* 

These  troubled  words  and  lines  confes'd  yoo  find 

Are  like  unto  their  model,  my  sick  mind. 


IV.  SONNET. 

Aa  me,  and  I  am  now  the  man  whose  Mnse 
In  happier  times  was  wont  to  laugh  at  Love, 
And  those  who  sufier'd  that  blind  boy's  abuse. 
The  noble  gifb  were  given  them  from  abov«. 
What  metamaiphose  strange  is  this  I  pro?e  } 
Myself  now  scarce  I  find  myself  to  be. 
And  tlunk  no  fable  Circe's  tyranny. 
And  all  the  tries  are  told  of  changed  Jovet 
Virtue  hath  tanght  with  her  philosophy 
My  mind  unto  a  better  course  to  move: 
Reason  may  chide  her  full,  and  oft  reprove 
Afiection's  power;  but  what  is  that  to  me^ 

(Who  ever  think,  and  never  think  on  aught 
But  thatbrightehenibiB  whl^h  tbimlls  my  thought? 
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y.    SONNET. 


How  thmt  vast  Heaven  entitled  First  it  roU'd, 
If  any  glancing  towers  beyond  it  be. 
And  people  living  in  eternity. 
Or  essence  pure  that  doth  Uiis  all  uphold  t 
What  motion  have  thow  fixed  sparks  of  gold,^ 
The  wandering  carbuncles  which  shine  from  high. 
By  sprites,  or  bodies  cross-ways  in  the  sky, 
If  they  be  tum*d,  and  mortal  things  behold : 
How  Sun  posts  heaven  aliout,  how  night's  pale  qoeen 
With  borrowed  beams  looks  on  this  hanging  romid; 
What  cause  fair  Iris  hath,  and  monsters  seen 
In  air's  large  fields  of  light  and  seas  profound. 
Did  hold  my  waod'ring  thoughts ;  when  thy  sweet 
Bade  me  leave  all,  and  only  think  on  thee,      [eye. 


VI. '  SONNET. 

^Aia  is  my  yeke,  though  grievous  be  my  pains. 
Sweet  are  my  wounds,  although  they  deeply  smart, 
My  bit  is  gold,  though  shorten'd  be  the  reins, 
My  bondage  brave,  though  I  may  not  depart; 
Although  I  bum,  the  fire  which  doth  impart 
l*hose  flames,  so  sweet  reviving  force  contains^ 
That,  like  Arabians  bird,  my  wasted  heart. 
Made  quick  by  death,  more  lively  still  remains. 
I  joy,  though  oft  my  wakmg  eyes  spend  tears, 
I  never  want  delight,  even  when  I  groan. 
Best  'companied  when  most  1  am  alone, 
A  Heaven  of  hopes  I  have  midst  Hells  of  fears : 
Thus  every  way  contentment  strange  I  find 
But  most  in  her  rare  beauty,  my  rare  mind. 


Vil.    SONNET. 

Vaunt  not,  fitiir  Heavens,  of  your  two  glorious  lights. 
Which  though  most  bright,  yet  see  not  when  they 
And  shining,  cannot  show  their  beams  divine  [shine. 
Both  in  one  place,  but  part  by  days  and  nights. 
Earth,  vaunt  not  of  those  tr«wures  ye  enshrine. 
Held  only  dear,  because  hid  from  our  sights. 
Your  pure  and  bumish*d  gold,  your  diamonds  fine. 
Snow-passing  ivory  that  the  eye  delights. 
Nor  seas,  of  those  dear  wares  are  in  you  found 
Vaunt  not,  rich  peari,  red  coral,  which  do  stir 
A  fond  desire  in  fools  to  plunge  your  ground'; 
These  all  more  fair  are  to  be  had  in  her : 
Peari,  ivory,  coral,  diamond,  suns,  gold. 
Teeth,  neck,  lips,  hea^t,  eyes,  Jiair  are  to  behold. 


VIIL    SONNET. 

Whin  Nature  now  had  wonderfully  wrought 

All  Auristella*s  parts,  except  her  eyes. 

To  make  those  twins  two  lamps  in  beauty*s  skies. 

She  counsel  of  her  starry  senate  sought.    ' 

Mars  and  Apollo  firat  did  her  advise. 

To  wrap  in  cokHir  black  those  comets  bright. 

That  Love  him  so  might  soberiy  disguise. 

And  unperceivM  wound  at  every  sight     . 

Chaste  Phoebe  spake  for  purest  azure  dyes ; 

But  Jove  aud  Venus  green  about  the  light. 

To  frame  thought  beM,  as  bringing  roost  delight, 

7*hat  to  pin'd  hearts  hope  might  for  aye  arise : 

Nature,  all  said,  a  paradise  6f  grtfen   ^  [seen. 

There  plac'd  to  make  all  love  which  have  them 


IX.    SONNET. 


Now  while  the  Night  her  sable  veil  hath  spread, 
And  silently  her  resty  coach  doth  idl. 
Rousing  with  her  from  Thetis*  azure  bed. 
Those  starry  nymphs  which  dance  about  the  pole; 
While  Cynthia,  in  purest  cypress  dad. 
The  Latmian  shepherd  in  a  trance  descries. 
And  looking  pale  from  height  of  all  the  skie^ 
She  dyes  her  beauties  in  a  blushing  red ; 
While  sleep,  in  triumph,  closed  hath  all  eyes. 
And  birds  and  beasts  a  silence  sweet  do  iuttp, 
And  Porteus*  monstrous  people  in  the  deep, 
The  winds  and  waves,  hush*d  up,  to  rest  en^; 
I  wake,  I  turn,  I  weep  oppress*d  with  pais, 
Perplex'd  in  the  meaadeis  of  my  brain.^ 


X.    SONNET. 

Slbef,  silence*  child,  sweet  fother  of  soft  rest. 
Prince  whose  approach  peace  to  all  nsortals  hnap, 
Indifferent  host  to  shepherds  and  to  kings, 
Sole  comforter  of  minds  which  are  oppress'd ; 
Lo,  by  thy  charming  rod,  all  breathing  things 
Lie  slumb'riag,  with  foi^getftilness  poasess'd. 
And  yet  o*re  me  to  spread  thy  drowsy  wngs 
Thou  sparest,  alas  1  who  cannot  be  thy  guest. 
Since  I  am  thine,  O  come,  but  with  that  foce 
To  inward  light,  which  thou  art  wont  to  show. 
With  feigned  solace  ease  a  true  felt  woe ; 
Or  if,  deaf  god,  thou  dd  deny  that  grace. 
Come  as  thou  wilt,  and  what  thou  wilt  bequeath, 
I  long  to  kiss  the  image  of  my  death. 


XL    SONNET. 

Pais  Moon,  who  with  thy  cold  and  silver  shine 
Mak'st  swaet  the  horror  of  the  dreadful  nigbt. 
Delighting  the  weak  eye  with  smiles  divine, 
Which  Phoebus  dazzles  with  his  too  much  light ; 
Bright  queen  of  the  Pint  Heaven,  if  in  thy  shnae 
By  taming  oft,  and  Heaven's  eternal  might. 
Thou  hadst  not  yet  that  once  sweet  fire  of  tl^ioe, 
Endemion,  forgot,  and  lovers'  plight: 
If  cause  like  thine  may  pity  breed  in  thee. 
And  pity  somewhat  else  to  it  obtain. 
Since  thou  hast  power  of  dreams  as  well  as  be 
That  holds  the  golden  rod  and  moral  cb'aio: 
Now  while  she  sleeps,  in  doleful  guise  her  show 
These  tears,  and  the  black  map  ^  all  my  woe. 


XI(.    SONNET. 

Lamp  of  Heaven's  crsrstal  haN  that  brings  the  boun^ 
Eye-dazzler,  w)io  makes  the  u^ly  tai^t 
At  thy  approach  Hy  to  her  shimb'ry  boweis, 
And  fills  the  worid  with  wonder  and  ddight; 
Life  of  all  lives,  death-giver  by  thy  flight 
To  the  south  pole  from  these  sit  tigns  of  oars, 
Goldsmith  of  all  the  stars,  with  silver  bright 
Who  Moon  enamels,  Apelles  of  the  flowers : 
Ah  from  those  wat*ry  plahis  thy  golden  bead 
Raise  up,  and  bring  the  so  kmg  lingVmg  mofn; 
A  grave,  nay  Hell,  I  find  become  this  bed. 
This  bed  so  grievously  where  I  am  torn ; 
But  wo  is  me  though  tbov  now  brought  the  day, 
Day  shall  bat  serve  mora  lonrows  to  di^lay. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SONMEflS,  «tc    PART  L 


XV.  SONNET. 

'mt  learned  OreciaD  who  did  to  eicel 

1  knowledge  passing  geose,  that  he  is  nam'd 

f  all  the  after  world  diriiie,  doth  tell 

hat  aJI  the  tinae  when  first  oar  sonls  are  {ram*d, 

ire  in  these  oaaosions  blind  they  come  to  dwell, 

bey  live  bright  rays  of  that  eternal  fight, 

nd  others  see,  know,  love,  in  Heaven^s  great  height, 

'<A  toird  with  attght  *gainst  reason  to  rebeL 

:  is  most  true,  for  straight  at  the  first  sight 

ly  mind  me  told  that  in  some  other  place 

:  elsewhere  saw  th'  idea  of  that  face, 

nd  loT'd  a  love  of  heavenly  pure  delight. 

IThat  wonder  now  I  feel  so  fair  a  flame, 

ince  I  bcr  lov'd  ere  on  this  Earth  she  came  ? 


XVL  SONNET. 
ioi  Ame,  nor  Miocias,  nor  stately  Tiber, 
ebethas,  nor  the  flood  into  whose  streams 
[e  fell  who  burnt  the  world  with  borrow'd  beams, 
lold-rolling  Tagas,  Munda,  famous  Iber,    [Seine, 
orgue,  Rhone,  Loire,  Garron,  nor  proud-banked 
eneu«,  Phasis,  Xanthus,  bumble  Ladon, 
for  she  whose  nymphs  excel  her  loved  Adon, 
air  Tsmesis,  nor  Ister  large,  nor  Rhine, 
lopbrates,  Tigris,  Indus,  Hermus,  ^ange, 
teriy  Hydaspes,  serpent-like  Meander, 
he  flood  which  robbed  Hero  of  Leander, 
file  that  so  fisr  his  hidden  head  doth  range, 
[avc  ever  had  so  rare  a  caose  of  praise, 
s  Ora  where  this  northern  phenix  stays. 


XVIL  SONNET. 

'o  bear  my  plaints,  fair  river  crystalline,  * 
hoQ  in  a  silent  slumber  seem'st  to  stay; 
telicioos  flowers,  lily  and  columbine, 
e  bow  your  beads  when  I  my  woes  display ; 
oiesta,  in  you  t^e  myrtle,  palm  and  bay, 
[avte  had  compassion,  list*ning  to  my  groans ; 
he  winds  with  sighs  have  soIemniz*d  my  moans 
tfong  leaves,  which  whisper'd  what  they  could  not 

say; 
he  caves,  the  rocks,  the  hills,  the  sylvans*  thrones, 
As  if  even  pity  did  in  them  appear) 
lave  at  my  sorrow  rent  their  ruthless  stones : 
Ach  thing  I  find  hath  sense  except  my  dear, 
l^ho  doth  not  think  I  love,  or  will  not  know 
ly  grief,  perchance  delighting  in  my  woe. 


XDL  flOHMET. 


XVTII.  SONNET. 
waVT  brook,  in  whose  dear  crystal  I  my  eyes 
[ave  oft  seen  great  in  laboor  of  their  tears ; 
Aameird  bank,  whose  shining  gravel  hears 
liese  sad  charactures  of  my  miseries ;     [spheres, 
Ligh  woods,  whose  mountain-tops  menace  the 
/^ild  citizens,  Amphions  of  the  trees, 
on  gloomy  groves  at  hottest  noons  which  fireese, 
.lysiao  shades  which  Phosbas  never  clears) 
ast  aoliury  mountains,  pleasant  plains, 
Imbroider'd  nieads  that  ocean-ways  yon  reach ; 
fills,  dales,  springs,  all  whom  my  sad  cry  constrains 
6  take  part  of  my  plaints,  and  learn  woe's  speech, 
nil  that  remorseless  fiur  e'er  pity  show  ? 
f^raoenov  answer,  if  ye  aaght  know:  No. 


649 


Wm  flaming  hotnt  the  Boll  now  hriagi  the  year. 
Melt  do  the  moqatains,  lolliog  floods  of  now. 
The  silvar  rircvB  in  floiooth  ehanoeb  flow. 
The  lata  bare  woods  grasn  anedems  do  wear ; 
The  nightiafale^  fbrgiittmg  wlolei»B  woe^ 
Galls  np  the  laay  mom  her  notes  to  bear ; 
Sprea4arethose  flow*is  wbkh  names  of  pilnces  bear, 
Some  red,  some  asae,  whiles  and  golden  grow. 
Here  lows  a  heifer,  there  bewHUag  strays 
A  harmless  lamb^  not  fer  a  stag  rebonnds ; 
The  shepherds  siqg  to  grasmg  flocks  sweet  lays^ 
And  all  abont  the  echoing  air  resounds. 
Hills,  dales,  woodsy  floods,  ev'ry  thing  ddth  change. 
But  she  in  rigour,  I  in  love  am  strange. 


XX.  SONNET. 

Tbat  I  so  slenderly  set  forth  my  mind. 
Writing  I  know  not  what  in  ragged  rhjrmes, 
O'ercharg'd  with  brass  in  these  so  golden  time^ 
When  others  tow'r  so  high,  I'm  left  behind : 
I  crave  not  Phmbus  leave  his  sacred  cell^, 
To  bind  my  brows  with  fresh  Aonian  bajrs  ; 
But  leav't  to  those,  who^  tuning  sweetest  l^ys, 
By  Tempo  sit,  or  Aganippe's  well  $ 
Nor  yet  to  Venos*  tree  do  I  aspire. 
Since  she  for  whom  I  might  afiect  that  praise^ 
My  best  attempts  with  cruel  words  gainsays, 
And  I  seek  not  that  others  me  admire. 
Of  weeping  myrrh  the  crown  is  which  I  crave^ 
^th  a  sad  cyprfss  to  adorn  my  graven 


XXL  MADRIGAL. 

When  as  she  smiles  I  find 

More  light  before  mine  eyes. 

Than  when  the  Sun  from  Inde 

Brings  to  our  world  a  fkvw'ry  paradise: 

But  when  she  gently  weeps, 

And  poors  forth  peariy  showers. 

On  cheeks  feir  blushing  flowers, 

A  sweet  melancholy  my  1 

Both  feed  so  my  disease^ 

So  much  both  do  me  pleue. 

That  oft  I  doubt,  which  mose  my  heart  doth  ban,' 

Love  to  behold  her  smile,  or  pity  mourn. 


XXIL  SONNET. 

Mt  tears  may  well  Numidian  lions  tame. 
And  pity  breed  into  the  hardest  heart 
That  ever  Pyrrha  did  to  maid  impart. 
When  she  them  flrst  of  blushing  rocks  did  frame. 
Ah,  eyes,  which  only  serve  to  Hrail  my  smart. 
How  long  will  you  my  inward  woes  proclaim  ? 
May  't  not  suffice  you  bear  a  weeping  put 
All  night,  at  day  but  3roa  must  do  the  same  ? 
Cease,  idle  sighs,  to  spend  your  storms  in  vain. 
And  these  sweet  silent  thickets  to  molest, 
ConUin  you  in  the  prison  of  my  breast. 
You  do  not  ease  but  aggravate  my  pain; 
Or  if  borst  forth  you  most,  that  tempest  move 
In  sight  off  her  whom  I  so  dearly  lovcb 
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XXUL  SONNET. 


Yeo  refUes  mm,  appetie  your  roiuring  wavat, 
Aud  yoa,  who  rmite  huge  moantaiiii  io  that  pUtn, 
Air*fl  tnimpeten,  your  hideout  touiids  oontata. 
And  listen  to  the  plaiotf  my  gri^doth  caiua. 
Eternal  lights !  thongh  adamantine  laws 
Of  destinies  to  move  still  jrou  ordain. 
Turn  hither  all  yoor  eyes,  your  axles  pnose. 
And  wonder  at  the  torments  I  sustain* 
Sad  Earth,  if  thou,  made  dull  by  my  disgrace, . 
Be  not  as  senseless,  wok  those  powen  above 
Why  they  so  crost  a  wretch  brought  on  thy  &ce, 
Fram'd  f6r  mishap,  the  anchorite  of  love ; 
Aod  bid  them  (that  no  more  iEtnas  may  burn) 
To  Erimanth'  or  Jthodope  me  torn. 


XXIV.  SONNET. 

If  crost  with  all  mishaps  be  my  poor  life, 

If  one  tt^ort  day  I  never  spent  in  mirth. 

If  my  spirit  with  itself  holds  lasting  strife. 

If  sorrows  death  is  but  new  sorrows  birth ; 

If  this  vain  world  be  but  a  mournful  stage. 

Where  stave-bom  man  plays  to  the  laughing  stars. 

If  youth  be  toss'd  with  love,  with  weakness  age. 

If  knowledge  serves  to  hold  our  thoughts  in  wars. 

If  time  can  close  the  hundred  mouths  of  Fame, 

And  inake  what's  long  since  past,  like  that's  to  be, 

If  virtue  only  be  an  idle  name. 

If  being  bom  I  was  but  bora  to  die ; 

Why  seek  I  to  prolong  these  loathsome  days? 

The  fiunsit  rose  in  shortest  time  decays. 


XXV.  SONNET. 

Atr.  other  beauties  howsoe*er  they  shine 

In  hahrs  more  bright  than  b  the  golden  ore. 

Or  cheeks  more  fair  thali  fisirest  eglantine, 

Or  hands  like  hers  that  comes  the  Son  before : 

Match*d  with  that  heavenly  hue,  and  shape  divine. 

With  thoie  dear  sUn  which  my  weak  thoughts  adore. 

Look  but  as  shadows,  or  if  they  be  more. 

It  is  in  this,  that  they  are  like  to  thine. 

Whosees  those  eyes,  their  force  that  doth  not  prove  j 

Who  gazcth  on  the  dimple  of  that  chin. 

And  findt  not  Venus*  son  entrenched  therein. 

Or  hath  not  sense,  or  knows  not  what  is  love. 

To  see  thee  had  Narcissus  had  the  grace. 

He  would  have  died  with  wondering  on  thy  face. 


XXVI.  SEXTAIN. 

Tni  Heaven  doth  not  contain  so  many  stars. 
Nor  leveird  lie  so  many  leaves  in  woods, 
When  Autumn  and  cold  Boreas  sound  their  wars; 
So  many  waves  have  not  the  ocean  floods. 
As  my  torn  mind  hath  torments  ail  the  night. 
And  heartsptAds  sighSyWhenPhosbus  brings  the  light 

Why  was  I  made  a  partner  of  the  light, 

WhOk  crost  in  birth,  by  bad  aspect  of  sUrs, 

Have  never  since  had  happy  day  or  night  ? 

Why  was  not  1  a  liver  in  the  woods, 

Or  citizen  of  Thetis*  crystal  floods. 

But  fram*d  a  man  for  iyf  and  fortune's  wars  ? 


I  look  each  day  when  death  should  eod  the  wsi% 
Uncivil  wars  ^twizt  sense  and  reason's  light; 
My  pains  I  count  to  mountains,  meads' and  f 
And  of  my  sorrow  partners  make  the  stars ; 
All  desolate  I  haunt  the  fearful  woods. 
When  I  should  give  myself  to  rest  at  night. 

With  watchful  eyes  I  ne*er  behold  the  night. 
Mother  of  peace,  (but  ah  to  me  of  wars) 
Aod  Cynthia  queen-like  shining  through  the  i 
But  straight  those  lamps  come  in  my  thought  whose 

Ught 
My  judgment  daialed,  passing  brightest  stars. 
And  theo  my  eyes  in4sle  themselves  with  floods. 

Tdro  to  the  springs  again  firrt  shall  the  floods. 
Clear  shall  the  Sun  the  sad  and  gloomy  night. 
To  dance  about  the  pole  cease  shall  the  stan» 
The  elements  renew  their  ancient  wars 
Shall  first,  and  be  deprived  of  place  and  light. 
Ere  I  find  rest  in  city,  flelds,  or  woods. 

End  these  my  days,  ye  inmates  of  the  woods. 
Take  this  my  life,  ye  deep  and  raging  floods; 
Sun,  never  rise  to  clear  me  with  thy  light* 
Honour  and  darkness,  keep  a  lasting  night. 
Consume  me,  care,  with  thy  intestine  wars. 
And  stay  yoar  influence  o'er  me,  ye  bright  stan. 

In  vain  the  stars,  th*  inhabitants  o*  th*  woods. 
Care,  horrour,  wars  1  call,  and  raging  floods. 
For  all  have  sworn  to  night  shall  dim  my  sight. 


XXVIL  SONNET. 

O  SACRBD  blush  empurpling  cheeks,  pore  skiea 
With  crimson  wings  which  spread  thee  like  the  i 
O  bashful  kwk,  sent  from  those  shining  eyes. 
Which  though  slid  down  on  Earth  doth  Heaven  adon; 
O  tongue,  in  which  most  luscious  nectar  lies. 
That  can  at  once  both  bless  and  make  forlorn  > 
Dear  coral  lip,  which  beauty  beautifies,. 
That  trembling  stood  before  her  words  were  bom ; 
Aod  you  her  words ;  words  ?  no,  but  golden  cIuubs, 
Which  did  inslave  my  ears,  ensnare  my  soul. 
Wise  image  of  her  mind,  mind  that  contains 
A  power  all  power  of  senses  to  controul : 
So  sweetly  you  hfym  love  dissuade  do  me. 
That  I  fove  more,  if  more  my  love  can  be. 


XXVin.  SONNET. 

Socm>  hoarse,  sad  lute,  trae  witness  of  my  woe. 
And  strive  no  more  to  ease  self-chosen  pain 
With  soul-enchanting  sounds,  yoor  accent*  strata 
Unto  those  tears  incessantly  which  flow. 
Sad  treble,  weep,  and  you,  dull  baases,  show 
Your  master's.sorrow  in  a  doleful  strain ; 
Let  never  jo3rfiul  hand  upon  yon  go» 
Nor  concert  keep  but  a^en  you  do  complahk 
Ply  Phosbus*  rays,  abhor  the  irksome  light; 
Woods'  solitary  shades  for  thee  are  beit. 
Or  the  black  honours  of  the  blackest  night. 
When  all  the  world  save  thou  and  I  do  rest: 
Then  sound,  sad  lute,  and  bear  a  mourning  part. 
Thou  Hell  cattft  move,  though  not  a  wonan't  hevrt. 
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XXiX.  SONNET. 

vain  I  haunt  the  cold  and  silvtr  springs, 
)  quench  the  fever  burning  in  my  Tcins, 
Tain  (love's  pilgrim)  mountains,  dales  and  plains 
>rer-ran,  vain  help  long  absence  4>rings. 
vain,  my  friends,  your  connsel  me  constrains 
t  fly,  and  place  my  thoughts  on  other  things; 
),  like  the  bird  that  fir'd  hath  her'wings, 
le  more  I  move  the  greater  are  my  pains* 
isire,  (alas)  desire  a  Zeuxis  new, 
on  th'  orient  borrowing  gold,  fbom  western  skies 
isvenly  cinnabar  sets  before  my  eyes 
every  place,  her  hair,  sweet  look  and  hue: 
lat  fly,  nin,  rest  I,  all  doth  prove  but  vain, 
f  life  lies  in  those  eyes  which  have  me  slain. 


XXX.  SONNET. 

DB  soft,  fisir  Forth,  and  make  a  crystal  plain, 
t  your  white  locks,  and  on  your  foamy  face 
t  not  a  wrinkle  be,  when  you  embrace 
e  boat  that  Earth's  perfections  doth  contain, 
iods  wonder,  and  through  wond'ring  hold  your 
if  that  ye  your  hearts  cannot  restrain     [pace  $ 
Hn  sending  sighs,  feeling  a  lover's  case,    . 
;h,  and  in  her  fair  hair  yourselves  enchain, 
take  these  sighs  which  absence  makes  arise 
Mn  my  oppreoed  breast,  and  fill  the  sails, 
some  sweet  breath  new  brought  from  paradise  : 
e  floods  do  smile,  love  o*er  the  winds  prevails, 
d  yet  huge  waves  arise ;  the  cause  is  this, 
e  ocean  strives  with  Forth  the  boat  to  kiss. 


XXXI.  SONNET. 

jBT  not,  sweet  soul,  those  curled  waves  of  gold 

th  gentle  tides  that  on  your  temples  flow, 

r  temples  spread  with  flakes  of  virgm  snow, 

r  jDOW  of  cheeks  with  Tyrian  grain  enroli'd ; 

ist  not  those  shining  lights  which  wrougfatmy  woe, 

leo  first  1  did  their  aznre  rays  behold, 

-  voice,  whose  sounds  more  struige  effects  do  show 

m  of  the  Thracian  harper  have  been  toM : 

k  to  this  dying  lily,  fading  rose, 

rk  hyacinth,  of  late  whose  bh»hing  beams 

de  all  the  neighboaring- herbs  and  grass  rejoice, 

I  think  how  little  is  'twixt  life's  esctremes ; 
i  cruel  tyrant  that  did  kill  those  flow'rs 

II  once,-  ah  me  i  not  spare  that  spring  of  yonn. 


XXXII.  SONNET. 

Hindis  pure  glass  when  I  myself  behold, 
I  lively  see  how  my  best  dajrs  are  spent, '. 
at  donds  of  care  above  my  head  are  ToU'd, 
at  coming  ill,  which  I  cannot  prevent; 
coarse  begun  I  wearied  do  repent, 
I  would  embracewhat  reason  oft  hath  told, 
scarce  thus  think  I,  when  love  hath  controlPd 
the  best  reasons  reason  could  invent 
ugh  sure  I  know  my  labour's  end  is  grief, 
'  more  I  strive  that  I  the  more  shaltpiue^ 
it  only  death  shall  be  my  last  relief: 
when  1  think  upon  that  face  divine, 
i  one  with  arrow  shot,  in  laughter's  place, 
j|;re  my  heart,  I  joy  in  my  disgrace. 


XXXIIL  SONNET. 


DiAi  chorister,  who  from  those  shadows  sends. 
Ere  that  the  blushing  mom  dare  show  her  light. 
Such  sad  lamenting  strains,  that  night  attends  . 
(Become  all  ear),  stars  stay  to  hear  thy  plight ; 
If  one  whose  grief  even  reach  of  t  bought  transcends, 
Who  ne'er  (not  in  a  dream)  did  taste  delight. 
May  thee  importune  who  like  case  pretends. 
And  seems  to  joy  in  woe,  in  woe's  despite; 
Tell  me  (so  may  thou  fortune  milder  try. 
And  long  long  sing !)  for  what  thou  thus  complains. 
Since  winter*s  gone,  and  Sun  in  dappled  sky 
Enamour'd  sipiles  on  woods  and  flow'ry  plains  ? 
The  bird,  as  if  my  questions  did  her  move, 
With  trembling  wings  sigh'd  forth,  *'  I  love.  Hove.*' 


XXXIV.  SONNET. 

O  cik0iL  beauty,  sweetness  inhumane. 
That  night  and  day  eontends  with  my  desire. 
And  seeks  my  hope  to  kill,  not  quench  my  fire, 
By  death,  not  balm,  to  ease  my  pleasant  pain! 
Though  ye  my  thoughts  tread  down  which  would 
And  bound  my  bliss,  do  not,  alas!  disdain  [aspire, 
That  I  your  matchless  worth  and  grace  admire. 
And  for  their  cause  these  torments  sharp  sasuin. 
Let  great  Empedocles  vaiunt  of  his  death 
Found  in  the  midst  of  those  Sicilian  flames. 
And  Phaeton  that  Heaven  htm  reft  of  breath. 
And  Dadal's  son  who  nam'd  the  Samiau  streams: 
Their  haps  I  not  envy ;  my  praise  shall  be. 
That  the  most  fair  that  lives  mov'd  me  to  die. 


XXXV.  SONNET. 

Tbs  Hyperixxrean  hills,  Ceraonus'  snow. 
Or  Arimaspus  (cruel)  first  thee  bred ; 
The  Caspian  tigers  with  their  milk  thee  fed. 
And  Fauns  did  human  blood  on  thee  bestow. 
Fierce  Orithyas*  lover  in  thy  bed 
Thee  lull'd  asleep,  where  he  enragM  doth  blow ; 
Hiott  didst  not  drink  the  floods  which  here  do  flotr, 
But  tears*  or  those  by  icy  Taoais'  head. 
Sith  thou  disdains  my  love,  neglects  my  grief, 
Laughs  at  my  groans,  and  still  affects  my  death : 
Of  thee  nor  Heaven  Tie  seek  no  more  relief. 
Nor  longer  entertain  this  loathsome  breath ; 
But  yield  unto  my  stars,  that  thou  may'st  prove 
What  loss  thou  hast  in  losing  such  a  love. 


XXXVL    SONG.    . 

Phosbos,  arise, 

And  paint  the  sable  skies 

With  azure,  white,  and  red : 

Rouse  Memnon's  mother  from  her  Tython's  bed^ 

That  she  thy  career  may  with  roses  spread. 

The  nightingales  thy  coming  each  where  sing. 

Make  an  eternal  spring. 

Oive  life  to  this  dark  world  which  lieUv  dead. 

Spread  forth  thy  golden  hair 

In  larger  locks  than  thou  wast  ifont  before. 

And  emperor-like  decore 

With  diadem  of  pearl  thy  temples  fknr: 

Chase  hence  the  ugly  night. 

Which  serves  but  to  make  dear  thy  glorious  light.. 
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JPRIAOfOND'S  jPOEMS. 


This  b  that  happ^r  nora, 

iTiat  day,  toog-WMhcd  day. 

Of  all  my  life  90  dark, 

(If  crocl  Stan  have  not  my  mm  sworn, 

And  fetes  my  hopei  betray) 

Which  (purely  wW^)  dcscrres 

An  everlasting  diamond  should  it  mark. 

iPhis  is  the  mom  should  bring  unto  this  grove 

My  loTe,  to  hear,  and  recompense  my  lore. 

Fair  king,  who  all  (rreservei, 

But  show  thy  blushing  beams. 

And  thou  two  sweeter  eyes 

Shah  see  than  those  which  by  Peneus*  streams, 

Bid  once  thy  heart  surprise : 

Nay,  suns  which  shine  as  clear 

As  thou  when  two  thou  didst  to  Rome  appear. 

Now,  Ftora,  deck  thyself  in  feirest  guise. 

If  that  ye  winds  would  hear 

A  voice  surpassing  fer  Amphion^s  lyre. 

Your  furious  chiding  stay. 

Let  Zephyr  only  breathe. 

And  with  her  trcsies  play,  ^   ^^    ,. 

Hnsiug  sometimes  those  purple  porU  of  deatb.. 

The  winds  all  silent  are, 

Ahd  Phoebus  in  his  chair 

IBnsaffron'mg  sea  and  air, 

Makes  vanish  every  star : 

Night  like  a  drunkard  reels 

Beyond  the  hills,  to  shun  his  flaming  wheels. 

The  fields  with  flow'rs  are  deckM  in  every  hue. 

The  clouds  with  orient  gold  spangle  their  blue : 

Here  is  the  pleasant  place. 

And  nothing  wanting  is,  save  she,  alas  I 


XX3CVIL    SONNET. 

Who  hath  not  seen  into  her  saffron  bed 
The  morning^  goddess  mildly  her  rqiose. 
Or  her  of  whose  pure  blood  first  sprang  the  rose 
Luird  in  a  slumber  by  a  myrtle  shade  ? 
Who  hath  not  seen  that  sleeping  white  and  red 
Makes  Phcebe  took  so  pale,  which  she  did  cVm 
In  that  Ionian  hill  to  ease  her  woes, 
Which  only  lives  by  her  dear  kisses  fed  f 
Come  but  and  see  my  lady  sweetly  sleep. 
The  sighing  mbiet  of  those  heavenly  lips. 
The  Cupids  which  breasts  golden  apples  ke«p. 
Those  eyes  which  shine  in  midst  of  their  eclipse : 
And  he  them  all  shall  see,  perhaps  and  prove 
She  waking  but  persuades,  now  forceth  love* 


XXXDC    80NNBT. 

Tm  Sun  b  feir  whep  he  with  crimson  ctwwq, 
And  flaming  rabies,  leaves  his  eastern  bed ; 
Fafar  b  Thaumantias  in  her  cryital  gown. 
When  clouds  engemm'd  show  azure,  green,  tad  i«d. 
To  westwn  worlds  when  wearied  day  goei  dow». 
AndfttNoHeaven'kwindowseachstarsbowsberheBd, 
Eaith'k  silent  daughter,Night,  bfeurtiKiagh  bromi 
Fan-  b  the  Moon,  though  in  Love's  livery  dad. 
The  q[>ring  is  feir  when  it  doth  paint  April, 
Fair  are  the  meads,  the  woods;  the  floods  ave  bit; 
Fair  looketh  Ceres  with  her  yellow  hair, 
Andapplrt-queenwhenrose-cheek'dshedodismfla. 
That  Heaven,  and  earth,  and  seaa  are  feir,  IS  tme. 
Yet  trt^  that  all  not  please  so  unth  as  yon. 


XXXVUL    SONNET. 

Saa  Cytherea's  birds,  that  milk-white  pair 
On  yonder  leafy  myrtle-tree  which  groan. 
And  waken  with  their  kbses  in  the  air 
Th'  enamonr'd  zephyrs  murmuring  one  by  one  j 
If  thou  but  sense  hadst  like  Pygmalion's  stone, 
Or  hadst  not  seen  Medusa's  snaky  hair,         [feir, 
Love^  lessons  thou  might*st  learo  j  and  learn,  sweet 
To  summer's  heat  ere  that  thy  spring  be  grown. 
And  if  those  kbsing  lovers  seem  but  cold. 
Look  how  that  elm  this  ivy  doth  embrace. 
And  binds  and  clasps  with  many  a  wanton  fold. 
And,  courting  sleep,  overshadows  all  the  place  5 
Nay,  seems  to  say,  dear  tree,  we  shall  not  part. 
In  sign  whereof  lo,  in  each  leaf  a  heart ! 


XL.    MADRIGAL. 

Lici  the  Idaltan  queen 

Her  hair  about  her  eyne. 

And  neck,  on  breasts  ripe  apples  to  be  1 

At  first  glance  of  the  mora 

In  Cyprus'  gardens  gathering  those  feir  flowcn 

Which  of  her  blood  were  bora, 

laaw,  but  fainting  saw  my  paramours. 

The  Graces  naked  danc'd  about  the  place. 

The  winds  and  trees  amaz'd 

With  silence  on  her  gaz'd. 

The  floweft  did  smile  like  those  upon  her  feoe; 

And  as  their  aspin  stalks  those  singers  bind. 

That  she  might  read  my  case, 

I  wish'd  to  Im  a  hyacinth  in  her  band. 


XU.    SONNET. 

Tarn  b  she  gone?  O  fool  and  coward  I ! 
O  good  occasion  tost,  ne'er  to  be  foond ! 
What  feUl  chains  have  my  doll  sensea  1 
Whep  best  they  might,  that  did  not  fovtoM  try  ? 
Here  b  thefeiaiting  grass  where  she  did  lie;. 
With  roses  here  she  stelUfied  the  gronod  ; 
She  fix'd  her  eyes  on  thb  yet  smiling  pood. 
Nor  time,  nor  place  seem'd  anght  fer  to  desy. 
Too  long,  too  ton^  Respect  I  do  embrace 
Your  counsel  fell  of  threats  and  sharp  disdaiau 
Obdain  in  her  sweet  heart  can  have  no  plaoe^ 
And  though  come  there,  nrast straight  retire s«ab3 
Henceforth,  Respect,  ferewd  I  I  >ve  heard  it  toU, 
Who  lives  in  love  can  never  be  too  bold. 


XLH.    SONNET. 
What  cruel  star  hito  thb  world  me  brooght  ? 
What  gtoomy  day  did  dawn  to  give  ma  Gg bt  ? 
What  unkind  hand  to  nurse  me  (orphan)  son^t. 
And  would  not  leave  me  in  eternal  night? 
What  thing  so  dear  as  I  hath  essence  bought? 
The  elemenU  dry,  humid,  heavy,  light. 
The  smallest  living  things  which  Nature  wnmght 
Be  freed  of  woe  if  they  have  smaU  ddighL 
Ah  only  I  abandon^  to  despair, 
Nail'd  to  my  tormento  in  pale  Hoitoor's  shade, 
like  wandHfog  ckmds  see  all  my  oomfeits  fled. 
And  ill  on  iU  with  hours  my  life  impair: 
The  Heaven  and  Fortune,  which  wore  wont  to  tea, 
I  Stay  in  one  mansion  fiz'd  to  cause  me  1 
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xLin.  suNNjffr. 

hM.  eye,  which  deign'st  on  thti  sad  mooumeDty 

"he  sable  tcroll  of  my  mitbaps  to  view, 

'boagh  it  with  mourning  Miiset'  tean  be  ipent, 

iwi  darkly  drawn,  which  is  not  feign'd,  bat  true; 

f  thou  not  daxfeled  with  a  heavenly  hue, 

lod  comely  feature,  didst  not  yet  lament, 

tot  happy  Uvee  unto  thyself  content, 

i  let  net  Love  thee  to  his  laws  subdue  $ 

ook  on  the  woeful  shipwreck  of  my  youth, 

od  let  my  ruins  thee  for  beacon  serve, 

0  shun  this  rock  Gapharehn  of  untruth, 

ad  serve  no  God  which  doth  his  churchmen  starve: 

ns  kingdom's  but  of  plaints,  his  guerdon  tean  i 

iHiat  he  gives  more  is  jealousies  and  fears. 


ZLVn.    KADRIOAL. 


XUV.    MADRIGAL. 

o  the  delightful  green 

*f  you,  fair  radiant  eine, 

et  each  black  yield  beneath  the  starry  arch, 

yes,  bumish'd  Heavens  of  love, 

inople  lamps  of  Jove,  [parch, 

ave  all  those  hearts  which  with  your  flames  yo« 

*wo  burning  suns  you  prove  $ 

il  other  eyes^  compared  with  you,  dear  lights, 

xe  Hells,  or  if  not  Hells,  yet  dumpish  nights. 

he  Heavens  (if  we  their  glass 

he  sea  believe)  are  green,  not  perfect  blue  j 

*bey  all  make  ftiir  whatever  lair  yet  was, 

nd  they  are  hit  because  they  kx>k  like  yon. 


XLV.    SONNFT. 

fnms,  sister  nymphs  which  haunt  this  crystal 

htock, 
nd  happy  in  these  floating  bowers  abide, 
iThere  trembling  roofs  of  trees  from  $un  you  hide, 
[^ich  make  Idseao  woods  in  every  crook ; 
Hiether  ye  garlands  for  your  locks  provide^ 
t  pearly  letters  seek  in  sandy  book, 
>r  count  your  loves  when  Thetis  was  a  bride^ 
lit  up  your  golden  heads  and  on  me  look. 
;ead  in  mme  eyes  my  agonizing  cares, 
jid  what  ye  read,  recount  to  her  agam: 
air  nymphs,  say  all  these  streams  are  but  mytears; 
ad,  if  she  ask  you  how  they  sweet  remain, 
'ell,  that  the  bittVest  t^ars  which  eyes  can  poor, 
irtkcn  shed  for  her,  can  be  no  longer  sour. 


XLVL    SONNET. 

as  whose  fkir  flowers  no  autumn  makes  decay, 
(Those  hue  coelestia],  earthly  hues  doth  stain, 
3to  a  pleasant  odoriferous  plain 
Hd  wallf  aldne  to  brave  the  pride  of  May. 
jnd  whilst  through  flow*ry  lists  she  made  her  way, 
liat  proudly  smil'd  her  sight  to  entertain, 
o,  unawares  where  Love  did  hid  rtmaift 
he  spied,  and  sought  to  make  of  hhn  her  prey: 
or  which  of  golden  locks  a  fhirest  hair 
b  bind  the  boy  ifbe  took,  but  he^  afraid, 
.t  her  approach  sprahg  swiftly  in  the  air, 
Ad ,  mounting  far fhxn  reach,  look'd  back  and  said, 
l^hy  shooldM  thou  (sweet)  me  seek  in  chains  to 
ith  in  thy  eyes  I  daily  am  oonfln^d  }**         Olfld 


Swnr  rose,  whence  is  this  hne 

Which  doth  all  hues  excel  } 

Whence  this  most  fragrant  smell  ? 

And  whence  this  fbrm  and  gracing  grtoe  in  yon  ? 

In  &ir  FkBstana's  fleldi  perhaps  yon  ^rew. 

Or  Hybla*s  hills  you  bred, 

Orodorifierous  Enna's  plains  yon  fsd. 

Or  Tmolus,  or  where  boitr  young  Aden  slew; 

Or  hath  the  queen  of  lote  you  dyed  of  new 

In  that  dear  blood,  which  makes  yon  look  so  red  ? 

No,  none  of  those,  but  cause  more  high  you  b}lss*d. 

My  lady»»  breast  you  bore,  her  lips  you  kiss'd. 


XLVin.    HADRIQAU 

On  this  cold  worid  of  oms, 

Flow*r  of  the  seasons,  season  of  the  flow'n. 

Sun  of  the  Son,  sweet  Spring, 

Such  hot  and  burning  days  why  dost  thou  bring  ? 

Is  it  because  those  high  eternal  pow'rs 

Flash  down  that  Are,  this  world  environing  ? 

Or  that  now  Phcebus  keeps  his  sister's  sphere? 

Or  doth  some  Phaeton 

Inflame  the  sea  and  air  ? 

Or,  rather,  is  *t  not  usher  of  the  year, 

Or  that  last  day  among  the  flow*rs  alone 

Unmask'd  thou  saw'st  my  lair  ? 

And  iThilst  thou  on  her  gaz'd  she  did  thee  bnn^ 

And  to  thy  biuther  Summer  doth  thee  turn. 


XLEX.    SONNET. 

Dbak  wood,  and  you  sweet  solitary  place* 
Where  I  estranged  firom  the  vulgar  live. 
Contented  more  with  what  your  shades  me  give^ 
Than  if  I  had  what  Thetis  doth  embrace? 
What  snaky  eye,  grown  jeakms  of  my  pace. 
Now  from  your  silent  horrours  would  me  drive. 
When  Sun  advanemg  in  his  glorious  race 
Beyond  the  Twins,  doth  near  our  pole  arrive? 
What  sweet  delight  a  quiet  life  aAnds, 
And  what  it  is  to  be  from  bondage  fhwe. 
Far  from  the  maddmg  woridling*8  hoarse  discords^ 
Sweet  flow*ry  place,  I  first  did  learn  of  thee. 
Ah !  if  I  were  mine  own,  your  dear  resorts 
I  would  not  change  with  princes^  stateliest  courts. 


U    SONNET. 

Ah!  who  can  see  those  fruits  of  FsradiM, 
Gmlestial  cherries  which  so  sweetly  swell. 
That  sweetness'  self  eonfin'd  there  seems  to  dwell, 
And  all  those  sweetest  parts  about  despise  ? 
Ah!  who  can  see,  and  feel  no  flame  surprise 
His  harden'd  heart?  For  me,  alas,  too  well 
I  know  their  force,  and  how  they  do  excel : 
Now  through  desire  I  bun,  and  now  I  freese ; 
I  die  (dear  life)  unless  to  me  be  given 
As  many  kisses  as  the  spring  hath  flow*rs, 
Or  there  be  silver  drops  in  Iris'  show'rs, 
Or  stats  there  be  in  all-embcacing  Heaven ; 
And  If  displeas'd  ye  of  the  match  complain. 
Ye  shall  have  leave  to  take  them  back  aga'n. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


654 


DRUMMUND*S  POEMS^ 


U.    SONNET. 


Is 't  not  enoQgh  (ah  me !)  me  thus  to  see 

like  lome  Heaveo-baiiish'd  ghost  still  wailing  go, 

A  shadow  which  your  rays  do  only  show  $ 

lb  rex.  me  more,  unless  ye  bid  me  die. 

What  could  ye  woree  allot  unto  your  (be  } 

But  die  will  I,  so  ye  will  not  deny 

That  grace  to  me  which  mortal  foes  ev'n  try. 

To  chooee  what  wrt  of  death  shall  end  my  woe. 

Once  did  I  find,  that  whiles  you  did  me  kiss. 

Ye  gave  my  panting  soul  so  sweet  a  touch. 

That  half  I  swooo'd  in  midst  of  all  my  bliss; 

I  do  but  crave^  my  death's  wound  may  be  such : 

For  though  by  grief  I  die  not  and  annoy, 

Is  *t  not  enough  to  die  through  too  much  joy  ? 


LII.    MADRIGAL. 
UMRAprr  light. 

Do  not  approach  to  bring  the  woeful  day. 
When  I  must  bid  for  aye 
Farewel  to  her,  and  live  in  endless  plight 
Fair  Moon  with  gentle  beams. 
The  sight  who  never  mars,  [stars, 

Clear  long-heaven's  sable  vault,  and  you,  bright 
Your  golden  locks  long  view  in  earth's  pure  streams ; 
Let  Phoebus  never  rise 
To  dim  your  watchful  eyes. 
Prolong, alas,  prokng  my  short  delight; 
And  if  ye  can,  make  an  eternal  night. 


Lnr.    SONNET. 

Wrm  grief  in  heart,  and  tears  in  swelling  eyes. 
When  I  to  her  had  given  a  sad  farewel, 
Close  sealed  with  a  kiss,  and  dew  which  fell 
On  my  else  moisten*d  face  from  beauty's  skies; 
So  strange  amazement  did  my  mind  surprise, 
That  at  each  pace  1  funting  tum'd  again. 
Like  one  whom  a  torpedo  stupefies, 
Not  feeling  honour*s  bit,  nor  reason's  rein : 
But  when  fierce  stars  to  part  mc  did  constrain. 
With  back-cast  kbks,  I  both  envy'd  and  bless'd 
The  happy  walls  and  place  did  her  contain. 
Until  my  eyes  that  flying  object  miss'd : 
So  wailmg  parted  Ganjrmede  the  fair. 
When  eagle's  talons  bore  him  through  the  air.' 


LIV.    SEXTAIN. 

Srra  gone  is  my  delight  and  only  pleasure. 
The  last  of  all  my  hopes,  the  cheerful  Sun 
That  ctear'd  my  life's  dark  sphere.  Nature's  sweet 

treasure. 
More  dear  to  me  than  all  beneath  the  Moon ; 
What  resteth  now,  but  that  upon  this  mountain 
I  weep,  till  Heaven  tranaform  me  to  a  fountain  ? 

Fresh,  fair,  delicious,  crystal,  pearly  fountain. 
On  whose  smooth  face  to  look  she  oft  took  pleasure. 
Tell  me  (so  may  thy  streams  long  cheer  this  moun- 
tain, 
So  serpent  ne'er  thee  stain,  nor  scorch  thee  Sun,  ' 
So  may  with  wat'ry  beams  thee  kiss  the  Moon ! ) 
Dost  thon  not  moora  to  want  so  fair  a  treasure. 


While  she  here  gaz*d  oo  thee,  ridi  Tigvi'trea«« 
Thou  neededst  not  envy,  nor  yet  ttie  fooBtain, 
In  which  that  hunter  saw  the  naked  Moon ; 
Absence  hath  tobb'dtheeof  thy  wealth  and  pleasare. 
And  I  remain,  like  marigold,  of  Sun 
Depriv'd,  that  dies  by  shadow  of  s 


Kjrmphs  of  the  forests,  njrmphs  who  on  this 

tain 
Are  wont  to  dance,  showing  jrour  beaat3r'8 
To  goat-feet  sylvans,  and  the  wond*ring  Sun, 
When  as  you  gather  flow'rs  about  this  Ibantmia, 
Bid  her  farewel  who  placed  here  her  pleasore. 
And  sing  her  praises  to  the  stars  and  Mooo. 

Among  the  lesser  lights  as  is  the  Mooi^        £tani ; 
Blushingthrough  muffling  cloudson  Latmoa*  moosk- 
Or  when  she  views  her  silver  locks  for  pleasure 
In  Thetis*  streams,  proud  of  so  gay  a  treanre : 
Such  was  my  fair,  when  she  sate  by  this  fbantnai 
With  other  nymphs,  to  shun  the  amoroos  Son. 

As  is  our  Earth  in  absence  of  the  Son, 

Or  when  of  Sun  deprived  is  the  Mooo ; 

As  is  without  a  veidant  shade  a  fountain. 

Or,  wanting  grass,  a  mead,  a  vale,  a  nioantaiQ  ; 

Such  is  my  state,  bereft  of  my  dear  treasure. 

To  know  whose  only  worth,  was  all  my  pie 


Ne'er  think  of  pleasure,  heart ;  eyes,  shon  the  San ; 
Tears  be  your  treasure,  which  the  waod'riog  Mooa 
ShaU  see  you  shed  by  mountain,  rale  and  fottntmia. 


LV.    SONNET. 

WiKDOw,  some  time  which  served  for  a  spbcf« 

To  that  dear  planet  of  my  heart,  whcse  li^it 

Made  often  blush  the  glorious  queen  of  nigdt^ 

While  she  in  thee  more  beauteous  did  appear; 

What  mourniug  weeds,  alas,  dost  thou  now  wea 

How  loathsome  to  my  eyes  is  thy  sad  sight! 

How  poorly  look'st  thou,  with  what  heavy  cheer. 

Since  sets  that  Sun  which  made  thee  shine  so  bright? 

Unhappy  now  thee  close ;  for,  as  of  late 

To  wond'ring  eyes  thou  wert  a  paradise. 

Bereft  of  her  who  made  thee  fortunate, 

A  gulf  thou  art,  whence  clouds  of  sighs  arise : 

But  unto  none  so  noisome  as  to  me. 

Who  hourly  sees  my  murdered  joys  in  thee. 


LVL    SONNET. 

How  many  times  night's  silent  qneen  her  Csoe 

Hath  hid,  how  oft  with  stars  in  silver  mask. 

In  Heaven's  great  hall,  she  hath  begun  ber  task. 

And  cheer'd  the  waking  eye  in  lower  plaoe  ; 

How  o(t  the  Sun  hath  made,  by  Heaven's  swift  race^ 

The  happy  lover  to  fdruUie  the  breast 

Of  his  dear  lady,  wishing  in  the  west 

His  golden  coach  to  run  had  larger  space, 

I  ever  count  and  tell,  since  I,  alas ! 

Did  bid  ftrewel  t^  my  heart's  dearest  gaest ; 

The  mile^  I  number,  and  in  mind  I  chase 

The  teods  and  mountains  hold  mc  from  my  rest. 

But  wo  is  me,  long  count  and  count  may  I, 

Era  I  see  her  whose  absence  makes  me  die. 
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LVII.    SONNET. 

)v  death  tome  tell,  some  of  the  cruel  pain 
Vhich  that  bad  crafUnuu]  in  his  work  did  try, 
IThen  (a  new  monster)  flames  once  did  constrain 
L  human  corpse  to  yield  a  bellowing  cry. 
ome  tell  of  Uiose  ^n  homing  beds  who  lie, 
(ecause  they  durst  in  the  Phlegrean  plain 
"he  mighty  ml^r  of  the  skies  defy, 
.nd  siege  those  crystal  tow*rs  which  all  contain, 
.nother  counts  of  Phlegethon*8  hot  floods, 
he  souls  which  drink  Izion*s  endless  smart, 
nd  his  who  feeds  a  vulture  with  his  heart. 
hie  tells  of  spectres  in  enchanted  woods : 
»f  all  those  pains  th*  extremest  who  would  prove, 
et  him  be  absent  and  but  bum  in  love. 


LVni.    SONNET. 

fAia,  precious  hair,  which  Midas'  hand  did  strain, 
'art  of  the  wreath  of  gold  that  crowns  those  brows 
Hiich  winter's  whitest  white  in  whiteness  stain, 
.nd  lily  by  Eridan's  bank  that  grows : 
[air,  (fiatal  present  ^  which  first  caused  my  woes. 
Then  loose  ye  hang  like  Danae*s  golden  rain, 
weet  nets  which  sweetly  do  all  hearts  enchain, 
trings,  deadly  strings,  with  which  Love  bends  his 

bows: 
Tow  are  ye  hither  come  ?  Tell  me,  O  hair ! 
tear  armelet,  for  what  thus  were  ye  given  ? 
know,  a  badge  of  bondage  I  you  wear, 
et,  hair,'  lor  you  O  that  I  were  a  Heaven ! 
jke  Berenice*s  locks,  that  ye  might  shine 
But  brighter  far)  about  this  arm  uf  mine. 


LK.    SONNET. 

na  these  the  flow'ry  banks  ?  Is  this  the  mead 
^here  she  was  wont  to  pass  the  pleasant  hours ' 
^as  't  here  her  eyes  exhaPd  mine  eyes'  salt  show'r^ 
lid  on  her  lap  did  lay  my  wearied  head  ? 
i  this  the  goodly  elm  did  us  o'erspread, 
(Those  tender  rind,  cut  forth  in  cnrious  flow'rs 
ly  that  white  hand,  contains  those  flames  of  ours  ? 
» this  the  murmuring  spring  us  musick  made  ? 
»eflourisb*d  mead,  where  is  your  heavenly  hue  ? 
jid  bank,  that  Arras  did  you  late  adom  ? 
row  look'st  thou,  elm,  all  withered  and  forlorn  * 
kily,  sweet  spring,  nought  alter'd  seems  in  yon. 
lut  while  here  chang'd  each  other  thing  appears, 
'o  salt  your  streams  take  of  mine  eyes  these  tears. 


UL    SONNET. 

.Lszfs,  here  she  ttay'd,  among  thesfe  pines, 
weet  hermitress,  she  did  all  alone  repair ; 
[ere  did  she  spread  the  treasure  of  her  hair,, 
lore  rich  than  that  brought  front  the  Colchian 

mines: 
[ere  sate  she  by  these  mnsked  eglailtines ; 
he  happy  flow'rs  seem  yet  the  print  to  bear; 
[er  voice  did  sweeten  here  thy  sugar*d  lines, 
'o  which  winds,  traes,  beasts,  birds,  did  lend  an  ear. 


She  here  roe  first  peroeiv'd,  and  here  a  mora 
Of  bright  carnations  did  o^enpread  her  face ; 
Here  did  she  sigh,  here  first  my  hopes  were  bora. 
Here  first  I  got  a  pledge  of  promis'd  grace : 
But  ah !  what  serves 't  t'  have  been  made  happy  ao^ 
Sith  passed  pleasures  double  but  new  woe  ? 


LXI.    SONNET. 

Place  me  where  angry  Titan  burns  the  Moor, 
And  thirsty  Africk  fiery  monsters  brings, 
Or  where  the  new-bora  phenix  spreads  her  wings. 
And  troops  of  wondering  birds  her  flight  adore : 
Place  me  by  Gange  or  Inde's  enamellM  shore. 
Where  smiling  Heavens  on  Earth  cause  double 

springs; 
Place  me  where  Neptune's  choir  of  syrens  sings. 
Or  where  made  hoarse  through  cold  he  leaves  to 

roar: 
Place  me  where  Fortune  doth  her  dariings  crown, 
A  wonder  or  a  spark  in  Envy's  eye ; 
Or  you,  outrageous  Fates,  upon  me  frown. 
Till  Pity  wailing  see  disasteHd  me  ; 
Afiectioo's  print  my  mind  so  deep  doth  prorai 
I  may  forget  mjrself— but  not  my  love. 


LXXL    MADRIOAU 

Tbi  ivory,  coral,  gold. 

Of  breast,  of  lip,  of  hair, 

So  lively  Sleep  doth  show  to  inwaid  sight* 

That  'wake  I  think  I  hold 

No  shadow,  but  my  fair : 

Myself  so  to  deceive 

With  long-shut  eyes  I  shun  the  irksome  light 

Such  pleasure  here  I  have 

Delighting  in  false  gleams. 

If  Death  Sleep's  brother  be. 

And  souls  bereft  of  sense  have  so  sweet  dreams. 

How  could  I  wish  thus  still  to  dream  and  die ! 


LXIIL    SONNET. 

Faicb,  who  with  golden  wing^  abroad  doth  range 
Where  Pbcebus  leaves  the  night  or  brings  the  day; 
Fame,  in  one  place  who  restless  dost  not  stay 
Till  thou  hast  flow'd  from  Atlas  unto  Gange: 
Fame,  enemy  to  Time,  that  still  doth  change. 
And  in  his  changing  course  would  make  decay 
What  here  below  be  findeth  in  his  way, 
Even  making  Virtue  to  herself  look  strange: 
Daughter  of  Heaven !  now  aU  thy  trampets  sound. 
Raise  up  thy  head  unto  the  highest  sky. 
With  wonder  blaze  the  gifts  in  her  are  found; 
And  when  she  from  this  mortal  globe  shall  fly. 
In   thy  wide  mouth  keep  long,  keep  long  her 

name; 
So  thou  by  her,  she  by  thee  live  shall,  Fame. 
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THE  SECOND  PART. 


L    SONNET. 

Or  mortal  glory  O  mod  darkened  ray ! 

O  winged  joys  of  man,  more  swift  than  wind! 

O  fimd  desires,  which  in  our  fancies  stray ! 

O  tfait'roos  hopes,  which  do  oar  jodgmenU  Uind! 

t4ib  in  a  flash  that  light  if^  gone  away, 

Which  daazle  did  each  ieye,  delight  each  mind, 

And  with  thai  Sun,  fttmi  whence  it  came,  combin'd. 

Now  makes  mom  radiant  Heaven's  eternal  day. 

Let  Beauty  now  bedew  her  cheeks  with  tears. 

Let  widow'd  Music  only  roar  and  groan, 

Poor  Virtne,  get  thee  wings  and  mount  the  spheres. 

For  dwelling  place  on  Earth  for  thee  is  none : 

Death  hath  thy  temple  ras'd.  Love's  empire  foil'd. 

The  world  of  honour,  worth,  and  sweetness  spoird. 


IL    SONNET. 

Tbosi  eyes,  those  sparkling  sapphires  of  delight. 
Which  thousand  thousand  hearts  did  set  on  fire. 
Of  which  that  eye  of  Heaven  which  brings  the  light 
Oft  jealous,  staid  amaz'd  them  to  admire : 
That  living  snow,  those  crimson  roses  bright. 
Those  pearls,  those  rabies  which  inflam'd  desire. 
Those  locks  of  gold,  that  purple  fitir  of  Tyre, 
Are  wrapt  (ah  me !)  np  in  eternal  night 
What  hast  thou  more  to  vaunt  of,  wretched  world, 
Sith  she  who  caused  all  thy  bliss  is  gone  ? 
Thy  ever-burning  lamps,  roonds  ever  wborl'd. 
Cannot  unto  thee  model  such  a  one: 
Or  if  they  wouM  soch  beauty  bring  on  Earth, 
They  should  be  fore'd  agaia  to  give  her  Urtb. 


IIL    SONNET. 

O  FATi,  ooqjui'd  to  poor  your  worst  on  me ! 
O  rigorous  rigoar  which  doth  all  confound ! 
With  cruel  handb  ye  have  cut  down  the  tree, 
And  fruit  with  leaves  have  seatter*d  on  the  ground. 
A  little  space  of  earth  my  love  doth  bound ; 
That  beauty,  which  did  raise  it  to  the  sky, 
Tom*d  in  disdained  dost,  now  low  doth  lie, 
Deaf  to  my  plaints,  and  senseless  of  my  woond. 
Ah!  did  I  live  for  this  ?  ah!  did  Hove? 
And  was  *t  for  this  (fierce  powers)  sbe  did  excel. 
That  ere  she  well  the  sweets  of  life  did  prove. 
She  should  (too  Sear  a  guest)  with  darkness  dwell  ? 
Weak  influence  of  Heaven !  what  fair  is  wrought. 
Falls  in  the  prime,  and  paasoth  like  a  thought 


IV.    SONNET^ 

O  woruL  life !  life  ?  no,  bnt  living  death. 
Frail  boat  of  oystal  b  a  rocky  sea, 
A  gem  expos'd  to  fortune's  stonny  bteatli. 
Which  kept  with  pain,  with  terroor  doth  decay: 
The  false  delights,  true  woes  thou  dost  beqweath 
My  all-appalled  mind  so  do  affray. 
That  I  those  envy  which  ar^lald  in  earth. 
And  pity  those  who  run  thy  dreadfal  way. 
"  -     -  -   -   . .        cheerfol  i 


When  did  mine  eyes  behold  one  < 
When  had  my  toned  soul  one  night  of  rest  ? 
When  did  not  angry  stars  my  designs  scorn  ? 
O !  now  I  find  what  is  for  mortals  best: 
Even,  since  oar  voyage  shameful  is,  and  abort* 
Soon  to  strike  sail,  and  perish  in  the  port. 


V.    SONNET. 

DissoLvif  my  eyesi  your  globes  m  htiny  atieams. 
And  with  a  clood  of  sorrow  dim  your  sight. 
The  Sun's  bright  sun  is  set,  of  late  wfaoae  beans 
Gave  lustre  to  yoor  day,  day  to  yoaac  night. 
My  voice,  now  cleave  the  esirth  with  aaathems^ 
Roar  forth  a  choUeuge  in  the  worki's  despite 
Till  that  disguised  grief  is  her  delight. 
That  life  a  slumber  is  of  fearful  dreams  j 
And,  woful  mind,  abhor  to  think  of  joy  ; 
]4y  senses  all,  from  oomfbrts  all  yoa  luit. 
Accept  no  otject  bat  of  black  annoy,  [wide : 

Tears^  piamts,  sighs,  moimiing  weeds,  groves  gap^ 
I  have  nought  Idft  to  wish  i  my  hopes  are  dead, 
And  all  with  her  beneath  a  mart>le  laid. 


VI.    SONNET. 

SwBR  sDnl,  which  in  the  April  of  thy  yean^ 
For  to  enrich  the  Heaven  mad*st  poor  this  raond. 
And  now,  with  flaming  rays  of  gtory  crowo'd. 
Moat  blest  abides  above  the  sphere'of  ^iheres  ; 
If  heavenly  laws,  alas !  have  not  thee  hoond 
From  kwking  to  this  glObe  that  all  np^beai% 
If  mth  and  pity  there-above  be  fbond, 
O  deign  to  lend  a  look  mitO  these  tears : 
Do  not  disdain  (dear  gliost)  this  sacrifice; 
And  though  I  raise  not  pillars  to  thy  proiae^ 
My  off'rings  take,  let  this  for  me  suffice^ 
My  heart  a  living  pyramid  1 11  raise: 
And  whilst  kings'  tombs  with  laurels  floarisk  greea. 
Thine  shall  with  myrtles  and  these  tom'n  be  sees. 
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VII.    SONNET. 

-EST  Spring,  thou  com'st  with  all  thy  goodly  traio, 
y  head  with  flames,  thy  mantle  bright  with  flow'rs, 
e  zephyrs  curl  the  green  locks  of  the  plain, 
e  clouds  for  joy  in  peark  weep  down  their  show'rs. 
eet  Spring,  thou  com*Bt — but,  ah !  my  pleasant 

hours, 
d  happy  days,  with  thee  come  not  again  { 
le  sad  memorials  only  of  my  pain 
>  with  thee  come,  which  turn  my  sweets  to  sours, 
lou  art  the  same  which  still  thou  wert  before 
(licious,  lusty,  amiable,  fsir; 
It  she  whose  breath  embalm'd  thy  wholesome  air 
gone;  nor  gold,  nor  gems  can  her  restore, 
iglected  virtue,  seasons  go  and  come, 
heo  thina  forgot  lie  closed  in  a  tomb. 


VIII.    SONNET. 

HAT  doth  it  serve  to  see  the  Sun's  bright  fisce, 

id  skies  enamelPd  with  the  Indian  gold  ? 

r  the  Moon  in  a  fierce  chariot  roird, 

id  all  the  glory  of  that  sUrry  place  ? 

'hat  doth  it  serve  Earth's  beauty  to  behold, 

tie  mountain's  pride,  the  meadow's  fk>w'ry  grace, 

be  stately  comeliness  of  forests  old, 

tie  sport  of  floods  which  would  themselves  embrace  ? 

That  doth  it  serve  to  hear  the  sylvans*  songs, 

he  cheerful  thrush,  the  nightingale's  sad  strains, 

Thich  in  dark  shades  seems  to  depk>re  my  wrongs  ? 

9r  what  doih  serve  all  that  this  world  contains, 

nee  she,  for  whom  those  once  to  me  were  dear, 

ao  have  no  part  of  them  now  with  me  here  ? 


IX.    MADRIGAL. 

HIS  life,  which  seems  so  fair, 
like  a  bubble  blown  up  in  the  air, 
y  sporting  children's  breath, 
''ho  chase  it  every  where, 
nd  strive  who  can  most  motion  it  bequeath, 
ad  though  it  sometimes  seem  of  iu  own  might 
ike  to  an  eye  of  gold  to  be  fix'd  there, 
nd  firm  to  hover  in  that  empty  height, 
bat  only  is  because  it  is  so  light 
ut  in  that  pomp  it  doth  not  long  appear ; 
)r  when  't  is  most  admired,  in  a  thought, 
ecause  it  erst  was  nought,  it  turns  to  nought. 


XI.    SONNET. 


Ah  !  handkerchief,  sad  present  of  my  dear. 

Gift  miserable,  which  doth  now  remain 

Tbe  only  guerdon  of  itay  helpless  pain; 

When  I  thee  got  thou  sbowd'st  my  state  too  clear. 

I  never  since  have  ceased  to  complain  ; 

I  since  the  badge  of  grief  did  ever  wear; 

Joy  in  my  face  durst  never  since  appear; 

Care  was  the  food  which  did  me  entertain. 

But  since  that  thou  art  mine,  O  do  not  grieve. 

That  I  this  tribute  pay  thee  for  mine  eine. 

And  that  I  (this  short  time  I  am  to  live) 

Launder  thy  silken  figures  in  this  brine; 

No,  I  must  yet  ev*n  beg  of  thee  the  grace. 

That  in  my  grave  thou  deign  to  shroud  my  face. 


X.    SONNET. 
[t  lute,  be  as  thou  wert  when  thou  didst  grow 
Tith  thy  green  mother  in  some  shady  grove, 
fheo  immelodious  winds  but  made  thee  move, 
nd  birds  their  ramage  did  on  thee  bestow. 
ince  that  dear  voice  which  did  thy  sounds  approve, 
rbich  wont  in  such  harmonious  strains  to  flow, 
I  reft  from  Earth  to  tune  those  spheres  above, 
Hiat  art  thou  but  a  harbinger  of  woe  ? 
by  pleasing  notes  be  pleasing  notes  no  more, 
«it  orphans'  waitings  to  the  fointing  ear, 
och  stroke  a  sigh,  each  sound  draws  forth  a  tear, 
br  which  be  silent  as  in  woods  before : 
)r  if  that  any  hand  to  touch  thee  deign, 
ike  widow'dturUe  itiU  her  low  complain* 
VOL.  V. 


Xn.     MADRIGAL. 

Trbbs,  happier  far  than  I, 

Which  have  the  grace  to  heave  your  heads  so  high. 

And  overlook  those  plains ; 

Grow  till  your  branches  kiss  that  lofty  sky 

Wh'Ch  her  sweet  self  contains. 

There  make  her  know  my  endless  love,  and  pains, 

And  how  these  tears  which  from  mine  eyes  do  fall, 

Help'd  you  to  rise  so  tall : 

Tell  her,  as  once  I  for  her  sake  lovM  breath. 

So  for  her  sake  I  now  court  lingering  death* 


XIIL    SONG. 

Sad  Damon  being  come 

To  that  for-ever  lamentable  tomb, 

Which  those  etenial  powers  that  all  confcronf, 

Unto  his  living  soul 

A  melancholy  prison  bath  prcscrib'd ; 

Of  colour,  heat,  and  motion  deprived. 

In  arms  weak,  fainting,  cold, 

A  marble,  be  the  marble  did  infold : 

And  having  warm  it  made  with  many  a  show'r 

Which  dimmed  eyes  did  pour,  [staid^ 

When  grief  had  given  him  leave,  and  sighs  then* 

Thus,  with  a  sad  alas,  at  last  he  said  ; 

"  Who  would  have  thought  to  me 

The  place  were  thou  didst  lie  could  grievous  be  ? 

And  that  (dear  body)  long  thee  having  sought, 

(O  me ! )  who  would  haye  thought 

Thee  once  to  find  it  should  my  soul  confound. 

And  give  my  heart  than  death  a  deeper  wound  } 

Thou  didst  disdain  ray  tears. 

But  grieve  not  that  this  mthful  stone  them  bears ; 

Mine  eyes  for  nothing  serve,  but  thee  to  weep. 

And  let  that  course  them  keep ; 

Although  thon  never  wouldst  them  contfort  show^ 

Do  not  repine,  they  have  part  of  thy  woe. 

«  Ah  wretch  1  too  late  I  find 

How  virtue's  glorious  titles  prove  but  wind ; 

Fur  if  that  virtue  could  release  from  death. 

Thou  yet  enjoy'd  hadst  breath : 

For  if  she  ere  appeared  to  mortal  eine. 

It  was  in  thy  fair  shape  that  she  was  seen. 

But  O  !  if  I  was  made 

For  thee,  with  thee  why  too  am  I  not  dead } 
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Why  do  outrageous  Fates,  which  dimni'd  thy  sight, 
Let  me  see  hateful  light } 
They  without  me  made  death  thee  SOTprise, 
Tyrants  (no  doubt)  that  they  might  kill  me  twice. 

"  O  grief!  and  could  one  day 

Have  force  such  excellence  to  take  away  ? 

Could  a  swiil-flying  moment,  ah  !  deface 

Those  matchless  gifts,  that  grace, 

Which  art  and  nature  had  in  thee  combin'd 

To  make  thy  body  paragon  tby  mind  ? 

Hath  all  pass'd  like  a  cloud, 

And  doth  eternal  silence  now  them  shroud  ? 

Is  that,  so  much  admir  d,  now  nought  but  dust. 

Of  which  a  stone  hath  trust  ? 

O  change !  O  cruel  change !  thou  to  our  sight 

Show*st  the  Fates'  rigour  equal  to  their  might ! 

"  When  thou  from  Earth  didst  pass. 

Sweet  ojrmph,  perfection's  oiirror  broken  was, 

And  this  of  late  so  glorious  world  of  ours, 

like  the  meadows  without  Bowers, 

Or  ring  of  a  rich  gem  which  blind  appeared. 

Or  starless  night,  or  Cynthia  nothing  clear'd. 

Love  when  he  saw  thee  die 

Entomb'd  him  in  the  lid  of  either  eye, 

And  left  his  torch  within  tby  sacred  urn, 

Tht're  for  a  lamp  to  bum : 

Worth,  honour,  pleasure,  with  thy  life  expir'd, 

Death,  since  grown  sweet,  begins  to  be  desired. 

•*  Whilst  thou  to  us  wert  given. 

The  Earth  her  Venus  had  as  well  as  HeaVni : 

Nay,  and  her  suns,  which  burnt  as  many  hearts. 

As  he  the  eastern  parts ; 

Brightsuns,  which,forc*d  to  leave  these  hemispheres, 

Benighted  set  into  a  sea  of  tears. 

Ah  !  Death,  who  shall  thee  flee, 

Since  the  uMst  mighty  are  o*rethrown  by  thee? 

Thou  spar'st  the  crow,  the  nightingale  dost  kill. 

And  triumpb'st  at  thy  will : 

But  give  thou  cannot  such  another  blow. 

Because  Earth  cannot  such  another  show. 

•*  O  bitter  sweets  of  love ! 

How  better  is  H  at  all  you  not  to  prove, 

Than  when  we  do  your  pleasures  most  possess 

To  find  them  thus  made  less ! 

O !  that  the  cause  which  dotti  consume  our  joy 

Would  the  remembrance  of  it  too  destroy ! 

What  doth  this  life  bestow. 

But  (!ow*rs  on  thorns  which  grow  ? 

Which  though  they  sometimes  blandish  soft  delight. 

Yet  afterwards  us  smite; 

And  if  the  rising  Sun  them  fair  doth  see. 

That  planet  setting  doth  behold  them  die. 

"  This  world  \i  made  a  Hell, 

Deprived  of  all  that  in  it  did  excel. 

O  Pan  !  O  Pan  \  winter  is  fall'n  in  May, 

Tum'd  is  to  night  our  day. 

Forsake  thy  pipe,  a  sceptre  take  to  thee. 

Thy  locks  disgarland,  thou  black  Jove  shalt  be. 

The  flocks  do  leave  the  meads. 

And,  loathingthree-]eav*d  grass,  hold  op  their  heads; 

The  streams  not  glide  now  with  a  gentle  roar. 

Nor  birds  sing  as  before } 

Hills  stand  with  clouds  like  mourners  veil'd  in  black, 

And  owls  upon  our  rooft  foretel  our  wreck,  j 


"  That  Zephyr  every  ypar 

So  soon  was  heard  to  iigh  fai  forests  here. 

It  was  for  her,  that,  wrapt  in  gowns  of  greeow 

Meads  were  so  early  seen : 

That  in  the  saddest  months  oft  sang  the  pieacrls. 

It  was  for  her:  for  her  trees  dropt  forth  peavh. 

That  proud  and  stately  courts 

Did  envy  these  our  shades  and  calm  resorts. 

It  was  for  her ;  and  she  is  gone,  O  woe  ! 

Woods  cut  again  do  grow. 

Bud  doth  the  rose,  and  daisy,  winter  done. 

But  we  once  dead  do  no  more  see  the  Sun. 


"  Whose  name  shall  now  make  rhig 

The  echoes?  of  whom  shall  the  nymphets  sing  > 

Wliose  heavenly  voice,  whose  soul-invadiag  stniu^ 

Shall  fill  with  joy  the  plains  ? 

What  hahr,  what  eyes,  can  make  the  mora  io  cast 

Weep  that  a  fairer  riseth  in  the  west  ? 

Fair  Sun,  post  still  away. 

No  musick  here  is  left  thy  course  to  stay. 

Sweet  Hybta  swarms,  with  wormwood  fill  yoor boaHh;, 

Gone  is  the  flower  of  flowhrs : 

Blush  no  more  rose,  nor  lily  pale  remain. 

Dead  is  that  beauty  which  yours  late  did  staiik 

"  Ah  me !  to  wail  my  plight 

Why  have  not  I  as  many  eyes  as  night ; 

Or  as  that  shepherd  which  Jove's  love  did  ke^. 

That  I  »till,  still  may  weep  ? 

But  though  I  had,  my  tears  unto  my  croas 

Were  not  yet  equal,  nor  grief  to  my  loss. 

Yet  of  you  briny  show'rs 

Which  I  here  pour,  may  spring  as  many  flov'cs. 

As  come  of  those  which  fell  firom  Helen's  eyes; 

And  when  ye  do  arise, 

May  every  leaf  in  sable  letters  bear 

The  doleful  cause  for  which  ye  spring  up  bere.^ 


XIV.    MADRIOAU 

Thx  beauty  and  the  life 

Of  life's  and  beauty's  fairest  paragon, 

O  tears!  O  grief!  hung  at  a  feeble  thread. 

To  which  pale  Atropos  had  set  her  knife. 

The  soul  with  many  a  groan 

Had  left  each  outward  part. 

And  now  did  take  his  last  leave  of  the  heart ; 

Nought  else  did  want  save  death  fdr  to  be  doMl : 

When  the  sad  company  about  her  bed 

Seeing  death  invade  her  lips,  her  cheeks,  her  eyes« 

Cried  <*  Ah !  and  can  death  enter  paradise  ?*^ 


XV.    SONNET. 

O !  rr  is  not  to  me,  bright  lamp  of  day. 
That  in  the  east  thoa  show'st  thy  golden  foce  ; 
O !  it  is  not  to  me  thou  leav^st  that  sea. 
And  in  those  azure  lists  beginn*st  thy  race. 
Thou  shin'st  not  to  the  dead  in  any  place ; 
And  I  dead  from  this  world  am  past  away. 
Or  if  I  seem  (a  shadow)  yet  to  stay. 
It  is  a  while  but  to  bewail  my  case. 
My  mirth  is  lost,  my  comforts  are  disvayM, 
And  unto  sad  mishaps  their  place  do  yield; 
My  knowledge  represents  a  bloody  field. 
Where  I  mv  hopes  and  helps  see  prostrate  laid. 
So  plaintful  is  life's  couree  whic^  I  bate  nm. 
That  I  d6  wish  it  never  had  began. 
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XVL    MADRIGAL 

>EAR  Nighty  the  ease  of  care, 

Jntroubled  seat  of  peace, 

*ime's  eldest  child,  which  oft  the  blind  do  lee, 

>a  this  oar  hemisphere 

Hiat  makes  thee  now  so  sadly  dark  to  he  ? 

bm'st  thou  in  funeral  pomp  her  grave  to  grace  ? 

^  do  those  stars  which  should  thy  honour  dear, 

1  Jove's  high  hall  advise, 

D  what  part  of  the  skies, 

ITith  them,  or  Cynthia  she  shall  appear? 

hr,  ah,  alas!  because  those  matchless  eyes, 

(Thich  shone  so  fair,  helow  thou  dost  not  find, 

tnv*st  thou  to  make  all  others*  eyes  look  blind } 


XVIL    SONNET. 

^NCB  it  hath  pleas'd  that  first  and  supreme  Fair 

'o  take  that  beauty  to  himself  again, 

^ich  in  this  worki  of  seose  not  to  remain, 

tut  to  amaze  was  sent,  and  home  repair; 

"he  love  which  to  that  beauty  [  did  bear, 

fade  pure  of  mortal  spots  which  did  it  stain, 

Lnd  endless,  which  even  death  cannot  impair, 

place  on  him  who  will  it  not  disdain. 

io  shining  eyes,  no  bcks  of  curling  gold, 

fo  blushing  roses  on  a  virgin  face, 

(o  outt^ard  show,  no»  nor  no  inward  grace, 

ihall  power  have  my  thoughts  henceforth  to  hold: 

iove  here  on  Earth  huge  storms  of  care  doth  tost, 

lut  plac'd  above  exempted  is  from  loss. 


xvrn.  SONG. 

T  autumn  was,  and  on  our  hemisphere 
'air  Ericiue  began  bright  to  appear. 
Tight  westward  did  her  gemmy  world  decline« 
LDd  hide  her  lights,  that  greater  light  might  shine: 
1ie  crested  bird  had  given  alarum  twice 
To  lazy  mortals  to  unlock  their  eyes, 
lie  owl  had  left  to  'plain,  and  from  each  thorn 
fhe  wing'd  musicians  did  salute  the  mom, 
Vho  (while  she  dress'd  htrlocks  in  Ganges'  streams) 
let  open  wide  the  crystal  port  of  dreams: 
Vhen  I,  whose  eyes  no  drowsy  night  could  ckise^ 
a  sleep's  soft  arms  did  quietly  repose, 
inA,  for  that  Heavens  to  die  did  me  deny, 
)eath*s  image  kissed,  and  as  dead  did  lie« 
lay  as  dead,  but  scarce  charm*d  were  my  care% 
uad  slaked  scarce  my  sighs,  scarce  dried  my  tears, 
•leep  scarce  the  ugly  figures  of  the  day 
lad  with  his  sable  pencil  put  away, 
^nd  left  me  in  a  still  and  calmy  mood, 
Vhen  by  my  bed  methought  a  virgin  stood, 
^  virgin  in  the  bkxHning  of  her  prime, 
f  such  rare  beauty  mcasnr'd  be  by  time, 
ler  head  a  garland  wore  of  opals  bright, 
^bout  her  flow'd  a  gown  like  purest  light ; 
^ure  amber  locks  gave  umbrage  to  her  face, 
^ere  modesty  hig^  majesty  did  grace; 
ier  eyes  such  beams  sent  forth,  that  but  with  pain 
tfy  weaker  sight  their  sparklings  could  sustain, 
''o  feigned  deity  which  haunts  the  woods 
A  like  to  her,  nor  syren  of  the  floods : 
Such  is  the  golden  planet  of  the  year, 
i^hcnbliuliittg  in  the  anal  htt.doth  appear. 


Her  grace  did  beauty,  voice  yet  grace  did  pass, 
Which  thus  through  pearls  and  rubies  broken  was. 
"  How  k»g  wilt  thou,"  said  she,"e8trang'd  from 
Paint  shadows  to  thyself  of  false  annoy ;  [joy. 

How  long  thy  mind  with  horrid  shapes  afiTright, 
And  in  imaginary  evils  delight; 
Esteem  that  loss  which  (well  when  view'd)  is  gain, 
Or  if  a  loss,  yet  not  a  loss  to  plain? 
O  leave  thy  plaintful  soul  more  to  molest. 
And  think  that  woe  when  shortest  then  is  best. 
If  she  for  whom  thou  thus  dost  deaf  the  sky 
Be  dead,  what  then  ?  was  she  not  bom  to  die  ? 
Was  she  not  mortal  bora  ?  If  thou  dost  grieve 
That  times  should  be  in  which  she  should  not  live^ 
Ere  e'er  she  was  weep  that  day's  wheel  was  roll'd^ 
Weep  that  she  liv'd  not  in  the  age  of  gold. 
For  that  she  was  not  then  thou  may'st  deplon^ 
As  well  as  that  she  now  can  be  no  more. 
If  only  she  had  died,  thou  sure  hadst  cause 
To  blame  the  Fates,  and  their  too  iron  laws. 
But  look  how  many  millions  her  advance. 
What  numbers  wich  her  enter  in  this  dance,  [stay, 
With  those  which  are  to  come :  shall  Heavens  them 
And  th'  univene  dissolve  thee  to  obey  ? 
As  birth,  death)  which  so  much  thee  doth  appal, 
A  piece  is  of  the  life  of  this  great  alk 
Strong  cities  die,  die  do  high  palmy  reigns, 
And  fondling  thou  thus  to  be  usM  complains  I 

"  If  she  be  dead,  then  she  of  ki^thsome  days 
Hath  pass'd  the  lioe  whose  length  but  loss  bewrays. 
Then  she  hath  left  this  filthy  stage  of  care, 
Where  pleasure  seldom,  woe  doth  still  repair. 
For  all. the  pleasures  which  it  doth  contain 
Not  countervail  the  smallest  minute's  pam. 
And  tell  me,  thou  who  dost  so  much  admire 
This  little  vapour,  this  poor  spark  of  fire. 
Which  life  is  caird,  what  doth  it  thee  bequeath 
But  some  few  years  which  birth  draws  out  to  death  ? 
Which  if  thou  parallel  with  losties  run. 
Or  those  whose  courses  are  but  now  begun. 
In  days'  great  numbers  they  shall  less  appear, 
Than  with  the  sea  when  matched  is  a  tear. 
But  why  should'st  thou  here  kmger  wish  to  be  ? 
One  year  doth  serve  all  Nature's  pomp  to  see. 
Nay,  even  one  day,  and  night:  this  Moon,  that  Sun^ 
Those  lesser  fires  about  this  round  whidirun. 
Be  but  the  same  which  under  Saturn's  reign 
Did  the  serpeuting  seasons  interchaiik 
How  oft  doth  life  grow  less  by  living  long? 
And  what  excelleth  but  what  dieth  young  i 
For  age,  which  all  abhor,  yet  would  embrace, 
Doth  make  the  mind  as  wrinkled  as  the  face. 
Then  leave  laments,  and  think  thou  didst  not  lire 
Laws  to  that  first  eternal  Cause  to  give; 
But  to  obey  those  laws  which  he  hath  given,  ' 
And  bow  unto  the  just  decrees  of  Heaven, 
Which  cannot  err,  whatever  foggy  mists 
Do  blind  men  in  these  sublunary  lists. 
But  what  if  she  forwhom  thou  spread*6t  those  groans. 
And  wastes  thy  life's  dear  torch  in  ruthful  moans, 
She  for  whose  sake  thou  hat'st  the  joyful  light. 
Courts  solitary  shades  and  irksome  night,     [space 
Doth  live  ?   Ah !    (if  thou  canst)  through  tears,  m 
Lift  thy  dimm'd  lights»  and  look  upon  this  fece; 
Look  if  those  eyes  which,  fool  \  thou  didst  adore. 
Shine  not  more  bright  than  they  were  wont  bdfore. 
Look  if  those  roses  death  could  aught  impair, 
Those  roses  which  tliou  once  saldst  were  so  fiiir ; 
And  if  these  locks  have  lost  aught  of  that  gold, 
Which  once  they  had  when  tboo  them  didst  behold;. 
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1  live,  and  happy  lire,  but  thou  art  dead, 
And  Btitl  Shalt  be  till  thou  be  like  me  made. 
Alas !  while  We  are  wrapt  in  gowns  of  earth, 
And,  blind,  here  suck  the  air  of  woe  beneath  ; 
Each  thing  in  sense's  balances  we  weigh, 
And  but  with  toil  and  pain' the  truth  descry. 

<*  Above  this  vast  and  admirable  frame. 
This  temple  visible,  which  world  we  name, 
l^ithin  whose  walls  so  many  lamps  do  bum, 
So  many  arches  with  cross  motions  turn. 
Where  th*  elemenUl  brothers  nurse  their  strife. 
And  by  intestine  wars  maintain  their  life ; 
There  is  a  world,  a  world  of  peyfect  bliss, 
Pure,  immaterial,  as  brighter  far  from  this, 
As  that  high  circle  which  the  rest  enspheres 
Is  from  this  dull,  ignoble  vale  of  teKrs: 
A  worid  where  all  M  found,  that  here  is  found. 
But  further  discrepant  than  Heaven  and  ground : 
It  hath  an  earth,  as  hUh  this  world  of  yours, 
With  creatures  peopled,  and  adom*d  with  flow'rs 
It  hath  a  sea,  like  sapphire  girdle  cast, 
WhicJh  decks  of  the  barmonious  shores  the  waste; 
It  batb  pure  6re,  it  hath  delicious  air. 
Moon,  Sun,  and  stars.  Heavens  wonderfully  fair : 
Flowers  never  there  do  fade,  trees  grow  not  old. 
No  creature  dicth  there  through  heat  or  cold ; 
Sea  there  not  tossed  is,  nor  air  made  black. 
Fire  doth  not  greedy  feed  on  others*  wrack: 
There  Heavens  be  not  oonstrain'd  about  to  range. 
For  this  world  hath  no  need  of  any  change : 
Minutes  mount  not  to  hours,  nor  hours  to  dajrs. 
Days  make  no  months,  bnt  ever-blooming  Mays. 

"  Here  I  remain,  and  hithcrward  do  tend 
All  who  their  span  of  days  in  virtue  spend : 
Whatever  pleasant  this  low  place  contains, 
li  but  a  glance  of  what  above  remains. 
Those  who  (perchance)  think  there  can  nothidg  be 
Siiyond  this  wide  expansion  which  they  see. 
And  that  nought  else  mounts  stars*  circumference. 
For  that  nought  else  is  subject  to  their  sense. 
Feel  such  a  case,  as  one  whom  some  abisme 
In  the  deep  ocean  kept  had  all  his  time : 
Who,  bom  and  nourished  there,  cannot  believe 
lliat  elsewhere  aught  without  those  waves  can  lire : 
Cannot  believe  that  there  be  teqfiples,  tow'rs. 
Which  go  beyond  his  caves  and  dampish  bow'rs : 
Or  there  be  other  people,  manners,  laws. 
Than  what  he  6nds  within  the  churlish  waves: 
That  sweeter  flow'ra  do  spring  than  grow  on  rocks, 
Or  beasts  there  are  excel  the  scaly  flocks: 
That  other  elements  are  to  be  found, 
Than  is  the  water  and  this  ball  of  ground. 
But  think  that  man  from  thi^abisme  being  brought. 
Did  see  what  curious  Nature  here  hath  wrought, 
Did  view  the  meads,  the  tall  and  shady  woods. 
And  mark'd  the  hills,  and  the  clear  rolling  floods; 
And  all  the  beasts  which  Nature  forth  doth  bring. 
The  feathered  troops  that  fly  and  sweetly  sing: 
Observed  the  palaces,  and  cities  fair. 
Men's  fashion  of  life,  the  fire,  the  air, 
The  brightness  of  the  Sun  that  dims  his  sight; 
The  Moon,  and  splendours  of  the  painted  night : 
What  sudden  rapture  would  his  mind  surprise ! 
How  would  he  his  late-dear  resort  despise ! 
How  would  he  muse  how  foolish  be  had  t>een, 
To  think  all  nothing  but  what  there  was  seen ! 
Why  do  we  get  this  high  and  vast  desire, 
Un^  immortal  things  still  to  aspire } 
Why  doth  our  mind  extend  it  beyond  time. 
And  to  that  highest  happiness  even  climb } 


For  we  are  more  than  what  to  sense  we  seem. 
And  more  than  dust  ut  wdrSdlings  do  esteem ; 
We  be  not  made  for  Earth  though  here  we  come. 
More  than  the  embryo  fbir  the  mother's  womb : 
It  weeps  to  be  made  free,  and  we  complain 
To  leave  this  loathsome  gaol  of  care  aiid  pam. 

**  But  thou,  who  vulgar  footsteps  dost  not  trace, 
Leara  to  rou^  up  thy  mind  to  view  this  place. 
And  what  earth-creeping  mortals  most  affect. 
If  not  at  all  to  scorn,  yet  to  neglect : 
Seek  not  vain  shadows,  which  when  ooce  obtaio'd 
Are  better  lost  than  with  such  travel  gain*d. 
Think  that  on  Earth  what  worldlings  greatness  call. 
Is  but  a  glOTious  title  to  live  thrall : 
That  sceptres,  diadems,  and  chairs  of  state. 
Not  in  themselves,  but  to  small  minds  are  great: 
That  those  who  loftiest  mount  do  hardest  light. 
And  deepest  falls  be  from  the  highest  height: 
That  fame  an  echo  is,  and  all  reiiown 
Like  to  a  blasted  rose,  ere  night  falls  down: 
And  though  it  something  were,  think  how  thisiooDd 
h  but  a  little  point  which  doth  it  bound. 
O  leave  thsit  love  which  reacheth  l>ut  to  duA, 
And  in  that  love  eternal  only  trust. 
And  beauty,  which  when  once  it  is  possest 
Can  only  fill  the  soul,  and  make  it  blest. 
Pale  envy,  jealous  emulations,  fears. 
Sighs,  plaints,  remorse,  here  have  no  place,  nor  tean: 
False  joys,  vain  hopes,  here  be  not,  hate  nor  wraili, 
What  ends  all  love  here  most  augments  it,  deatt 
If  such  force  had  the  dim  glance  of  an  eye. 
Which  but  some  few  days  afterwards  did  die. 
That  it  could  make  thee  leave  all  other  things. 
And  like  a  taper-fly  there  bum  th^  wings ; 
And  if  a  voice,  of  late  which  could  but  wail. 
Such  power  had,  as  through  eats  thy  aoul  to  steal; 
If  once  thou  on  that  pooriy  fair  oouldst  gaze. 
What  flames  of  love  would  this  within  thee  ram^ 
In  what  a  muring  maze  would  it  tbee  brii^. 
To  hear  but  once  that  choir  celestial  sing  ? 
The  fairest  shapes  on  which  thy  love  did  seize. 
Which  erst  did  breed  delight,  then  would  dispkese; 
But  discords  hoarse  were  Earth's  enticing  soands, 
AH  music  but  a  noise,  which  sense  confounds. 
Thitf  great  and  buming  glass  which  clears  all  eys> 
And  musters  with  such  glory  in  the  skies; 
That  silver  star,  which  with  her  purer  light 
Makes  day  oft  envy  the  eye-pleasing  night; 
Those  golden  letters  which  so  brighUy  shine 
In  Heaven*s  great  volume  gorgeously  divine; 
All  wonders  in  the  sea,  the  earth,  the  air. 
Be  but  dark  pictures  of  that  sovereign  fair. 
And  tongues,  which  still  thus  cry  into  yonr  ear 
(Could  ye  amidst  world's  cataracts  them  bear:) 
'  From  fading  things,  fond  men,  lift  yonr  desirf, 
And  in  our  beauty,  his  us  made  admired 
If  we  seem  fair,  O  think  how  fsir  is  he. 
Of  whose  great  fumess,  shadows,  steps  we  be. 
No  shadow  can  compare  unto  the  face. 
No  step  with  that  dear  foot  which  did  it  trace; 
.  Your  souls  immortal  are,  then  place  them  heoct, 
And  do  not  drown  them  in  the  mist  of  sense : 
Do  not,  O  do  not  by  fidse  pleasure's  might 
Deprive  them  of  that  tfue  and  sole  delight. 
'  That  happiness  ye  seek  b  not  below. 
Earth's  sweetest  joy  is  but  disguised  woe*." 

Here  did  she  pause,  and  with  a  mild  aspect 
Did  towards  me  those  lamping  twins  direct. 
The  wonted  rays  I  knew,  and  thrice  easay'd 
To  answer  make,  thrice  fault'ring  tongue  it  ftay'tL 
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And  while  upon  that  face  I  fed  my  tight, 
Metbought  she  Taaish'd  up  to  Titao's  light ; 
MTho  gtldtBg  with  his  rays  each  hill  and  plain, 
Seem'd  to  bare  brought  the  golden  world  again. 


URAMA. 


I. 

Tntmanmc  chariots,  statues,  crowns  of  bays, 
8ky-threat*ning  arches,  the  rewards  of  worth. 
Books  beaTenIy-wise.in  sweet  harmonious  lajrs, 
Whiob  men  divme  unto  the  world  set  forth : 
States  which  ambitious  minds,  in  blood,  do  raise, 
From  frecen  Tanais  unto  sun-burnt  Gauge, 
Oigantic  frames  held  wonders  rarely  strange. 
Like  spiders'  webs,  are  made  the  sport  of  days. 
Nothing  is  constant  but  in  constant  change. 
What 's  done  still  is  undone,  and  when  undone 
Into  some  other  fashion  doth  it  range ; 
Thus «oes  the  ikmting  world  beneath  the  Moon: 
Wherefore,  my  mind,  above  time,  motion,  place. 
Rise  up,  and  steps  unknown  to  nature  trace. 


U. 

Too  long  I  followed  have  my  fond  desire. 
And  too  long  panted  on  the  ocean  streams. 
Too  long  refreshment  sought  amidst  the  fire, 
Pursu'd  those  joys  which  to  my  soul  are  blames. 
Ah  when  I  had  what  most  I  did  admire. 
And  seen  of  life's  delights  the  last  extremes, 
1  found  all  but  a  rose  hedg'd  with  a  brier, 
A  nought,  a  thyught,  a  masquerade  of  dreams. 
Henceforth  on  thee,  my  only  good,  I  '11  think, 
For  only  thou  canst  grant  what  I  do  crave : 
Thy  nail  my  pen  shall  be ;  thy  Mood  mine  ink;' 
Thy  winding-sheet  my  paper;  study,  grave : 
Aud  till  my  soul  forth  of  this  body  flee. 
No  hope  I  '11  have,  but  only  only  thee. 


IIL 

To  spread  the  axnre  canopy  of  Heaven, 

And  spangle  it  all  with  sparks  of  bumine  gold. 

To  place  this  ponderous  globe  of  Earth  so  even, 

That  it  should  all,  and  nought  should  it  uphold ; 

With  motions  strange,  t'  indue  the  planets' seven, 

And  Jove  to  make  so  mild,  and  Mars  so  bold ; 

To  temper  what  is  moist,  dry,  hot,  and  cold. 

Of  all  their  jars  that  sweet  accords  are  given ; — 

Lofd,  to  thy  wisdom's  nought,  nought  to  thy  might: 

Bat  that  thou  should'st,  thy  glory  laid  aside, 

Gmie  basely  in  mortality  to  bide. 

And  die  for  those  deserv'd  an  endless  night: 

A  wonder  is  so  far  above  our  wit. 

That  angels  stand  amaz'd  to  think  OQ  it 


IV. 


What  hapless  hap  had  I  for  to  be  bom 
In  these  unhappy  times,  and  dsrrog  dasrs 
Of  ^b  now  doting  world,  when  good  decays, 
lore§  qjf^it  ^tiDCt,  and  virtue's  held  #  scon ! 


When  such  are  only  priz'd  by  wretched  ways 
Who  with  a  golden  fleece  Ibem  can  adorn ! 
When  avarice  and  lust  are  counted  praise. 
And  bravest  minds  live,  orphan-like,  forlorn! 
WHy  was  not  I  bom  in  that  golden  age, 
Whe^K^ld  yet  was  not  known  ?  and  those  black  arts 
By  whici^  base  worldlings  vilely  play  their  parts. 
With  horrid  acts  staining  Earth's  stately  stage  ? 
To  have  betn  then,  O  Heaven !  *t  had  been  my  bliss, 
But  bless  ibe  now,  and  take  me  soon  from  this. 
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The  goddess  that  in  Amathus  doth  reign. 

With  silver  trammels,  and  sapphire-colour*d  eye% 

When  naked  from  her  mother^  crystal  plain. 

She  first  appeared  unto  the  wond*ring  skies : 

Or  when  the  golden  apple  to  obtain, 

Her  blushing  snow  amaz^  Ida's  trees. 

Did  never  hx>k  in  half  sofsir  a  guise. 

As  she  here  drawn  all  other  ages  stain. 

O  God  wh'atheauties  to  inflame  the  soul. 

And  hold  the  hardest  hearts  in  chains  of  gold ! 

Fair  (ocks,  sweet  face,  love's  sUtely  capitol. 

Pure  neek  which  doth  that  heavenly  frame  uphold, 

If  Virtue  would  to  mortal  eyes  appear, 

To  ravish  sense  she  would  your  beauty  wear. 


iONNET. 


Ir  Heaven,  the  stars,  and  Nature  did  her  grace 
With  all  perfections  foilind  the  Moon  above. 
And  what  ezcelleth  m  this  tower  place. 
Found  place  in  her  to  breed  a  world  of  love: 
If  angels'  gleams  shine  on  her  fairest  fooe,  [prove, 
Which  makes  Heaven's  joy,  on  Earth,  the  gazer 
And  her  bright  eyes  (the  orbs  which  beauty  move) 
As  Phoebus  dazzle  in  his  glorious  race. 
What  pencil  paint,  what  colour  to  the  sight 
So  sweet  a  shape  can  show  ?  the  blushing  mom. 
The  red  must  lend,  the  milky  way  the  white. 
And  night  the  stars  which  her  rich  crown  adom; 
To  draw  her  right  then,  and  make  all  agree. 
The  Heaven  the  table,  Zeuxb  Jove  must  be. 


ON  TUAT  SAME  DRAWN  \?ITH  A  PEVCU.. 
SONMBT. 

Whwi  with  brave  art  the  curious  painter  drew 
This  heavenly  shape,  the  hapd  why  made  he  bear 
With  golden  veins  that  flow'r  of  purple  hue. 
Which  follows  oo  the  planet  of  the  year? 
Was  it  to  show  how  in  our  hemisphere. 
Like  him  she  shines,  nay  that  effects  more  troe 
Of  power,  and  wonder  do  in  her  appear. 
While  he  but  flow'rs,  and  she  doth  minds  subdue. 
Or  would  he  else  to  virtue*s  glorious  light 
Her  constant  course  make  known,  or  is  't  that  he 
Doth  parallel  her  bliss  with  CUtia*s  plight: 
Right  so,  and  thus,  he  reading  in  her  eye 
Some  lover's  end,  to  grace  what  he  did  grave. 
For  Cyif^eis  tree,  this  mourning  flow'r  her  g^ve. 
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MADRIGAL. 


Mr  thougbts  hold  mortal  ttrtfe, 

I  do  detest  my  life, 

Aod  with  lamenUng  crief, 

Peace  to  my  soul  to  briag. 

Oft  call  that  prince  which  here  doth  mooafchize  i 

But  he  grim  griDning  king, 

Who  caitiflb  scorns,  and  doth  the  blest  surprise. 

Late  having  deckt  with  beauty's  rose  his  tomb, 

Pisdains  to  crop  a  weed,  and  will  not  come. 


AN  ELEGY 


UPON  TU  riCTORIOUt  KING  OF  8W1DBN,  GUSTATUt 

ADOLraus. 

Like  a  cold  fatal  sweat  which  ushers  death. 
My  thoughts  hang  on  me ;  and  by  labouring  breath, 
Stopt  up  with  sighs,  my  fancy  big  with  woes 
Feels  two  twin  mountains  struggle  in  her  throws. 
Of  boundless  sorrow  th'  one,  th'  other  of  sin ; 
For  less  let  no  man  call  it,  to  begin 
Where  honour  ends  in  great  Gustavus'  flfme. 
That  still  burnt  out  and  wasted  to  a  name. 
Does  barely  live  with  us;  and  when  the  stiiflT 
Which  fed  it  (ails,  the  taper  turns  to  snuff: 
With  this  poor  snu£^  this  airy  shadow,  we 
Of  feme  and  honour  must  contented  be, 
3ince  from  the  vain  grasp  of  our  wishes  fled 
Their  glorious  substvices,  now  he  is  dead. 
Speak  it  again,  and  louder,  knider  yet, 
Else  whilst  we  hear  the  sound,  we  shall  forget 
What  it  delivers;  let  hoane  Rumour  cry 
Till  she  so  mwf  echoes  multiply. 
That  may  like  numeroua  witnesses  confute 
Our  unbelieving  souls,  that  would  dilute 
And  doubt  this  truth  for  ev^,  this  one  way 
Is  left  our  incredulity  to  sway, 
T*  awaken  our  deaf  sense,  and  make  our  ears 
As  open  and  dilated  as  our  tears ; 
That  we  may  feel  the  blow,  and  feeling  grieve 
At  what  we  would  not  fein,  but  must  believe. 
And  m  that  horrid  faith  behold  the  world 
From  her  proud  height  of  expectation  hurPd  ; 
Stooping  with  him,  as  if  she  strove  to  have 
No  lower  centre  now,  than  Sweden's  grave. 
O !  could  not  all  the  purchased  victories 
like  to  thy  feme  thy  flesh  immortalize  ? 
Were  not  thy  virtue  nor  thy  valour  charms 
To  guard  thy  body  from  those  outward  harms 
Which  could  notreach.thy  soul?  Could  not  thy  spirit 
Lend  something  which  thy  frailty  could  inherit. 
From  thy  diviner  part,  that  death  nor  heat. 
Nor  envy*8 bullets  e'er  could  penetrate? 
Could  not  thy  early  trophies  in  stem  flght 
Turn  from  the  Pole,  the  Dane,  the  Muscovite  ? 
Which  were  thy  triumphs,  seeds  as  pledges  sown. 
That,  when  thy  honour's  harvest  was  ripe  grown. 
With  full  plum'd  wing  thou  faulcon-like  could  fly, 
And  cuff  the  eagle  in  the  German  sky. 
Forcing  his  iron  beak,  and  feathers  feel 
They  were  not  proof  'gainst  thy  victorious  steel. 
Could  not  all  these  protect  thee,  or  prevail 
To  fright  that  coward  Death,  who  oft  grew  pale 
To  hxk  thee  and  thy  battles  in  th«  fece  ? 
Alas !  they  could  not;  Destiny  gives  place 


To  none:  nor  is  it  s^ea  that prneeiP  iifcs 
Can  saved  be  by  their  prerogatives : 
No  more  was  thine ;  who^  cks'd  in  thy  cold  kid, 
Dost  from  thyself  a  mournful  lecture  read 
Of  man's  short-dated  glory.    Learn,  yoa  kings, 
Yon  are,  like  him,  but  penetrable  tl^ngs; 
Though  yon  from  demi-gods  derive  your  btith, 
You  are  at  best  but  honourable  earth : 
And  bowe'er  sifted  from  that  coarser  brsn 
Which  doth  compound,and  knead  the  conunoo mis, 
Nothing  immortal,  or  from  earth  refin'd 
About  jroo,  but  yunr  ofllce  and  your  mind. 
Hear  then,  break  yo«r  felse  glasses,  whk^  pmesi 
Yon  greater  than  your  Maker  ever  meant. 
Make  truth  your  mirror  now,  since  yon  feid  sll 
That  flatter  yon,  oonftited  by  hb  felL 

Yet  since  it  was  decreed  thy  life^  bright  sib 
Must  be  eclips'd  ere  thy  foil  course  was  ran. 
Be  proud  thou  didst  in  thy  black  obsequies 
With  greater  glory  set  than  others  rise: 
For  m  thy  death,  as  life,  thou  boldest  one 
Most  just  aud  regular  proportkxi. 
Look  how  the  ctsdes  drawn  by  coBq>a88  aeet 
Indivisibly,  joined  bead  to  feet; 
And  by  cootiooed  points  which  tiiem  unite 
Grow  at  once  circular,  and  infinite; 
So  did  thy  fate  and  honour  both  contend 
To  match  thy  brave  beginning  with  thine  end. 
Therefore  thou  hadst,  instead  of  passing-bells, 
The  drums  and  cannons'  thunder  for  thy  kadk; 
And  in  the  fiekl  thou  didst  triumphihg  die^ 
Closing  thy  eyelids  with  a  victory ; 
That  so  by  thousands  that  there  lost  their  hreitb, 
King-like  thou  migfat*st  be  waited  on  m  desth. 

Liv'd  Plutarch  now,  and  would  of  Casar  tell, 
He  could  make  none  but  thee  his  parallel. 
Whose  tide  of  glory,  swelling  to  the  brim. 
Needs  borrow  no  addition  from  him: 
When  did  great  Julius  in  any  clime 
.Achieve  so  much^  and  in  so  short  a  time? 
Or  if  he  di^  yet  shalt  thou  in  that  land 
Single  for  him,  and  unexampled  stand. 
When  o'er  the  Germans  first  his  eagle  towY'd, 
What  saw  the  legions  which  on  them  he  pow'd, 
But  massy  bodies  made  their  swords  to  try, 
Subjects,  not  for  his  fight,  but  slavery  ? 
In  that  so  vast  expanded  piece  of  ground 
(Now  Sweden's  theatre  and  scorn)  he  found 
Nothing  worth  Caesar's  valour,  or  his  fear. 
No  conqn'ring  army,  nor  a  Tilly  there. 
Whose  strength,  nor  wiles,  nor  practice  in  the  vsr 
Might  the  fiorce  torrent  of  his  triumphs  bar; 
But  that  thy  winged  sword  twice  made  him  yidd, 
Both  from  his  trenches  beat,  and  from  the  field. 
Besides,  the  Roman  thought  he  had  done  modi, 
Did  he  the  banks  of  Rhenus  only  touch  : 
But  though  his  inarch  was  bounded  by  the  Blm 
Not  Oder  nor  the  Danube  thee  confine. 
And  but  thy  frailty  did  thy  feme  prevent. 
Thou  hadst  thy  conquest  stretch'd  to  such  extent 
Thou  mighfst  Vienna  reach,  and  after  Spain; 
From  Mulda  to  the  Baltic  ocean. 

But  Death  hath  spann'd  thee,  nor  must  we  dirise 
What  here  thou  hadst  to  finish  thy  design; 
Or  who  shall  thee  succeed  as  champion 
For  liberty,  and  for  religion. 
Thy  task  is  done  :  as  in  a  watch  the  ipring^ 
Wound  to  the  height,  rdaxes  with  the  strii? ; 
So  thy  steel  nerves  of  conquest,  ftnm  their  rte^ 
Ascent  d^clinM,  lie  slackt  in  thy  last  deep. 
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test  then,  <|ri(imphaDt  souf,  for  ever  rest, 
lod,  like  thV  pbenix  in  her  spicy  nest 
;aibalin*d  wtw  tbine  own  merit,  upward  dy, 
torae  in  a  cload  of  perfnme  to  the  sky; 
IHiilsty  as  in  deathless  ams,  each  noble  mind 
'reasures  thine  ashes  which  are  left  behind, 
nd  if  perhaps  no  Cassiopeian  spark 
(Vliich  in  the  north  did  thy  first  rising  mark) 
bine  <  r*er  thy  hearse,  the  breath  of  our  jost  praise 
hall  to  the  firmament  thy  virtues  raise; 
"here  fix  and  kindle  them  into  a  star, 
IThoBe  inflnence  may  crown  thy  glorious  war. 


TEARS 


TUB  DEATH  OF  MOSUADBS*. 

)  HSAVBics !  then  is  it  true  that  thou  art  gone, 

ind  left  this  woful  isle  her  loss  to  moan ; 

leBliades,  bright  day-star  of  the  west, 

.  comet  blazing  terrour  to  the  east ; 

jid  neither  £hat  thy  spirit  so  heavenly  wise, 

For  body  (though  of  earth)  more  pure  than  skies. 

Tor  royal  stem,  nor  thy  sweet  tender  age, 

^  cruel  destinies  could  quench  the  rage  ? 

>  fading  hopes !  O  short-while  lasting  joy 

»f  earth-born  man,  that  one  hour  can  destroy ! 

lien  even  of  Virtue'c  spoils  Death  trophies  rears, 

s  if  he  gloried  most  in  many  tears. 

orcM  by  hard  &tes,  do  Heavens  neglect  our  cries  ? 

re  stars  set  only  to  act  tragedies? 

'hen  let  them  do  their  worst,  since  thou  art  gone, 

;aiBe  whom  thon  list  to  th rones,  enthroned  dethrone ; 

Lain  princely  bow'cs  with  blood,  and  even  to  Gauge, 

1  cypress  sad,  glad  Hymen'k  torches  change. 

h !  thon  hast  left  to  live;  and  in  the  time 

/lien  scarce  thou  blgssom'dst  in  thy  pleasant  prime : 

9  falls  by  northern  blast  a  virgin  rose, 

t  half  that  doth  her  bashful  besom  close; 

3  a  sweet  flower  languishing  decays, 

hat  late  did  binsh  when  kias'd  by  Phoebus*  rays  ; 

>  Phoebus  mounting  the  meridian's  height, 
hok'd  by  pale  Phoebe,  feints  unto  our  sight; 
.stonish*d  Nature  snlkn  stands  to  see 

be  life  of  all  this  all  so  changed  to  be; 
I  gloofaoy  gowns  the  stafs  this  loss  deplore, 
he  sea  with  murmuring  mountains  beats  the  shore, 
lack  darkness  reels  o*er  all,  in  thousand  show'n 
be  weeping  air  on  earth  her  sorrow  poun^ 
bat,  in  a  palsy,  quakes  to  see  so  soon 
let  lover  set,  and  night  burst  forth  ere  noon. 
If  Heaven,  alas !  ordain*d  thee  young  to  die, 
/liy  was 't  not  where  thou  migbt'st  thy  valour  try; 
nd  to  the  wond'ring  world  at  least  set  forth 
30ie  little  spark  of  thy  expected  worth  ? 


*  The  name  which  in  these  verses'  is  given  unto 
rince  Henry,  is  that  which  he  himself,  in  the 
hallenges  of  his  martial  sports,  and  masquerades, 
as  wont  to  use;  Moeliades,  prince  of  the  isles, 
hich  in  anagram  maketh  a  word  most  worthy  of 
ich  a  knight  as  he  was,  a  knight  (if  time  had  suf- 
;red  his  actions  to  answer  the  world's  expectation,) 
aly  worthy  of  inch  a  world,  MiUs  d  Deo. 


Moeliades.  O  that  by  bter's  streams^  . 

'Mudg  sounding  trumpets,  fiery  twinkling  gleams 
Of  warm  vermilion  swords,  and  cannons'  roar. 
Balls  thick  as  rain  pour'd  on  the  Caspian  shote, 
'MoDgst  broken  spears,  'mongst  ringing  helms  and 

shields. 
Huge  heaps  of  slanghter'd  bodies  'kmg  the  fields. 
In  Turkish  blood  made  red  like  Mdrs's  star. 
Thou  endedst  bad  thy  life,  and  christian  war; 
Or  as  brave  Bourbon,  thon  hadst  made  old  Rome, 
Queen  of  the  world,  thy  triumph,  and  thy  tomb  1 
So  Heaven's  foir  face,  to  th'  unborn  world,  which 
A  book  had  been  of  thy  illustrious  deeds :     [reads, 
So  to  their  nephews,  aged  sires  had  tbid 
The  high  exploits  perform'd  by  thee  of  old ; 
Towns  ras*d,  and  rais'd,  victorious,  vanquish'd  bands, 
Fierce  tyrants  flying,  foil'd,  kilPd  by  thy  hands: 
And  in  rich  arras  virgins  fair  had  wrou^t 
The  bays  and  trophies  to  thy  country  broaght : 
While  some  new  Homer,  imping  wings  to  fome^ 
Deaf  Nilus'  dwellers  had  made  hear  thy  name. 
That  thou  didst  not  attain  these  honour's  spheres, 
Through  want  of  worth  it  was  not,  but  of  yean. 
A  yqoth  more  brave,  paleTroy  with  trembling  Walls 
Did  never  see,  nor  she  whose  name  appals 
Both  Titan's  golden  bow'rs,  in  bloody  fights, 
Must'ringon  Mars  his  field,  such  BAan-like  knights. 
The  Heavens  had  brought  thee  to  the  highest  height 
Of  wit  and  courage,  showing  all  their  might 
When  they  thee  fiam'd.  Ah  me  I  that  what  is  brave 
On  Earth,  they  as  their  own  so  soon  should  crave ! 
Moeliades  sweet  courtly  nymphs  deplore, 
From  Thule  to  Hydaspes'  pearly  shore,  [pus 

When  Forth,  thy  nurse,  Forth  where  thou  first  didst 
Thy  tender  days,  (who  smil'd  oft  on  her  glass. 
To  see  thee  gaze)  meand'ring  with  her  streams. 
Heard  thou  liadst  left  this  round,  from  Phoebus' 
She  sought  to  fly,  but  forced  to  return  {beams 
By  neighbouring  brooks,  she  set  herself  to  mourn : 
And  as  she  rush'd  her  Cyclades  among,  [wrong. 
She  seem'd  to  plain  that  Heaven  had  done  hefr 
With  a  hoarse  plaint,  Clyde  dowp  her  sleepy  rocks. 
And  Tweed  through  her  green  mountains-clad  wit^ 

flocks, 
Did  wound  the  ocean  murmuring  thy  death; 
The  ocean  it  roared  about  the  earth, 
And  to  the  Mauritanian  Atlas  told,  [roll'd 

Who  shrunk  through  grief,  and  down  his  white  hairs 
Flugestreams  of  tears,  which  changed  were  tofloodflL 
WherewKh  he  drownM  the  neighbour  plains  and 
The  lesser  brooks,  as  they  did  bubbling  go,  [woods. 
Did  keep  a  consort  to  the  public  woe. 
The  shepherds  left  their  flocks  with  downcast  eyeS^ 
'Sdaioing  to  look  up  to  the  angry  skies : 
Some  brake  their  pipes,  and  iome  in  sweet-sad  layf 
Made  senseless  things  amaaied  at  thy  praise. 
His  reed  Alexis  hung  upon  a  tree. 
And  with  his  tears  made  Doven  great  to  be. 
Moeliades  sweet  courtly  nymphs  deplore. 
From  Thule  to  Hydaspes*  peariy  shore. 

diaste  maids,  which  haunt  fair  Aganippe's  wel|« 
And  you,  in  T^npe's  sacred  shade  who  dwell. 
Let  fall  your  barpis,  cease  tunes  of  joy  to  sing. 
Dishevelled  make  all  Parnassus  ring 
With  anthems  sad ;  thy  music  Phoebus  turn 
To  doleful  plaints,  whilst  joy  itself  doth  mouny. 
Dead  is  thy  darling  who  adom'd  thy  bays. 
Who  oft  was  wtmt  to  cherish  thy  sweet  JayS| 
And  to  a  trumpet  raise  thy  amorous  stylSp 
That  floating  Delos  envy  might  this  is}^ 
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YoQ,  Acidalifin  trchen,  break  your  bows, 

Your  torcbesquench,  witb  tears  bk>t  beauty's  snows, 

And  bid  your  weeping  mother  yet  again 

A  second  Adon*8  death,  nay  Mars  his  plam. 

His  eyes  once  were  your  darts ;  nay,  eren  his  name. 

Wherever  heard,  did  every  heart  inflame. 

Tagns  did  court  his  love  with  golden  streams, 

Rhine  with  his  towns,  fair  Seine  with  all  she  claims. 

But  ah !  (poor  lovers)  death  did  them  betray. 

And,  not  suspected,  made  their  hopes  his  prey  ! 

Tagus  bewails  his  loss  in  golden  streams, 

Rhine  with  his  towns,  fair  Seine  with  all  she  claims. 

Moeliades  sweet  courtly  nymphs  deplore. 

From  Thule  to  Hydaspes*  pearly  shore.       [brings 

Eye-pleasing  meads,  whose  painted  plain  forth 
White»  golden,  azure  flowers,  which  once  were  kings. 
To  mourning  black  their  shining  colours  dye^ 
Bow  down  their  heads,  while  sighing  zephjrrs  fly. 
Queen  of  the  fields,  whose  blush  makes  blush  the 

mom. 
Sweet  rose,  a  prince's  death  in  purple  mourn; 
O  hyacinths,  for  aye  your  AI  keep  still. 
Nay,  with  more  marks  of  woe  your  leaves  now  fill: 
And  you,  O  flow'r,  of  Helen's  tears  that 's  bom, 
Into  these  liquid  pearls  again  you  turn : 
Your  green  locks,  forests,  cut;  to  weeping  myrrhs. 
To  deadly  cypress,  and  ink-dropping  firs. 
Your  palms  and  myrtles  change;  from  shadows  dark, 
Wing'd  syrens,  wail,  and  you,  sad  echoes,  mark 
The  lamentable  accents  of  their  moan. 
And  plain  that  brave  Mmliades  is  gone. 
Stay,  sky,  thy  tnmtng  course,  and  now  become 
A  stately  arch,  unto  the  earth,  his  tomb : 
And  over  it  still  wat'ry  Iris  keep. 
And  sad  Electra's  sisters,  who  still  weep: 
Moeliades  sweet  courtly  nymphs  deplore, 
From  Thule  to  Hydaspes'  pearly  shore. 

Dear  ghost,  forgive  these  our  untimely  tears. 
By  which  our  loving  mind,  though  weak,  appears : 
Our  loes,  not  thine  (when  we  complain)  we  weep. 
For  thee  the  glistering  walls  of  Heaven  do  ke«ep. 
Beyond  the  planet's  wheels,  'hove  highest  source 
Of  spheres,  that  turns  the  lower  in  his  course: 
Where  Sun  doth  never  set,  nor  ugly  Night 
Ever  appears  in  mourning  garmenU  dight : 
Where  Boreas*  stormy  trumpet  doth  not  sound. 
Nor  clouds  in  lightnings  bursting,  minds  astound. 
From  cares,  cold  climates  far,  and  hot  desire. 
Where  Tinie's  exil'd,  and  ages  ne'er  expire; 
^Mong  purest  spirits  enviroMd  with  beams. 
Thou  Uiink'st  all  thmgs  below  t*  have  been  but 

dreams; 
And  joy'st  to  look  down  to  the  azur*d  bars 
Of  Heaven,  powder'd  witb  troops  of  streaming  stars; 
And  in  their  turning  temples  to  behold. 
In  silver  robe  the  Moon,  the  Sun  in  gold ; 
Like  yoimg  eye-speaking  lovers  in  a  dance. 
With  majesty  by  turns  retire,  advance: 
Thou  wonder'st  Earth  to  see  hang  like  a  ball, 
Clos'd  in  the  mighty  cloister  of  this  all; 
And  that  poor  men  should  prove  so  madly  fond. 
To  toss  themselves  for  a  small  spot  of  ground : 
Nay,  that  they  ev'n  dare  brave  the  powers  above. 
From  this  base  stage  of  change  that  cannot  move. 
All  worldly  pomp  and  pride  thou  seest  arise 
like  smoke,  thai 's  scatter'd  in  the  empty  skies.  ^ 
Other  high  hills  and  forests,  other  tow'rs, 
Amaz'd  thou  find^st  excelling  our  poor  bow'rs; 
Courts  void  of  flattery,  of  m^ce  minds, 
Pleasure  which  lasts,  not  such  as  reason  blinds. 


Thou  sweeter  songs  dost  bear,  and  caretUogi* 
Whilst  Heavens  do  dance,  and  cboirsofang^  sings, 
Than  muddy  minds  could  feigii ;  even  oar  annoy 
(If  it  approach  that  place)  is  chang'd  to  joy. 

Rest,  blessed  soul,  rest  satiate  with  the  sight 
Of  him  whose  beams  (though  dazzling)  do  deligbt; 
Life  of  all  lives,  cause  of  each  other  cause ; 
The  sphere  and  centre  where  the  mind  doth  paose; 
Narcissus  of  himself,  himself  the  well. 
Lover,  and  beauty  that  doth  all  excel. 
Rest,  happy  soul,  and  wonder  in  that  glass. 
Where  seen  is  all  that  shall  be,  is,  or  was. 
While  shall  be,  is,  or  was,  do  pass  away. 
And  nothing  be,  but  an  etemal  day. 
For  everrest ;  thy  praise  fsme  will  enrol 
In  golden  annals,  while  about  the  pole 
The  slow  Bootes  turns,  or  Sun  doth  rise 
With  scarlet  scarf  to  cheer  the  mourning  skies. 
The  virgins  on  thy  tomb  will  garlands  bear 
Of  flow'rs,  and  with  each  flow'r  let  fall  a  tear. 
Moeliades  sweet  courtly  nymphs  deplore. 
From  Thule  to  Hydaspes'  p^rly  shore. 

OF  jet. 

Or  porhyry. 

Or  that  white  stone 

Paros  aflbrds  alone. 

Or  these,  in  azure  djre. 

Which  seem  to  scorn  the  sky; 

Here  Memphis'  wonders  do  not  set. 

Nor  Artemisia's  huge  frame. 

That  keeps  so  long  her  lover's  name. 

Make  no  great  marble  Atlas  stoop  with  gold, 

To  please. the  vulgar  eye  shall  it  behold. 

The  Muses,  Phoebus,  Love,  have  raised  of  their  tesn 

A  crystal  tomb  to  him,  through  which  hb  wortk 

appears. 


EPITAPH. 

Stay,  passenger,  see  where  enclosed  lies 

The  paragon  of  princes,  fairest  frame. 

Time,  nature,  place,  could  show  to  mortal  eye% 

In  worth,  wit,  virtue,  miracle  of  fame : 

At  least  that  part  the  earth  of  him  could  claim 

This  marble  holds  (hard  like  the  destinies:) 

For  as  to  his  brave  spirit,  and  glorious  name. 

The  one  the  world,  the  other  fills  the  skies. 

Th'  immortal  amaranthus,  princely  rose. 

Sad  violet,  and  that  sweet  flow'r  that  hem 

In  sanguine  spots  the  tenour  of  our  woes. 

Spread  on  this  stone,  and  wash  it  with  yoar  teats ; 

"Dien  go  and  tell  from  Gades  unto  Inde, 

You  saw  where  Earth's  perfections  were  coofia'd. 


ANOTHER. 

A  PAssiHo  glance,  a  lightning  kmg  the  skies. 
Which,  ushering  thunder,  ditss  straight  to  our  sight ; 
A  spark  that  doth  from  jarring  mixtnres  rise. 
Thus  drown'd  b  in  th*  hugedeptb^  of  day  and  night: 
Is  this  small  trifle,  life,  held  in  su^  price 
Of  blinded  wights,  who  ne'er  judge  aught  ari^t } 
Of  Parthian  shaft  so  swift  is  not  the  flight. 
As  life,  that  wastes  itself,  ^  liring  dies. 
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Ah !  what  it  bomaD  greatness,  Taloar,  wit  ? 
TVbat  fiadtng  beauty,  ricbes,  bonoar,  praise  ? 
To  what  doth  serve  in  golden  thrones  to  sit. 
Thrall  Earth's  vast  round,  triomphal  arches  raise  ? 
That  all  's  a  dream,  learn  in  this  piincse's  ^1, 
in  whom,  save  death,  nought  mortal  was  at  all. 
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A  -ptAySLATION 

OF 

SIR  JOHN  SCOT'S  VERSES, 

BBGINMINO,  QUOD  VITJK  SECTABOR  rm  ? 

What  coarse  of  life  should  wretched  mortals  take? 
lo  boolsB  hard  questions  large  contention  make. 
Care  dwells  in  houses,  labour  in  the  field ; 
Tamultnous  seas  afirighting  dangers  yield. 
In  foreign  lands  thou  never  canst  be  blest: 
If  rich,  thou  art  in  fear ;  if  poor,  distressed. 
In  wedlock  frequent  discontentments  swell; 
Unmarried  per^>ns  as  in  deserts  dwell. 
Row  many  troubles  are  with  children  bom  ! 
Yet  he  that  wants  them  counts  himself  forlorn. 
Young  men  are  wanton,  and  of  wisdom  void  ; 
Grey  hairs  are  cold,  unfit  to  be  employed. 
Who  would  not  one  of  these  two  offers  try. 
Not  to  be  bom  j  or,  being  bom,  to  die  ? 


MADRIGALS  AND  EPIGRAMS. 


THE  STATUE  OF  MEDUSA. 

Or  that  Medusa  strange. 

Who  those  that  did  her  see  in  rocks  did  change. 

No  image  carv*d  is  this : 

Medusa's  self  it  is : 

For  while  at  heat  of  day 

To  quench  her  thirst  she  by  this  spring  did  stay, 

Her  hideous  head  beholding  in  this  glass. 

Her  senses  faiPd,  and  thus  transformed  she  was. 


THE  PORTRAIT  OF  MARS  AND  VENUS. 

EAia  Paphos'  wanton  queen 

(Not  drawn  in  white  and  red) 

Is  traly  here,  as  when  in  Vulcan's  bed 

She  was  of  all  Heaven's  laughing  senate  teen. 

Gaze  on  her  hair,  and  eine. 

Her  brows,  the  bows  of  Love, 

Her  back  with  lilies  spread : 

Ye  also  might  perceive  her  turn  and  move. 

But  that  she  neither  so  will  do,  nor  dare, 

For  fear  to  wake  the  angry  god  of  war. 


NARCISSUS. 


Floods  cannot  quench  my  flames,  ah !  in  this  well 
I  bum,  not  drown,  for  what  I  cannot  tell. 


DAMBTA*!  DRRAM. 


Damra  dream'd  he  saw  his  wife  at  sport. 

And  found  that  sight  was  throogfa  tha  honiy  port. 


CHERRIES. 

My  wanton,  weep  no  mora 

The  losrog  of  your  cherries; 

Those,  and  far  sweeter  berries^ 

Your  sister,  in  good  store. 

Hath  in  her  lips  and  face; 

Be  glad,  kiss  her  with  me,  and  hold  your  peace. 


ICARUS. 


Wbiu  with  audacious  wings, 

I  cleav'd  those  airy  ways, 

And  fiird  (a  monster  new)  with  dread  and  fear^ 

The  feather*d  people  and  their  eagle  kings: 

Dazzled  with  Phoebus'  rays. 

And  charmed  with  the  music  of  the  spheres. 

When  quills  could  more  no  more, and  force  did  fail. 

Though  down  I  fell  from  Heaven^  high  azure  boonds; 

Yet  doth-renown  my  losses  countervail. 

For  still  the  shore  my  brave  attempt  reaoonds. 

A  sea,  an  element  doth  bear  my  name ; 

What  mortal's  tomb's  so  great  in  place  or  fiime } 


ON  HIS  LADY  BEHOLDING  HERSELF  IN  A  MARBLE. 

World,  wonder  not,  that  I 

Keep  in  my  breast  engraven 

That  angePs  focc  hath  me  of  rest  bereaven. 

See,  dead  and  senseless  things  cannot  deny 

To  lodge  90  dear  a  guest : 

Ev'n  this  hard  marble  stone 

Receives  the  same,  and  loves,  but  cannot  groan. 


TO  SLEEP. 


How  comes  it.  Sleep,  that  thou 

Even  kisses  me  aflSords 

Of  her,  dear  her,  so  fsr  who 's  absent  now? 

How  did  I  bear  those,  words. 

Which  rocks  might  move,  and  move  the  pines  to  bow? 

Ah  me !  before  half  day 

Why  didst  thou  steal  away  ? 

Return,  I  thine  for  ever  will  remain. 

If  thou  wilt  bring  with  thte  that  guest  again. 


A  PLEASANT  DECEIT* 

OvsR  a  crystal  source 

tolas  laid  his  face. 

Of  purling  streams  to  see  the  restless  coune. 

But  scarce  he  had  o'ersbadowed  the  place. 

When  in  the  water  he  a  child  espies. 

So  like  himself  in  stature,  face  and  eyes. 

That  glad  he  rose,  and  cried, 

**  Dear  mates  approach,  see  whom  I  have  descried. 

The  boy  of  whom  strange  stories  shepherds  tell, 

Oft  called  Hylas,  dwelleth  in  tbis  well." 
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THI  CAMMOIf. 


Whim  first  the  cannfm  from  ber  gainng  tbromt 
AfUDSt  the  Heaven  her  roaring  sulphur  shot, 
JoTe  wakeo'd  with  the  noise,  did  ask  with  wonder, 
What  mortal  wight  had  stoPn  from  hi  m  his  thunder : 
His  oystal  tow'rs  be  fear'd,  but  fire  and  air 
So  high  did  stay  the  ball  from  mounting  there. 


THAIf*  KATAMORPHOSI8. 

Into  Briareus  huge 

Thais  wish'd  she  might  change 

Her  man,  and  pra/d  him  not  there  at  to  grudge, 

Nor  fondly  think  it  strange ; 

'<  For  if,*'  said  she,  **  I  might  the  parts  dispose, 

I  wish  you  not  a  hundred  arms  nor  hands. 

But  hundred  things  like  those 

With  which  Priapus  in  our  garden  stands.*' 


%    TttB  QUALITY  OF  A  KISf. 

TuM  Jam  with  so  ouch  strife 

Whieh  1  late  got,  sweet  heart. 

Was  it  a  sign  of  death,  or  was  it  life  ? 

Of  life  it  could  not  be. 

For  I  by  it  did  sigh  my  soul  ro  thee  t 

Nor  was  it  death,  death  doth  no  joy  impart. 

Thou  silent  staiid*st,  ah !  what  didst  thou  bequeath, 

A  dying  life  to  me,  or  living  death  } 


HIS  L4irr  f  DOG. 

Whin  her  dear  bosom  clips  . 

That  little  cur  which  fawns  to  touch  her  lips. 

Or  when  it  is  his  hap 

To  lie  lapp'd  In  her  lap, 

0  it  grows  noon  with  me; 
With  hotter-pointed  beams 

1  bum,  than  those  are  which  the  Sun  forth  streams, 
When  piercing  lightning  his  rays  call'd  may  be  ; 
And  as  I  muse  how  I  to  those  extremes 

Am  brought,  I  find  no  cause,  except  that  she. 
In  love's  bright  zodiack  having  trac'd  each  room. 
To  the  hot  dog-star  now  at  last  is  come. 


AN  ALMANACE. 

This  strange  eclipse  one  says 

Strange  wonders  doth  foretel ; 

But  you  whose  wives  excel. 

And  love  to  count  their  praise. 

Shut  all  your  gates,  your  hedges  plant  with  thorns. 

The  Sun  did  threat  the  world  this  time  with  horns. 


THE  SILK-WORM  OP  LOTB. 

A  DADALB  of  my  death 

Now  I  resemble  that  sly  worm  on  earth, 

^iVhich  prone  to  its  own  harm  doth  take  no  rest : 

For  day  and  night  opprest, 

I  feed  on  fading  l^vcs 

Of  hope,  which  me  deceivM, 

And  thousand  webs  do  warp  within  my  breast : 

And  thus  iu  end  unto  myself  I  weave 

A  fast-shut  prison,  or  a  closer  grave. 


DEEP  IM PREtSIOfI  OP  LOVE  TO  Hit  MIfTBESS. 

WaoM  a  diad  dog  doth  bite. 

He  dolh  in  water  still 

That  mad  dog's  image  see : 

Love,  mad,  perhaps,  when  he  my  heart  did  smites 

More  to  dissemble  his  ill, 

Transform'd  himself  to  thee : 

For  thou  art  present  ever  since  to  me. 

No  spring  there  is,  no  flood,  noi^othar  place 

Where  1,  alas !  not  see  thy  heavenly  fooe. 


A  CHAIN  OP  GOLD. 

An  not  those  locks  of  gold 

Sufficient  chains  the  wildest  hearts  to  bold  ? 

Is  not  that  ivory  hacd 

A  diaman^ine  band. 

Most  sure  to  keep  the  most  nntamed  mind. 

But  ye  must  others  find  ? 

O  yes!  why  is  that  golden  one  then  worn ? 

Thus  free  in  chains,  perhaps,  Love's  chains  to  scora. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OP  A  LINDiET. 

If  cruel  death  had  ears. 

Or  could  be  pleased  by  songs. 

This  winged  musician  had  liv*d  many  years. 

And  Nisa  mme  had  never  wept  these  wrongs : 

For  when  it  first  took  breath. 

The  Heavens  their  notes  did  unto  it  bequeath : 

And  if  that  Samian's  sentences  be  true, 

Ampbion  in  this  body  lived  anew. 

But  Death,  who  nothing  spares,  and  nothing  hean^ 

As  he  doth  kings,  kill'd  it,  O  grief!  O  tears! 


LILLA*S  PBATER. 

"  LovB,  if  thou  wilt  once  more 

That  I  to  thee  return. 

Sweet  god !  make  me  not  bom 

For  quivering  age,  that  doth  spent  days  deplore. 

Nor  do  thou  wound  my  heart 

For  some  inconstant  boy. 

Who  joys  to  love,  yet  makes  of  love  a  toy. 

But,  ah  !  if  I  must  prove  thy  golden  dait. 

Of  grace,  O  let  me  find 

A  sweet  young  lover  with  an  aged  mind,** 

Thus  Lilla  pray'd,  and  Idas  did  reply, 

(Who  heard)  **  Dear,  have  thy  wish,  for  ioch  am  V 


ARMEUN*t  EPITAPH. 

Near  to  this  eglantine 

Enclosed  lies  the  milk-white  ArmeUne; 

Once  Cloris'  only  joy. 

Now  only  her  annoy ; 

Who  envied  was  of  the  most  happy  swains 

That  keep  their  flocks  in  mountains,  dales,  or  plaiof: 

For  oft  she  bore  the  wanton  in  her  arm. 

And  oft  her  bed  and  bosom  did  he  warm ; 

Now  when  unkinder  fstes  did  him  destroy. 

Blest  dog,  he  had  the  grace. 

That  Ck>ris  ft>r  him  wet  with  tean  h«r  fhoe. 
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CPITAPU. 

The  bawd  of  jottiee,  be  who  laws  coDtroirdy 
And  made  tbem  fmwn  and  firowo  as  he  got  gold, 
ThAt  Proteus  of  oar  state,  whose  heart  and  mouth 
Wer^  fiirther  distant  than  b  north  from  'sooth, 
That  cormorant  who  made  himself  so  gross 
On  people's  min,  and  the  prince's  loss. 
Is  gtjiae  to  Hell ;  and  though  he  here  did  efil. 
He  there  perchance  my  prore  an  honest  detiL 


A  TRANSLATION. 

FiKKCB  robberswere  of  old 

Exifd  the  champaign  ground. 

From  hamlets  chaa'd,  in  cities  kiU'd,  or  bound. 

And  only  woods,  caves,  mountains,  did  them  hold: 

Bat  now,  when  all  is  sold. 

Woods,  mountains,  caves,  to  good  men  be  refuge. 

And  do  the  guiltless  lodge. 

And  clad  in  purple  gowns 

The  greatest  thieres  command  within  the  towns. 


CPITAPH. 


TazM  Death  thee  hath  begiiiFd, 

Alecto^s  irst  bom  child; 

Then  tbou  who  thralfd  all  laws, 

Now  against  worms  cannot  maintain  thy  ca\ise : 

Yet  worms  (more  just  than  thou)  now  do  no  wrong, 

Sinoe  all  do  wonder  they  thee  spar*d  so  long ; 

For  though  from  life  thou  didst  but  lately  pass, 

Twelve  springs  are  gone  since  tbou  corrupted  was. 

Come,  citizens,  erect  to  Death  an  altar. 

Who  keeps  you  from  axe,  fiiel,  timber^  halter. 


A  J£ST. 


In  a  most  holy  church,  a  holy  man. 

Unto  a  holy  saint  with  visage  wan, 

And  eyes  l&e  fountains,  mumbled  foith  a  prayer, 

And  with  strange  words  and  sighs  made  black  the  air. 

And  having  long  so  stayed,  and  long  long  pray'd, 

A  thousand  crosses  on  himself  he  laid  ; 

And  with  some  sacred  beads  hung  on  bis  arm. 

His  eyes,  his  mouth,  his  temples,  breast  did  charm. 

Thus  not  content  (strange  worship  hath  no  end) 

To  kiss  the  earth  at  last  he  did  pretend. 

And  bowing  down  besought  with  humble  graces 

An  aged  woman  near  togive  some  place : 

She  tum*d,  and  turning  up  her  hole  beneath, 

Said,  «  Sir,  kiss  here^  for  it  is  all  but  earth.'' 


FROTBUS  OF  MARBLE. 

TtanisDOworkofstoiie,  [none. 

Though  it  seems  breathless,  cold,  and  sense  hath 

But  that  false  god  which  keeps 

The  monstrous  people  of  the  raging  deeps : 

Now  that  he  doth  net  change  his  shape  thib  Whilst 

It  is  thw  eODHMit  BKire  you  to  beguile^ 


PAMPHILVS. 


Sam  ladies  wed,  totte  love,  and  nditt  adore  then, 
I  like  their  wanton  qpoity  thcsi  care  ntt  for  them. 


APELLBS   BNAMOURBD  OP   CAVPAtPB,  AI.BJU*' 
DBR*S  MltTRBtfl. 

Pooa  painter  while  I  sought 

To  counterfeit  by  art 

The  fairest  frame  which  Nature  ever  wronghty 

And  having  limn'd  each  part. 

Except  her  matchless  eyes: 

Scarce  on  those  suns  I  gaz'd, 

As  lightniiig  foil*  from  skies^ 

When  straight  my  hand  grew  wcak,niy  mM  amai^i 

And  ero  that  pencil  half  them  had  ttcpreis'd. 

Love  had  them  drawn^  no^  gravM  them  la  my  breptft 


CAMFASPB. 

On  stars  shaO  I  exclaim. 

Which  thus  my  fortune  change. 

Or  shall  I  else  revenge 

Upon  myself  this  shame. 

Inconstant  monarob,  or  shall  I  thee  blame 

Who  lets  Apelles  prove 

The  sweet  delights  of  Alexander's  love  ? 

No,  stars,  myself,  and  thee,  I  all  ^Ngive^ 

And  joy  that  thus  I  live  ; 

Of  thee,  Uind  king,  my  beauty  was  despis^ 

Tbou  didst  not  know  it,  now  being  known  *tiM  pris'd* 


CORNUCOPIA. 

If  for  one  only  horn. 

Which  Nature  to  him  gave. 

So  famous  is  the  noble  uuioom; 

What  praise  should  that  man  have. 

Whose  head  a  lady  brave 

Doth  with  a  goodly  pair  at  once  adoro^ 


LOVB  SUFFERS  NO  PARASOL. 

Thosi  eyes,  dear  eyes,  be  spheres 

Where  two  bright  suns  are  roll'd. 

That  foir  hai^d  to  behold. 

Of  whitest  snow  appears : 

llien  while  ye  coyly  stand 

To  hide  me  fh>m  those  eyes. 

Sweet,  I  would  you  advise 

To  choose  some  other  fon  than  that  white  hand  2 

For  if  ye  do»  for  truth  most  true  this  know. 

Those  suns  ere  long  must  ncedsoonsume  warm  snow. 


UNPLEASANT  MUSICR. 


Ill  fields  Ittbaldo  stray*d, 

May*s  tapestry  to  see. 

And  hearing  on  a  tree 

A  cuckow  sing,  sig h'd  to  himself,  and  said, 

*<  Lo!  how, alasleveabiidssilmockhigme!' 
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«LBIpING  BCAUTY. 


O  iicBT,  too  dearly  bougbt ! 

She  bleeps,  and  though  those  eyes. 

Which  lighten  Cupid's  skies, 

Be  clos'd,  yet  such  a  grace 

EnriroDeth  that  place. 

That  I,  through  wonder,  to  grow  h\nt  am  brought: 

Suns,  if  edip^d  you  have  such  power  dhrine. 

What  power  have  1 1'  endure  yon  when  you  shine? 


«    ALCON'SKISS. 

What  others  at  their  ear. 

Two  pearb,  Camilla  at  her  nose  did  wear, 

Which  Alcon,  who  nought  saw, 

(For  Love  is  bUnd)  robb*d  with  a  pretty  kiss ; 

But  having  known  his  miss,    . 

And  felt  what  ore  he  from  that  mine  did  draw, 

When  she  to  come  again  did  him  desire, 

He  fled,  and  said,  foul  water  quenched  fire. 


THB  STATUE  OF  TBMU8  SLEEPING. 

PAfSEKOBB,  vex  uot  thy  n^ind, 
To  make  me  mine  eyes  unfold ; 
For  if  thou  shouldst  them  behold. 
Thine,  perhaps,  they  will  make  blind. 


LAURA  TO  PETRARCH. 


I  RATBia  love  a  3routh  and  childish  rhyme,    [time. 
Than  thee,  whose  veise  and  head  are  wise  thnnigh 


FLOw'a,  which  of  Adon's  blood 

Sprang,  when  of  that  clear  flood, 

Which  Venus  wept,  another  white  was  bom. 

The  sweet  Cynarean  youth  thou  lively  shows; 

But  this  sharp-pointed  thorn, 

So  proud  about  thy  crimson  fold  that  grows, 

What  doth  it  represent  ?  [rent 

Boar's  teeth,  perhaps,  his  milk-white  flank  which 

O  show,  in  one  of  unesteemed  worth. 

That  both  the  kill'd  and  killer  setteth  forth  ! 


A  LOVER*8  PRAYER. 

Near  to  a  crystal  spring. 

With  thirst  and  heat  opprest, 

Narcissa  fair  doth  rest,  [brinar, 

Trees,  pleastmt  trees,  which  those  green  plains  forth 

Now  interlace  your  trembling  tops  above. 

And  make  a  canopy  unto  my  love; 

So  in  Heaven's  highest  house,  when  Sun  appears, 

Aurora,  may  you  cherish  with  her  tears. 


10LA8'  EPITAPH. 

Here  dear  lolas  lies. 

Who  whilst  he  liv'd  in  beauty  did  surpass 

Hiat  boy,  whose  heavenly  eyes 

Brought  Cypris  from  above. 

Or  him  to  death  who  look'd  in  wat'ry  glass. 

Even  judge  the  god  of  love. 


And  if  the  nymph,  once  held  of  him  so  dear, 
Dorine  the  fair,  would  here  but  shed  one  tear, 
Thou  should*st  in  nature's  scorn, 
A  purple  flow'r  see  of  this  marble  bom. 


THE  TROJAN  HORSE. 

A  HORsv  I  am,  who  bit, 

Rein,  rod,  spur,  do  not  fear ; 

When  I  my  riders  bear. 

Within  my  womb,  not  on  my  back  they  sit 

No  streams  I  drink,  nor  care  for  grass  or  com; 

Art  me  a  monster  wrought. 

All  Nature's  works  to  scorn ; 

A  mother  I  was  without  mother  bom. 

In  end  all  arm'd  my  father  I  forth  brought : 

What  thousand  ships  and  champions  of  reonwn 

Could  not  do  free,  captiv'd  I  raz'd  Troy's  toviu 


FOR  DORUS. 

Why,  Nais,  stand  ye  nice, 

Like  to  a  well-wrought  stone. 

When  Dorus  would  you  kiss  ? 

Deny  him  not  that  bliss. 

He's  but  a  child  (old  men  be  children  twice) 

And  even  a  toothless  one : 

And  when  his  lips  yours  touch  in  that  delight. 

Ye  need  not  fear  be  will  those  cherries  bite. 


LOVE  VAGABONDING. 

Sweet  nymphs,  if  as  ye  stray 

Ye  find  the  froth-bom  goddess  of  the  se^, 

All  blubber'd,  pale,  undone. 

Who  seeks  her  giddy  son. 

That  little  god  of  love. 

Whose  golden  shafts  your  chastest  bosoms  prove; 

Who  leaving  all  the  Heavens  hath  run  away : 

If  aught  10  him  that  finds  him  she'll  impart. 

Tell  her  he  nightly  lodgeth  in  my  heart. 


TO  A  RIVER. 

SiTH  she  will  not  that  I 

Show  to  the  world  my  joy. 

Thou,  who  oft  mine  annoy  • 

Hast  heard,  dear  flood,  tell  Thetis,  if  thou  can. 

That  not  a  happier  man 

Doth  breath  beneath  the  sky. 

More  ^weet,  more  white,  more  fair, 

Dps,  hands,  and  amber  hair. 

Tell,  none  did  ever  touch  ; 

A  smaller,  daintier  waist 

TelljL  never  was  embrac'd ; 

But  peace,  since  she  forbids  thee  tell  too  much. 


Such  Lida,  is,  that  who  her  sees. 

Through  envy,  or  through  love,  straight  dies, 
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AoHiXH  sisters,  help  my  Phnene's  praise  to  tell, 
PhnBoe,  heart  of  my  heart,  with  whom  the  graces 

dwell; 
For  I  surcharged  am  so  sore  that  I  not  know 
What  first  to  praise  of  her,  her  breast,  or  neck  of 
snow,  [eyes, 

Her  checks  with  roses  spread,  or  her  two'  sna-tike 
Her  teeth  of  brightest  pearl,  her  lips  where  sweet- 
ness lies :  [forth, 
Bat  those  so  praise  themseWes,  being  to  all  eyes  set 
That,  Muses,  ye  need  not  to  say  aught  of  their  worth; 
Then  her  white  swelling  paps  essay  for  to  make 
known,  [are  shown ; 
Bat  her  white  swelling  paps  through  smallest  veil 
Yet  she  hath  something  else,  more  worthy  than  the 

rest. 
Not  seen;  gtfsing  of  that  which  lies  beneath  her  breast, 
And  mounts  like  fair  Parnasse,  where  Pegase  well 

doth  run- 
Here  Pbnene  stayM  my  Muse  ere  she  had  well  begun. 


<    KI8SB8  DESIRED. 

Thouch  I  with  strange  desire 

To  kiss  those  rosy  Irps  am  set  on  fire. 

Yet  will  I  cease  to  crave 

Sweet  kisses  in  such  store. 

As  he  who  loog  before 

Id  thousands  them  from  Lesbia  did  receive : 

Sweetheart,  but  once  me  kiss, 

Aud  1  by  that  sweet  bliss 

Evecf  swear  to  cease  you  to  importune  more  j 

Foor  one  no  number  is ; 

Another  word  of  mti  ye  shall  not  hear 

After  one  kiss,  but  still  one  kiss,  my  dear. 


DESIRED  DEATU. 

Deai  life,  while  I  do  touch 

These  coral  ports  of  bliss, 

Which  still  themselves  do  kiss, 

And  sweetly  me  invite  to  do  as  much. 

All  panting  in  my  lips, 

My  heart  my  life  doth  leave. 

No  sense  my  senses  have, 

And  inward  powers  do  find  a  strange  eclipse : 

This  death  so  heavenly  well 

Doth  so  me  please,  that  I 

Would  never  longer  seek  in  sense  to  dwell. 

If  that  even  thus  1  only  could  but  die. 


U  for  to  be  alone,  and  all  the  night  to  wander. 
Maids  can  prove  chaste,  then  chaste  is  Phoebe  with- 
out slander. 


Fool,  still  to  be  alone,  all  night  in  Heaven  to  wander, 
Would  make  the  wanton  chaste,  then  she's  chaste 
without  slander. 


THE  CRCrftLTY  OP  ROlU. 


Whilst  sighing  forth  his  wrongs. 

In  sweet  though  doleful  songs, 

Alexis  sought  to  charm  his  Rora's  ears. 

The  hills  were  heard  to  moan. 

To  sigh  each  spring  appear'd,  (tears. 

Trees,  hardest  trees,  through  rhind  distilPd  their 

And  soft  grew  every  stone  : 

But  tears,  nor  sig^,  nor  songs  could  Rora  move. 

For  she  rejoiced  at  bis  plaint  and  love. 


A  KISS. 


Hakk,  happy  lovers,  hark. 

This  first  anid  last  of  joys. 

This  sweet'ner  of  annoys. 

This  nectar  of  the  gods. 

You  call  a  kiss,  is  with  itself  at  odds ; 

And  half  so  sweet  is  not 

In  equal  measure  got. 

At  light  of  Sun,  as  it  is  in  the  dark : 

Hark,  happy  lovers,  hark. 


K ALA'S  COMPLAINT. 

Kala,  old  Mopsus'  wife, 

Kala  with  fairest  fiice. 

For  whom  the  neighbour  swains  oit  were  at  strife. 

As  she  to  milk  her  snowy  flock  did  tend, 

Sigh'd  with  a  heavy  grace. 

And  said,  "  What  wretch  like  me  doth  lead  her  life! 

I  see  not  how  my  task  shall  have  an  end : 

All  day  I  draw  these  streaming  dugs  in  fold. 

All  night  my  empty  husband's  soft  and  cold." 


In  petticoat  of  green, 

Her  hair  about  her  eine, 

Phil  I  is,  beneath  an  oak, 

Sat  milking  her  fair  flock : 

'Mongstthat  sweet-strained  moisture  (rare  delight) 

Her  hand  seeih*d  milk,  in  milk  it  was  so  white. 


To  forge  to  mighty  Jove 

The  thunderbolts  above. 

Nor  on  this  round  below 

Rich  Midas'  skill  to  know. 

And  make  all  gold  I  touch. 

Do  I  desire ;  it  is  for  me  too  much : 

Of  all  the  arts  practis'd  beneath  the  sky, 

I  would  but  Phillis'  lapidary  be. 


N18A,  Palemon's  wife,  him  weeping  told 
He  kept  not  grammer  rules,  now  being  old ; 
For  why,  quoth  she,  position  false  make  ye. 
Putting  a  short  thing  where  a  long  should  be. 
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A  LOTBR't  nBAVEM. 


TtfotB  Stars,  nay  suns,  which  tarn 

So  stately  in  their  spheres. 

And  dazzling  do  not  bnrn. 

The  beauty  of  the  mom 

Which  on  these  cheeks  appears. 

The  hamony  which  to  that  voice  is  given. 

Makes  me  think  you  are  Heaven. 

If  Heaven  you  be,  O !  that  by  powerful  charms 

I  Atlas  were,  infolded  in  your  arms  I 


EPITAPH. 


This  dear,  though  not  respected  earth  doth  hold 
One,  for  his  worth,  whose  tomb  should  be  of  gold. 


.  beauty's  t0EA. 

Who  would  perfection's  fair  idea  sec, 
On  pretty  Qoris  let  him  look  with  me ; 
White  is  her  hair,  her  teeth  white,  white  her  skin, 
Black  be  her  eyes,  her  eye-brows  Cupid's  inn: 
Her  locks,  her  body,  hands  do  long  appear, 
But  teeth  short,  short  her  womb,  and  either  ear, 
Thespace  twixt  shoulders ;  eyes  are  wide,  brow  wide. 
Strait  waist,  the  mouth  strait,  and  her  virgin  pride. 
Thick  are  her  lips,  thighs,  with  banks  swelling  there. 
Her  nose  is  small,  small  fingers,  and  her  hair. 
Her  sugar'd  mouth,  her  cheeks,  her  nails  be  red. 
Little  her  foot,  breast  little,  and  her  bead. 
Such  Venus  was,  such  was  that  flame  of  Tkoy, 
Such  Cloris  is,  mine  hope  and  only  joy. 


LALUS*  DEATH. 

Amumt  the  waves  profound. 

Far,  far  from  all  relief. 

The  honest  fisher  Lalus,  ah  !  is  drown'd. 

Shut  in  this  little  skifi*; 

The  boards  of  which  did  serve  him  for  a  bier, 

So  that  when  he  to  the  black  world  came  near, 

O^  him  no  silver  greedy  Charon  got>. 

For  he  in  his  own  boat 

Did  pass  that  flood,  by  which  the  gods  do  swear. 


FLOlVEltS  OF  SIOX: 


SPIRITUAL  POEMS. 


Triumphant  arches,  statues  crown'd  with  bays. 
Proud  obelisks,  tombs  of  the  vastest  frame, 
Brazen  Colosses,  Atlases  of  fame. 
And  temples  builded  to  vain  deities'  praise  ; 
States  which  unsatiate  minds  in  blood  do  raise. 
From  southern  pole  unto  the  ardic  team. 
And  even  what  we  write  to  keep  our  name. 
Like  spiders'  cauls*  are  made  the  sport  of  days ; 


All  only  constant  is  in  constant  change ; 
What  done  is,  is  undone,  and  when  undone^ 
Into  some  other  figure  doth  it  range ; 
Thus  roUs  the  restless  world  beneath  the  Moon: 
Wherefore,  my  mind,  above  ^me,  mocioo,  plaee^ 
Aspire,  and  steps,  not  reach'd  by  natnic^  tmce. 


A  GOOD  that  never  satisfies  the  mind, 

A  beauty  fading  like  the  April  show'rs, 

A  sweet  with  floods  of  gall  that  runs  combin'd, 

A  pleasure  passing  ere  in  thought  made  ours, 

A  honour  that  more  fickle  is  than  wind, 

A  glory  at  opinion's  frown  that  low'ra, 

A  treasury  which  bankrupt  time  devonrs, 

A  knowledge  than  grave  ignorance  more  blind, 

A  vain  delight  our  equals  to  command, 

A  style  of  greatness,  in  eS&et  a  dream* 

A  swelling  thought  of  holding  sea  and  land, 

A  servile  lot,  deck'd  with  a  pompous  name: 

Are  the  strange  ends  we  toil  for  here  below. 

Till  wisest  death  make  us  our  errours  know. 


Lira  a  right  shadow  is; 

For  if  it  long  appear, 

Then  is  it  spent,  and  death's  long  night  draws  oc 

Shadows  are  moving,  light. 

And  is  there  ought  so  moving  as  is  this  ? 

When  it  is  most  in  sight, 

It  steals  away,  and  none  knows  how  or  wherev 

So  near  our  cradles  to  our  coffins  are. 


Look  as  the  flow*r,  which  ling'ringly  doth  fade. 
The  morning's  darling  late,  the  summer's  queen, 
Spoird  of  that  juice  which  kept  it  finesh  and  gteeo^ 
As  high  as  it  did  raise,  bows  low  the  bead : 
Just  so  the  pleasures  of  my  life  being  dead. 
Or  in  their  contraries  but  only  seen. 
With  swifter  speed  declines  than  erst  it  spread. 
And,  blasted,  scarce  now  shows  what  it  bath  bee&. 
Therefore,  as  doth  the  pilgrim,  whom  the  night 
Hastes  darkly  to  imprison  on  his  way. 
Think  on  thy  home,  my  soul,  and  think  aright 
Of  whafs  yet  left  thee  of  life's  wasting  day  : 
Thy  sun  posts  westward,  passed  is  thy  mom. 
And  twice  it  is  not  given  thee  to  be  bom. 


The  weary  mariner  so  far  not  flies 

An  howling  tempest,  harbour  to  attain ; 

Nor  shepherd  hastes,  when  frays  of  wolves  arisen 

So  fast  to  fold,  to  save  his  bleatmg  train. 

As  I  (wiog'd  with  contempt  and  just  disdain) 

Now  fly  the  world,  and  what  it  most  doth  prize, 

And  sanctuary  seek,  free  to  remain 

From  wounds  of  abject  times,  and  envy's  eyes: 

To  me  this  world  did  once  seem  sweet  smd  fair. 

While  sense's  light  mind's  perspective  kept  blind  i 

Now  like  imagin'd  landscape  in  the  air. 

And  weeping  rainbows,  her  best  joys  I  find : 

Or  if  aught  here  is  had  that  praise  sbouJd  bave^ 

It  is  an  obscure  lifa  and  silent  grave. 


Op  this  fair  volume  which  we  world  do  name. 
If  we  the  sheets  and  leaves  could  turn  with  care^ 
Of  him  who  it  corrects,  and  did  it  frame. 
We  clear  might  read  the  art  aad  wtadom  rare, 
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r  lod  oat  his  power  which  wildest  powers  doth  tamey 

Mis  provldeDce  eztendinf  eveiy  where, 

HXb  j  ustice,  which  proud  rebels  doth  not  spare^ 

Tn  every  page,  no  period  of  the  same: 

But  silly  we,  like  foolish  children,  rest 

l^ell  pleas'd  with  colour'd  ▼ellum,  leaves  of  gold, 

E^air  (iangling  ribbands,  leaving  what  is  best, 

r>n  the  great  writer's  sense  ne*er  taking  hold  j 

Or  if  by  chance  we  stay  our  minds  on  aught, 

1^  is  some  picture  on  the' margin  wrought. 


T*it«  ^ief  was  common,  common  were  the  cries, 
ITearB,  sobs,  and  groans  of  that  afflicted  train, 
^^icb  of  God's  chosen  did  the  sum  contain, 
AMtd  Earth  rebounded  with  them,  piercM  wera  skies; 
AJl  ^ood  bad  left  the  worid,  each  vice  did  reign 
In  the  most  monstrous  sorts  Hell  could  devise, 
.AM»d  all  degrees  and  each  estate  did  stain, 
"Not  further  bad  to  go  whom  to  surprise ; 
l^be  world  beneath,  the  prince  of  darkness  lay, 
Ajid  in  each  temple  had  himself  instaird, 
^Vas  sacrific'd  unto,  by  prayers  caird, 
ReBponses  gave,  which,  fools,  they  did  obey ; 
When,  pitying  man,  God  of  a  virgin's  womb 
HVas  bora,  and  those  false  deities  struck  dumb. 


**  R0N shepherds,  run,  where  Bethlem  blest  appears; 
"We  bring  the  best  of  news,  be  not  dismay'd, 
A  Saviour  there  is  bom>  more  old  than  years, 
Amidst  the  rolling  Heaven  this  Earth  who  stay*d ; 
In  a  poor  cottage  inn'd,  a  virgin  maid, 
A  wcaikling  did  him  bear  who  all  upbears ; 
There  he  in  clothes  is  wrapp'd,  in  manger  laid, 
To  whom  too  narrow  swadlings  are  our  spheres. 
Run,  shepherds,  run,  and  solemnize  his  birth; 
This  is  that  night,  no  day,  grown  great  with  bliss. 
In  which  the  power  of  Satan  broken  is ; 
In  Heaven  be  glory ;  peace  unto  the  Earth :" 
Thos  singing  through  the  air  the  augels  swam, 
And  all  the  stars  re-echoed  the  same. 


•*  O  THAN  the  ftiirest  day,  thrice  fairer  night. 
Night  to  best  days,  in  which  a  sim  doth  rise,   ^ 
Of  whi<5h  the  golden  eye  which  clears  the  skies 
Is  but  a  sparkling  ray,  a  shadow  light ; 
And  blessed  ye,  in  silly  pastors'  sight, 
MUd  creiitures,  in  whose  warm  crib  now  lies 
That  heaven-sent  youngling,  holy-maid-bom  wight, 
'Midst,  end,  beginning  of  our  prophecies  s 
Blest  cottage,  that  hath  flow'rs  in  winter  spread; 
Though  wither'd,  blessed  grass,  that  hath  the  grace 
To  deck  and  be  a  carpet  to  that  place." 
Thus  singing  to  the  sounds  of  oaten  reed, 
Before  the  babe  the  shepherds  bow'd  their  knees. 
And  springs  ran  nectar,  honey  dn^p'd  from  trees. 


'*  TaB  last  and  greatest  herald  of  Heaven's  king. 
Girt  with  rough  skins,  hies  to  the  deserts  wild. 
Among  that  savage  brood  the  woods  forth  bring, 
Wbtcb  he  more  harmless  found  than  man,  and  mild. 
His  food  was  locusts,  and  what  there  doth  spring. 
With  honey  that  from  virgin  hives  distilPd ; 
Parch 'd  body,  hollow  eyes,  some  uncouth  thing 
Made  him^  appear,  long  since  from  Earth  exird. 


There  burst  he  forth.    Alf  ye  whose  hopes  rely 
On  God,  with  me  amidst  these  deserts  mourn. 
Repent,  repent,  and  from  old  errours  turn." 
Who  listen'd  to  his  voice,  obey'd  his  cry  ? 
Only  the  echoes,  which  he  made  relent. 
Rung  from  their  flinty  caves,  *'  Repent,  rcpeot" 


"  Thbsb  eyes,  dear  Lord,  once  tapers  of  desire. 

Frail  scouts  betra3ring  what  they  had  to  keep. 

Which  their  own  heart,  then  others  set  on  fire. 

Their  trait'rous  black  before  thee  here  out-weep ; 

These  locks  of  blushing  deeils,  the  gilt  attire. 

Waves  curling,  wreckful  shelves  to  shadow  deep. 

Rings,  wedding  souls  to  sin's  lethargic  sleep, 

To  touch  thy  sacred  feet  do  now  aspire. 

lo  seas  of  care  behold  a  sinking  bai^ 

By  winds  of  sharp  remorse  unto  thee  driven : 

O  let  me  not  be  ruin's  aim'd-at  mark ; 

My  faults  confessed.  Lord,  say  they  are  forgiven.** 

Thus  sigb'd  to  Jesus  the  Bethanian  hit. 

His  tear- wet  feet  still  drying  with  her  hair. 


"  I  CBANCBD  countries  new  delights  to  find. 
But,  ah  !  for  pleasure  I  did  find  new  pain ; 
Enchanting  pleasure  so  did  reason  blind. 
That  father's  love  and  words  1  scora'd  as  vain. 
For  tables  rich,  for  bed,  for  following  train 
Of  careful  servants  to  observe  my  mind ; 
Theso  herds  I  keep  my  fellows  are  assigned. 
My  bed's  a  rock,  and  herbs  my  life  sustain. 
Now  while  I  famine  feel,  fear  worser  barms. 
Father  and  Lord,  I  turn,  thy  love,  yet  great. 
My  faults  will  pardon,  pity  mine  estate." 
This,  where  an  aged  oak  had  spread  its  arms. 
Thought  the  lost  child,  while  as  the  herds  he  led. 
And  pin'd  with  hunger,  on  wild  acorns  fed. 


\w  that  the  world  doth  in  amaze  remain. 
To  hear  in  what  a  sad,  deplorihg  mood. 
The  pelican  pours  from  her  breast  her  blood. 
To  bring  to  life  her  younglings  back  again ; 
How  should  we  wonder  at  that  sovereign  good, 
Who  from  that  serpent's  sting  that  had  us  slain. 
To  save  our  lives,  shed  his  life's  purple  flood. 
And  tura'd  to  endless  joy  our  endless  pain ! 
Ungrateful  soul,  that  charm'd  with  false  delight. 
Hast  long,  long  wander'd  in  sin*s  flow'ry  path. 
And  didst  not  think  at  all,  or  thought'st  not  right 
On  this  thy  pelican's  great  love  and  death.       [$ee 
Here  pause,  and  let  (though  Earth  it  scom)  Heaven 
Thee  pour  forth  tears  to  him  pour'd  bkxxl  for  thee.  ' 


Ir  in  the  east  when  you  do  there  behold 
Forth  from  his  crystal  bed  the  Sun  to  rise. 
With  rosy  robes  and  crown  of  flaming  gold ; 

If  gazing  on  that  empress  of  the  skies 
That  takes  so  many  forms,  and  those  fair  brandt 
Which  blaze  inHeaven's  high  vault,  night's  watch- 
ful eyes ; 

If  seeing  how  the  sea's  tumultuous  bands 
Of  bellowing  billows  have  their  course  confined ; 
How  unsusuin'd  the  Earth  still  stedfot  stands; 

Poor  morUl  wights,  you  e'er  found  in  your  mind 
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A  thought,  tbHt  some  great  king  did  sit  above. 

Who  haid  such  laws  and  rites  to  them  assignM; 
A  king  who  fis^d  the  poles,  made  spheres  to  more, 

All  wisdom,  pureness,  excellency,  might. 

All  goodness,  greatness,  justice,  heauty,  love^ — 
With  fear  and  wonder  hither  turn  your  sight. 

See,  see,  alas  !  him  now,  not  in  that  state 

Thought  could  forecast  him  into  reason's  light. 
Now  eyes  with  tears,  now  hearts  with  grief  make 
great. 

Bemoan  this  cruel  death  and  ruthful  case. 

If  ever  plaints  just  wue  cOutd  aggravate : 
From  sin  add  Hell  to  save  us  human  race, 

See  this  great  king  nail'd  to  an  abject  tree. 
An  object  of  reproach  and  sacl  disgrace. 
O  unheard  pity !  love  in  strange  degree! 

He  his  own  life  doth  give,  his  blood  doth  shed, 

For  wormlings  base  such  worthiness  to  see. 
Poor  wights !  behold  his  visage  pale  as  lead, 

His  head  bow'd  to  his  breast,  locks  sadly  rent. 

Like  a  cropped  rose,  that  languishing  doth  fade. 
Weak  nature,  weep !  astouish'd  world,  lament ! 
'  Lament,  you  winds !  you  Heaven,  that  all  con- 
tains! 

And  thou,  my  soul,  let  nought  thy  griefii  relent ! 
Those  hands,  those  sacred  hands,  which  hold  the  reins 

Of  this  great  all,  and  kept  from  mutual  wars 

The  elements,  bare  rent  for  thee  their  veins : 
Those  feet,  which  once  must  tread  on  golden  stars. 

For  thee  with  nails  would  be  pierc'd  through  and 
torn ;  [bars : 

For  thee  Heaven's  king  from  FIcaven  himself  de- 
Tbis  great  heart-quaking  dolour  wail  and  mourn. 

Ye  that  long  since  him  saw  by  might  of  faith. 

Ye  now  that  are,  and  ye  yet  to  be  bom. 
Not  to  behold  his  great  Creator's  death, 

The  Sun  from  sinful  eyes  hath  veiPd  his  light. 

And  faintly  joumies  up  Heaven's  sapphire  palh; 
And  cutting  from  her  prows  her  tresses  bright 

The  Moon  doth  keep  her  Lord's  sad  obsequies, 

Impearliog  with  her  tears  her  robe  of  night; 
All  staggering  and  lazy  lour  the  skies; 

The  earth  and  elemental  stages  quake ; 

The  long-since  dead  from  bursted  graves  arise. 
And  can  things,  wanting  sense,  yet  sorrow  take, 

And  bear  a  part  with  him  who  all  them  wrought, 

And  man  (though  bom  with  cries)  shall  pity  lack  ? 
Think  what  bad  been  your  state,  bad  he  not  brought 

To  these  sharp  pangs  himself,  and  priz'd  so  high 

Your  souls,  that  with  his  life  them  life  he  bought ! 
What  woes  do  you  attend,  if  still  ye  lie 

Plung'd  in  your  wonted  ordures !  Wretched  brood! 

Shall  for  your  sake  again  God  ever  die  ? 
O  leave  deluding  shows,  embrace  true  good. 

He  on  you  callS)  forego  sin's  shameful  trade ; 

With  prayers  now  seek  Heaven,  and  not  with 
blood. 
Let  not  the  lambs  more  from  their  dams  be  had. 

Nor  altarii  blush  (or  sin ;  live  every  thing ; 

That  long  time  long'd-for  sacrifice  is  made. 
All  that  is  from  you  crav'd  by  this  great  king 

Is  lo  believe :  a  pure  heart  incense  is. 

What  gift,  alas  !  can*  we  him  meaner  bring  ^ 
Haste,  sin-sick  souls  1  this  season  do  not  miss, 

Now   while  remorseless  time  doth    grant  you 
space, 

And  God  invites  you  to  your  only  bliss : 
He  who  you  calls  will  uot  deny  you  grace. 

But  low-deep  bury  faults,  so  ye  repent; 

His  armsy  lo !  stretched  are,  you  to  embrace. 


When  dajrs  are  done,  and  1ife*fl  small  wptuk  k- 
So  you  accept  what  freely  here  is  giTen, 
like  brood  of  angels  deathless,  all-cootent. 

Ye  shall  for  ever  live  with  him  in  Heaven. 


Comb  forth,  come  forth,  ye  blest  triumphing bands» 

Pair  citizens  of  that  immortal  town ; 

Come  see  that  king  which  all  this  all  commacds, 

Now,  overcharg'd  with  love,  die  for  his  own : 

Look  on  those  nails,  which  pierce  his  feet  and  haids  ; 

What  a  sharp  diadem  his  brows  doth  crown* 

Behold  his  ]»alKd  face,  his  heavy  frown. 

And  what  a  throng  of  thieves  him  mocking  stands  I 

Come  forth;  ye  empyrean  troops,  come  forth, 

Preserve  this  sacred  blood  that  Earth  tulonis. 

Gather  those  liquid  roees  off  his  thorns  ; 

O  !  to  be  lost  they  be  of  too  much  worth : 

For  streams,  juice,  balm',  they  are,  which  qoeocli, 

kills,  charms, 
Of  God,  Dtath,  Hell,  the  wrath,  the  lile»  the  I 


Soul,  whom  Hell  did*  once  inthral. 

He,  he  for  thine  offence 

Did  suffer  death,  who  could  not  die  at  alf. 

O  sovereign  excellence ! 

O  life  of  all  that  lives! 

Eternal  bounty  which  each  good  thing  gives  I 

How  could  Death  mount  so  high  ? 

No  wit  this  point  can  reach. 

Faith  only  doth  us  teach. 

He  died  for  us  al  all  who  could  not  die. 


Life,  to  give  life,  deprived  is  of  life. 

And  Death  displayed  hath  ensign  against  Demth ; 

So  violent  the  rigour  «as  of  Death, 

That  nought  could  daunt  it  but  the  life  of  Life : 

No  power  had  power  to  thrall  life's  pow'rs  to  death. 

But  willingly  life  down  hath  laid  his  life. 

Love  gajre  the  wound  which  wrought  this  work  oT 

death; 
His  bow  and  sbafU  were  of  the  tree  of  life. 
Now  quakes  the  author  of  eternal  death, 
1*0  find  that  they  whom  late  he  reft  of  lifie. 
Shall  fill  his  room  above  the  lists  of  death  ; 
Now  all  rejoice  in  death  who  hope  for  life. 
Dead  Jesus  lives,  who  Death  hath  kiird  by  Death ; 
No  tomb  his  tomb  is,  but  new  source  of  1^ 


Rise  from  those  fragrant  climes,  thee  now  embrace  -, 
Unto  this  world  of  ours,  O  haste  thy  race. 
Fair  Sun,  and  though  contrary  ways  all  year 
Thou  hold  thy  course,  now  with  the  highest  share,. 
Join  thy  blue  wheels  to  hasten  time  that  lowers. 
And  lazy  minutes  turn  to  perfect  hours; 
The  night  and  death  too  long  a  league  have  made. 
To  ktow  the  world  in  horrour's  ugly  shade. 
Shake  firom  thy  locks  a  day  with  saffron  rays 
So  fair,  that  it  outshine  all  other  days  ; 
And  yet  do  not  presume,  great  eye  of  light. 
To  be  that  which  this  day  must  make  ao  bright. 
See  an  eternal  Sun  hastes  to  arise  ; 
Not  from  the  eastern  blushing  seas  or  skies. 
Or  any  stranger  worlds  Heaven's  concaves  havc^ 
But  from  the  darkness  of  an  hoUoir  grave^ 
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And  tbis  is  that  all-powerful  Sun  abote        [more. 
That  crown*d  thy  brows  with  rays,  first  made  thee 
List's  truinpeters,  ye  need  not  from  your  bow'rs 
.Proclaim  this  day ;  this  the  angelic  pow'ra 
Have  done  for  you :  but  now  an  opal  hue 
BefMunts  Heaven's  crystal  to  the  lonpfing  view : 
Earth's  late-hid  colours  shine,  light  doth  adorn 
The  world,  and,  weeping  joy,  forth  comes  the  mora; 
And  with  her,  as  from  a  lethargic  trance 
The  breath  returaM,  that  bodies  doth  advance. 
Which  two  sad  nights  in  rock  lay  coffinM  dead. 
And  with  an  iron  guard  environed : 
Life  out  of  death,  light  out  of  darkness  springs. 
From  a  base  jail  forth  comes  the  King  of  kings  i 
What  late  was  mortal,  thrall'd  to  erery  woe 
That  lackeys  life,  or  upon  sense  doth  grow. 
Immortal  is,  of  an  eternal  stamp. 
Far  brighter  beaming  than  the  morning  lamp. 
So  firom  a  black  eclipse  out-peers  the  Sun : 
Such  (when  her  course  of  days  have  on  her  ruo^ 
In  a  far  forest  in  the  pearly  east, 
And  she  herself  hath  burnt,  and  spicy  nest,) 
The  lovely  bird  with  youthful  pens  and  comb. 
Doth  soar  from  out  her  cradle  and  her  tomb : 
So  a  small  seed  that  in  the  earth  lies  hid. 
And  dies,  reviving  bursts  her  ck>ddy  side, 
AdomM  with  yellow  locks  anew  is  bom. 
And  doth  become  a  mother  great  with  corn; 
Of  grains  brings  hundreds  with  it,  which  when  old 
Enrich  the  furrows,  which  do  float  with  gold. 

Hail,  holv  victor !  greatest  victor,  hail ! 
That  Hell  doth  ransack,  against  Death  prevail. 
O?  how  thou  long*d  for  com'st !  With  joyful  cries, 
The  all-triumphing  palatines  of  skies 
Salute  thy  rising ;  Earth  would  joys  no  more 
Bear,  if  thou  rising  didst  them  not  restore. 
A  silly  tomb  should  not  his  flesh  enclose, 
Who  did  Heaven's  trembling  terrasses  dispose;     . 
No  monument  should  such  a  jewel  hold, 
No  rock,  though  ruby,  diamond,  and  gold. 
Thou  didst  lament  and  pity  human  rkce. 
Bestowing  on  us  of  thy  free-given  grace 
More  than  we  forfeited  and  losed  first. 
In  Eden  rebels  when  we  were  accurst 
Then  Earth  our  portion  was.  Earth's  joys  but  given. 
Earth,  and  Earth's  bliss,  thou  hast  exchanged  with 

Heaven. 
O !  what  a  height  of  good  npon  us  streams 
From  the  great  splendour  of  thy  bounty's  beams! 
When  we  deserv'd  shame,  horrour,  flames  of  wrath, 
ThoQ  bled'st  our  wounds,  and  suffer  didst  our  death: 
Bat  Father*s  justice  pleas'd.  Hell,  Death,  o*eroome. 
In  triumph  now  thou  riseth  from  thy  tomb. 
With  glories,  which  past  sorrows  countervail ; 
Hail,  holy  victor !  greatest  victor,  hail ! 

Hence,  humble  sense,  and  hence  ye  guides  of 


We  now  reach  Heaven;  your  weak  intelligence 
And  seaichhig  pow'rs  were  in  a  flash  made  dim. 
To  learn  from  all  eternity,  that  bim 
The  Father  bred,  then  that  he  here  did  come 
(His  bearer's  parent)  in  a  virgin's  womb :     [thorn, 
Bnt  then  when  sold,  betray'd,  crown'd,  scourg'd  with 
Nail'd  to  a  tree,  all  breathless,  bloodless,  torn, 
EntombM,  him  risen  from  a  grave  to  find. 
Confounds  your  cunning,  tums,like  moles,  jrou  blind. 
Death,  thou  that  heretofore  still  barren  wast. 
Nay,  didst  each  other  birth  eat  up  aad  waste. 
Imperious^  hateful,  pitiless,  unjust, 
|}apartial  eqoaller  of  all  wttii  dast» 
VCMU  V. 


Stern  execntkxier  of  heavenly  doom, 

Made  fruitful,  now  life's  mother  art  become} 

A  sweet  relief  of  cares  the  soul  molest ; 

An  harbinger  to  gk»ry,  peace  and  rest : 

Put  off  thy  mourning  weeds,  yield  all  thy  gall 

To  daily  sinning  life,  proud  of  thy  fall; 

Assemble  all  thy  captives,  haste  to  rise. 

And  every  corse,  in  earthquakes  where  it  lies, 

Sound  from  each  flowry  grave  and  rocky  jail: 

Hail,  holy  victor !  greatest  victor,  hail ! 

The  world,  that  wanning  late  and  faint  did  lie. 
Applauding  to  our  jojrs,  thy  victory,  •   . 

To  a  young  prime  essays  to  turn  again. 
And  as  ere  soil'd  with  sin  yet  to  remain  ; 
Her  chilling  agues  she  begins  to  miss ; 
All  bliss  returning  with  the  Lord  of  bliss. 
With  greater  light.  Heaven's  temples  opened  shine ; 
Moms  smiling  rise,  evens  blushing  do  decline, 
Cloifds  dappled  glister,  boist'rous  winds  are  calm. 
Soft  zephyrs  do  the  fields  with  sighs  embalm. 
In  silent  calms  the  sea  hath  hush'd  his  roars. 
And  with  enamoured  cbrls  doth  kiss  the  shores; 
All-bearing  Earth,  like  a  new*married  queen,  - 
Her  beauties  heightens,  in  a  gown  of  green 
Perfumes  the  air,  her  meads  are  wrought  with  flow'rs, 
In  colours  various,  figures,  smelling,  pow'rs ; 
Trees  wanton  in  the  groves  with  leavy  locks. 
Here  hills  enamell'd  stand,  the  vales,  the  rocks. 
Ring  peals  of  joy,  here  floods  and  prattling  brooks, 
(Stars'  liquid  mirrors)  with  serpenting  crooks. 
And  whispering  murmurs,  sound  unto  the  main. 
The  golden  age  returned  is  again. 
The  honey  people  leave  their  golden  bow'rs. 
And  innocently  prey  on  budding  flow'rs; 
In  gloomy  shades,  perch'd  on  the  tender  sprays. 
The  painted  singers  fill  the  air  with  lays : 
Seas,  floods,  earth,  air,  all  diversely  do  sound. 
Yet  all  their  diverse  notes  bath  but  one  ground, 
Re-echo'd  here  down  from  Heaven*s  asnire  vail ; 
Hail,  holy  victor !  greatest  victor,  hail  I 

O  day,  on  which  Death's  adamantine  chain 
The  Lord  did  break,  did  ransack  Satan*s  reign» 
And  in  triumphing  pomp  his  trophies  rear'd. 
Be  thou  blest  ever,  henceforth  still  endear'd 
With  name  of  his  own  day,  the  law  to  graces 
Types  to  their  substance  yield,  to  thee  give  place 
The  old  new-moons,  with  all  festival  days; 
And,  what  above  the  rest  deserveth  praise. 
The  reverend  sabbath:  what  could  else  they  be 
Than  golden  heralds,  telling  what  by  thee 
We  should  enjoy?    Shades  past,  now  shine  thoa 

clear,  ' 

And  henceforth  be  thon  empress  of  the  year. 
This  glory  of  thy  sister's  sex  to  win. 
Prom  work  on  thee,  as  other  days  from  sin. 
That  mankind  shall  forbear,  in  every  place 
The  prince  of  planeU  warmcth  in  his  race. 
And  far  beyond  his  paths  in  frozen  climes : 
And  may  thou  be  so  blest  to  out-date  times. 
That  when  Heaven^s  choir  shall  blaze  in  accents  load 
The  many  mercies  of  their  sovereign  good, 
How  he  on  thee  did  Sin,  Death,  Hell  destroy. 
It  may  be  still  the  burthen  of  their  joy* 


BiHSATH  a  sable  veil,  and  shadows  deep. 
Of  inaccessible  and  dimming  light. 
In  silence  ebon  clouds  more  Mack  than  night. 
The  world's  great  Mind  his  secreU  hid  doth  ketp: 
X  X 
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Through  those  ihick  nritts  wheli  any  moriml  wigfat 

Aspiros,  with  halting  pace,  and  eyea  that  weep 

To  pry,  and  in  hb  mysteries  to  creep, 

With  thunders  be  and  lightnings  blasts  their  sight 

O  Sua  invisible,  that  dost  abide 

Within  thy  bright  abysmes,  most  fair,  most  dark, 

Where  with  thy  proper  rays  thou  dost  thee  hide, 

O  ever-shining,  never  full-seen  mark. 

To  guide  me  in  life's  night,  thy  light  me  show; 

The  more  I  starch  of  thee  the  less  I  know. 


If  with  such  passing  beauty,  choice  delights. 
The  Architect  of  this  great  round  did  frame 
This  palace  visible,  short  lists  of  fame. 
And  silly  mansion  but  of  dying  wights ; 
How  many  wonders,  what  amazing  lights 
Must  that  triumphing  seat  of  glory  claim. 
That  doth  transcend  all  this  all's  vasty  heights. 
Of  whose  bright  Sun,  ours  here  is  but  a  beam  ! 
O  blest  abode !  O  happy  dwelling-place! 
Whierc  visibly  th*  Invisible  duth  reign ; 
Blest  people,  which  do  see  true  Beauty's  face. 
With  whose  fsr  shadows  scarce  he  Earth  doth  deign ; 
Alt  joy  is  but  annoy,  all  concord  strife. 
Matched  with  your  endless  bliss  and  happy  life. 


Lovs  which  is  here  a  care. 
That  wit  and  will  doth  roar. 
Uncertain  truce,  and  a  iQoat  certain  war; 
,A  shrill  tampestnoos  wind. 
Which  doth  disturb  the  niind. 
And  like  wild  wavea  all  our  designs  commove ; 
Among  tho«e  powers  above, 
Which  see  their  maker's  face. 
It  a  contentment  is,  a  ouiet  peace, 
A  pleasure  void  of  grief,  a  constant  rest, 
£temal  joy,  which  nothing  can  molest. 


That  space,  where  curled  waves  do  now  divide 

From  the  great  continent  our  happy  isle, 

Was  sometime  land ;  and  noV  where  ships  do  glide. 

Once  with  laborious  art  the  plough  did  toil : 

Once  thoee  fair  bounds  stretchM  out  so  far  and  wide. 

Where  towns,  no  shires  enwall'd,  endear  each  mile. 

Were  all  ignoble  sea  and  roarish  vil^, 

Where  Proteus*  flocks  dancM  measures  to  the  tide : 

So  age  transforming  all,  still  forward  runs ; 

No  wonder  though  the  Earth  doth  change  her  face, 

New  manners,  pleasures  new,  turn  with  new  suns, 

Locks  now  like  gold  grow  to  an  hoary  grace ; 

Nay,  mind's  rare  shape  doth  change,  that  lies  de- 

spis'd 
Which  was  so  dear  of  late,  and  highly  prized. 


This  world  a  hunting  is, 

The  prey,  poor  man ;  the  Nimrod  fierce,  is  Death; 

His  speedy  gpreyhounds  are, 

Lnst,  Sickness,  Envy,  Care ; 

Strife  that  ne'er  falls. amiss. 

With  all  those  ills  which  haunt  us  while  we  breathe. 

Now,  if  by  chance  we  fly 

Of  these  the  eager  chace. 

Old  age  with  stealing  pace 

Casts  on  his  nets,  and  there  wa  panting  die. 


Why,  wordlings,  do  ye  trust  firail  hooonr's  dreaBi, 
And  lean  to  gilded  glories  which  decay  ? 
Why  do  ye  toil  to  registrate  your  names 
On  icy  pillars,  which  soon  melt  away  ? 
True  honour  is  not  here,  that  place  it  claims 
Where  black-browM  night  doth  not  exile  the  day. 
Nor  no  far-shining  lamp  dives  in  the  sea. 
But  an  eternal  Sun  spreads  lasting  beams ; 
There  it  attendeth  you,  where  spotless  bands 
Of  sp'rits  stand  gazing  on  their  sovereign  bRss, 
Where  years  not  hold  it  in  their  cank'ring  haodig 
But  wIk)  once  noble,  ever  noble  is. 
Look  home,  lest  he  your  weaken'd  wit  make  thnD, 
Who  Eden's  foolish  gard'ner  erst  made  fall 


As  are  those  apples,  pleasant  to  the  eye. 
But  full  of  smoke  within,  which  use  to  grow 
Near  that  strange  lake  where  God  pour*d  from  the 

sky 
Huge  show'rs  of  flames,  worse  flames  to  overthnjw : 
Such  are  their  works  that  with  a  glaring  show 
Of  humble  holiness  in  virtue's  dye 
Would  colour  mischief,  while  within  they  glow 
With  coals  of  sin,  though  none  the  smoke  descry. 
Bad  is  that  angel  that  erst  fell  from  Heaven; 
But  not  so  bad  as  he,  nor  in  worse  case. 
Who  hides  a  traitorous  mind  with  smiling  ^m^ 
And  with  a  dove's  white  feathers  clothes  a  ravea. 
Each  shi  some  colour  hath  it  to  adorn. 
Hypocrisy  Almighty  God  doth  scorn. 


New  doth  the  Son  appear. 

The  mountains'  snows  decay, 

Crown'd  with  frail  flow'rs  forth  comes  the  hhtu 

year; 
My  seol,  time  posts  away, 
And  thou,  yet  in  that  frost 
Which  flow'r  and  fruit  hath  lost. 
As  if  all  here  immortal  were,  dost  stay: 
For  shame !  thy  powers  awake, 
Look  to  that  Heaven  which  never  night  aaka 

black, 
And  there  at  that  immortal  Sun's  bright  rays. 
Deck  thee  with  flow'rs,  which  fear  not  rage  of  days. 


Thrice  happy  be  who  by  some  shady  grovei. 

Far  from  the  clamorous  world,  doth  Uve  his  own, 

Though  solitary,  who  is  not  alone. 

But  doth  converse  with  that  eternal  love. 

O  how  more  sweet  is  birds'  harmonious  moan. 

Or  the  hoarse  sobbings  of  the  widow*d  dove. 

Than,  those  smooth,  whisp'rings  near  a  pnnoe's 

throne. 
Which  good  make  doubtful,  do  the  evil  approve ! 
O  !  how  more  sweet  is  sepbyns'  wholesome  breath, 
And  sighs  embalm'd,  which  new-bom  flow'rs  no- 

fbld, 
Than  that  applause  vain  honour  doth  beqoeath ! 
How  sweet  are  streams  to  poison  drank  in  gold ! 
The  world  is  full  of  horrours,  troubles,  slighU : 
Woods'  barmlest  shades  ha. «  only  tnie  detights. 
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wsBt  bird,  that  sing'st  away  the  early  houri 
^  winters  past,  or  ooming,  void  of  care, 
/ell  pleased  with  delights  which  present  are, 
air  seasons,  budding  sprays,  sweet-smelling  flowVs: 
'o  rocks,  to  springs,  to  rills,  from  leary  bow'rs 
boa  thy  Creator*s  goodness  dost  declare, 
jid  what  dear  gifts  on  thee  be  did  not  spare, 
.  stain  to  human  sense  in  sin  that  low'rs. 
i^hat  soul  can  be  so  sick,  which  by  thy  songs 
\ttir'd  in  sweetness)  sweetly  is  not  driven 
tuite  to  forget  Earth*s  turmoils,  spites,  and  wrongs, 
.nd  lift  a  reverend  eye  and  thought  to  Heaven  ? 
weet,  artless  songster,  thou  my  mind  dost  raise 
'o  airs  of  spheres,  yes,  and  to  angels*  lays. 


s  when  it  happeneth  that  some  lovely  town 
Tntu  a  barbaious  besieger  fiills, 
i^ho  both  by  sword  and  flame  himself  instals, 
.nd'  shameless  it  in  tears  and  blood  doth  drown ; 
[er  beauty  spoiled,  her  citizens  made  thralls, 
Us  spite  yet  cannot  so  her  all  throw  down, 
iut  that  some  statue,  pillar  of  renown, 
'et  lurks  unmaimM  wUhtu  her  weeping  walls: 
o  after  all  the  spoil,  disgrAce  and  wreck,     [bin*d, 
"hat  time,  the  world,  and  death,  could  bring  com- 
.midst  that  mass  of  ruins  they  did  make, 
afie  and  all  scarless  yet  remains  my  mind : 
rom  this  so  high  transcentlent  rapture  springs, 
hat  I,  all  else  defaced,  not  envy  kings. 


.ET  us  each  day  inure  ourselves  to  die, 

r  this,  and  not  our  fears,  be  truly  death, 

hove  the  circles  both  of  hope  and  finith 

iTith  fair  immortal  pinions  to  fly ; 

r  this  be  death,  our  best  part  to  untie 

By  ruining  the  jail)  from  lust  and  wrath, 

nd  every  drowsy  languor  here  beneath, 

'o  be  made  denized  citizen  of  skv ; 

b  have  more  knowledge  than  all  books  contain, 

11  pleasures  even  surmounting  wishing  powV, 

he  fellowship  of  God's  immortal  train, 

nd  these  that  time  nor  force  shall  e*er  devour : 

'  this  be  death,  what  joy,  what  golden  care 

f  life,  can  with  death's  ugliness  compare  ? 


Amidst  the  azure  clear 

Of  Jordan's  sacred  streams, 
9rdan,  of  Lebanon  the  o£Eipring  dear. 

When  zephyrs  flow*rs  unclose. 

And  Sun  shines  with  new  beams, 
iTith  grave  and  stately  grace  a  nymph  arose. 

Upon  her  head  she  wear 

Of  amaranths  a  crown ; 
[er  left  hand  palms,  her  right  a  torch  did  bear ; 

Unveil'd  skin's  whiteness  lay. 

Gold  hairs  in  curls  hung  down, 
lyes  sparkled  joy,  more  bright  than  star  of  day. 

The  flood  a  throne  her  reaHd 

Of  waves,  most  like  that  Heaven 
/here  beaming  stars  in  glory  turn  ensphered : 

The  air  stood  calm  and  clear. 

No  sigh  by  winds  was  given, 
lirds  left  to  sing,  herds  feed,  her  voice  to  bear. 


"  Worid-wand'ring  sorry  wights. 

Whom  nothing  can  content 
Within  these  varying  lists  of  days  and  nights. 

Whose  life,  ere  known  amiss. 

In  glittering  grieft  is  spent. 
Come  learn,*'  said  she, "  what  is  your  chdceit  bliss ; 

"  From  toil  and  pressing  cares 

How  ye  may  respite  find, 
A  sanctuary  from  soul-thralling  snares} 

A  port  to  harbour  sure. 

In  spite  of  waves  and  wind, 
Which  shall  when  time*s  swift  glass  is  run,  endiira. 

"  Not  happy  is  that  life 

Which  you  as  happy  hold. 
No,  but  a  sea  of  fears,  a  field  of  strife, 

ChargM  on  a  throne  to  sit 

With  diadems  of  gold, 
Prescrv*d  by  force,  and  still  observ*d  by  wit, 

"  Huge  treasures  to  e^joy. 

Of  all  her  gems  spml  Inde, 
All  Seres*  silk  in  garments  to  emplojF, 

Deliciously  to  feed, 

Tlie  phosnix'  plumes  to  find 
To  rest  upon,  or  deck  your  purple  bfd, 

"  Frail  beauty  to  abuse. 

And,  wanton  Sybarites, 
On  past  or  present  touch  of  sense  to  muse  j 

Never  to  hear  of  noise 

But  what  the  ear  delighU, 
Sweet  music's  charms,  or  charming  flatterer^  voio^;. 

"  Nor  can  it  bliss  you  bring. 

Hid  nature's  depths  to  know. 
Why  matter  changeth,  whence  each  form  doth 
spring.   • 

Nor  that  your  fame  shQuld  range. 

And  after-worlds  it  blow 
From  Tanais  to  Nile,  from  Nile  to  Gange, 

**  All  these  have  not  the  pow'r 

To  free  the  mind  from  fears. 
Nor  hideous  horrour  can  allay  one  hour. 

When  Death  in  stealth  doth  ghmce. 

In  sickness  lurks  or  years. 
And  wakes  the  soul  from  out  her  mortal  trange, 

«  No,  but  blest  life  is  this. 

With  chaste  and  pure  desire 
To  turn  onto  the  load-4tar  of  all  bliss, 

On  God  the  mind  to  rest. 

Burnt  up  with  sacred  fire, 
Possessing  him  to  be  by  him  postestt 

<*  When  to  the  balmy  east 

Sun  doth  his  l:ght  impart. 
Or  when  he  diveth  in  the  lowly  west. 

And  ravisheth  the  day. 

With  spotless  h&nd  and  heart. 
Him  cheerfully  to  praise,  and  to  him  pray ; 

<*  To  heed  each  action  so 

As  ever  m  his  sight. 
More  fearing  doing  ill  than  passive  woe ; 

Not  to  seem  other  thing 

Than  what  ye  are  aright; 
Never  to  do  what  may  repentance  bring ; 
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"  Not  to  be  blown  with  pride, 

Nor  mov'd  at  glory's  breath, 
Whicb  ihadow-like  on  wiogs  of  time  doth  glide  i 

So  malice  to  disarm, 

And  conquer  hasty  wrath, 
ib  to  do  good  to  those*  that  work  your  taann : 

*<  To  hatch  no  base  desires. 

Or  gold  or  land  to  gain. 
Well  pleased  with  that  which  virtne  fair  acquires; 

To  have  the  wit  and  will 

Consorting  in  ooe  strain. 
Than  what  is  good  to  have  no  higher  skill : 

*'  Never  on  neighbour's  goods, 

With  cockatrice's  eye 
To  look,  nor  make  another^s  heaven  yoar  hell ; 

Nor  to  be  beauty's  thrall ; 

All  fruitlc^ss  love  to  fly, 
Yet  loving  still  a  love  transcendent  all; 

**  A  love,  which,  while  it  buns 

The  koul  with  fairest  beams. 
To  that  Increated  Sun  the  soul  it  turns. 

And  makes  such  beauty  prove. 

That,  if  sense  saw  her  gleams, 
All  lookers-on  would  pine  and  die  for  love. 

"  Who  such  a  life  doth  live 

Yon  happy  even  may  call, 
ftre  ruthless  Death  a  wished  end  him  give; 

And  after  then  when  given. 

More  happy  by  his  fall. 
For  humanes,  Earth,  eqjoying  angels.  Heaven. 

*<  Swift  is  your  mortal  race, 

And  glassy  is  the  field ; 
Valt  aire  desires  not  limited  by  grace: 

Life  a  weak  taper  is ; 

Then  while  it  lig]^t  doth  yield, 
hcmwe  flying  jo3rs,  embrace  this  lasting  bliss^'' 

This  when  the  nymph  had  said. 

She  div*d  Within  the  flood. 
Whose  face  with  smiling  curls  long  after  staid ; 

Then  sighs  did  zephyrs  press, 

Birds  sang  from  every  wood. 
And  echoes  rang,  **  This  was  true  happiness.** 


AH 
HYMH  ON  THE  FAIRC8T  FAIR. 

t  PUL  my  bosom  glow  with  wontless  fires, 
Rais*d  from  the  vulgar  press  my  mind  aspijvs, 
Wlng*d  with  high  thoughts,  unto  bis  praise  to  climb, 
From  deep  eternity,  who  call»d  forth  time; 
That  esteoce  #hich,  not  mov'd,  makes  each  thing 
Uncreate  beauty,  all-creating  love :  [mov^ 

*  But  by  so  grdat  ao  object,  radiant  light. 
My  heart  apall'd,  enfeebled  resu  my  sight. 
Thick  clouds  benight  my  labouring  engine, 
Afid  at  my  high  attempts  my  wits  repine. 
K  thou  in  me  this  sacred  heat  hast  wrought,* 
My  knowledge  sharpen,  sarcels  lend  my  thought: 
Grant  me.  Time's  Father,  world-containing  King, 
A  pow'r  of  thee  in  powerful  l|iys  to  sing ; 
That  aa  thy  beanty  in  Earth  lives,  Heaven  shines, 
It  dawning  nay  or  shadow  in  my  lines. 


As  far  beyond  the  starry  walls  of  HesTCtf^ 
As  is  the  loftiest  of  the  planets  seven, 
Sequester'd  from  this  Earth  in  purest  light, 
Out^shining  onrs,  as  ours  doth  saMe  nigfat* 
Thou  all-sufiicientt  omnipotent. 
Thou  ever  glorious,  most  excellent, 
God  various  in  names,  in  essence  one. 
High  art  installed  on  a  golden  throne. 
Out-stretching  Heaven's  wide  bespangled  vadt. 
Transcending  all  the  cireles  of  oar  thought; 
With  diamontme  sceptre  in  thy  band,         [maad. 
There  thou  giv'st  laws,  and  dost  this  worid  osb* 
This  world  of  concords  rais*d  unlikely  sweet. 
Which  like  a  ball  lies  pfostmU  at  thy  feet. 
If  so  we  may  well  say.  (and  what  ve  mj 
Heie  wrapp'd  in  flesh,  led  by  dim  reaaoo^  ny. 
To  show,  by  earthly  beauties  which  we  see. 
That  spiritual  excellence  that  shinei  in  thee. 
Good  liOfd  forgive)  noLfar  from  thy  right  aide. 
With  curled  locks  Youth  ever  doth  abide; 
Rose-cheeked  Youth,  who  garlanded  with  fiovhs* 
Still  blooming,  ceaselessly  unto  thee  poun 
Immortal  nectar  in  a  cup  of  gold, 
I1iat  by  no  darts  of  ages  thon  grow  old  ; 
And  as  ends  and  beginnings  thee  not  claim, 
Successionless  that  thou  be  still  the  aaaie. 
Near  to  thy  other  side  resistJeas  Might, 
From  bead  to  foot  in  burnish  *d  armour  dicht. 
That  rings  about  him,  with  a  waving  brand. 
And  watchful  eye,  great  centioel  doth  stand  ; 
That  neither  time  nor  force  in  aught  impair 
Thy  workmanship,  nor  harm  thine  empire  fair; 
Soon  to  give  death  to  all  again  that  would 
Stem  Discord  raise,  which  thon  destroyM  of  old; 
Discord,  that  foe  to  order,  nurte  of  war. 
By  which  the  noblest  things  demolished  an: 
But,  caitiff!  she  no  treason  doth  deviae. 
When  Might  to  nought  doth  bring  her  enterprise: 
Thy  all-upholding  Might  her  malice  r^na. 
And  her  to  Hell  throws,  bound  in  iroo  chaias. 

With  locks  in  waves  of  gold,  that  ebb  and  iam 
On  ivory  neck,  in  robes  more  white  than  saow. 
Truth  stedfisxUy  before  thee  holds  a  glaa^ 
Indent  with  gems,  where  shineth  all  that  was. 
That  is,  or  shall  be,  here  ere  aught  was  wraofbt. 
Thou  knew  al  I  that  thy  pow'r  with  timelbrth  hrooebt. 
And  more,  things  numberless  which  tfaoo  cooidA 
That  actually  shall  never  being  take  ;  [make. 

Here  thou  bchold'st  thyself,  and,  strange !  dost  ptore 
At  once  the  beauty,  lover,  and  the  hnre. 

With  faces  two,  like  sisters,  sweetly  fair. 
Whose  blossoms  no  rough  autumn  can  impair. 
Stands  Providence,  and  doth  her  looks  di^txst 
Through  every  comer  of  this  universe  ; 
Thy  Providence,  at  once  which  general  thmgt 
And  singular  dc^  rule,  as  empires  kings; 
Without  whose  care  (his  world  ksl  woald  remain. 
As  ship  without  a  master  in  the  main. 
As  chariot  aloiie,  ns  bodies  prove 
DepriVd  of  souls,  whereby  they  be,  Kve,  move. 

But  who  are  they  which  shine  thy  throne  so  near* 
With  sacred  countenance  and  look  severe  ? 
This  in  one  hand  a  pondYous  sword  doth  hold. 
Her  left  stays  cbarg'd  with  balances  of  gold  ; 
That,  with  brows  girt  with  bays,  sweet-amilnig  tut^ 
Doth  bear  a  brandon  with  a  babish  grace : 
Two  milk-white  wings  him  easily  do  move;- 
O !  she  thy  Justice  is,  and  this  thy  Lore ! 
By  this  thou  brought'st  this  engine  great  to  figlit ; 
By  that  it  framed  m  number,  iiMasiiie,  weighty 
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^list  destine  doth  reward  to  ill  and  good : 
Bat  sway  of  Jastice  is  by  Love  withstood. 
Which  did  it  not  relent,  and  mildly  stay, 
This  world  ere  now  had  found  its  funeral  day. 

What  bands,  encluster'd,  near  to  these  abide, 
Which  into  vast  infinity  them  hide ! 
Infinity  that  neither  doth  admit 
Place,  time,  nor  number  to  encroach  on  it. 
Here  Bounty  sparkleth,  here  doth  Beauty  shiue. 
Simplicity,  more  white  than  gelsomine, 
Men;y  with  open  wings,  aye-varied  Bliss, 
Glory,  and  Joy,  that  Bliss's  darling  is. 

Inefihble,  all.pow*rful  God,  all  free. 
Thou  only  lir'st,  and  each  thing  lives  by  thee ; 
No  joy,  no^  nor  perfection  to  thee  came 
By  the  contriving  of  this  world's  great  fhime : 
Ere  Son,  Moon,  sUrs  began  their  restless  race. 
Ere  painted  was  with  light  Heaven*s  pure  face, 
fre  air  had  clouds,  ere  clouds  wept  down  their 

show'rs. 
Ere  sea  embraced  earth,  efe  earth  bare  flow'rs. 
Thou  happy  liv*dst;  world  nought  to  thee  supply'd. 
All  in  thyself  thyself  thou  satirf^'d: 
Of  good  no  slender  shadow  doth  appear, 
No  age-worn  track,  which  shin'd  in  thee  not  clear, 
Perfection's  sum,  prime  cause  of  every  cause. 
Midst,  end,  beginning  where  all  good  doth  pause : 
Hence  of  thy  substance,  differing  in  nought. 
Thou  in  eternity  thy  son  forth  brought ; 
The  only  birth  of  thy  unchanging  mind. 
Thine  image,  pattern-like  that  ever  shin'd; 
Light  out  of  light,  begotten  not  by  will. 
But  nature,  all  and  that  same  essence  still 
Which  thou  thyself,  for  thou  dost  nought  possess 
Which  he  hath  not,  in  aught  nor  is  he  less 
Thau  th««  his  great  begetter ;  of  this  light. 
Eternal,  double-kindled  was  thy  spright 
Flemally,  who  is  with  thee  the  same. 
All-holy  gift,  ambassador,  knot,  6ame : 
Most  sacred  Triad,  O  most  holy  One ! 
Unprocreate  Father,  ever  procreate  Son,  [be. 

Ghost  breath 'd  from  both,  you  were,  are  still,  shall 
<Most  blessed)  Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three, 
Incomprehensible  by  reachless  height. 
And  unperceived  by  excessive  light. 
So  in  our  souls  three  and  yet  one  are  still, 
llie  understanding,  memory,  and  will ; 
So  (though  nnlike)  the  planet  of  the  days. 
So  soon  as  he  was  made,  begat  his  rays, 
Which  are  his  ofispring,  and  firom  both  was  hcui*d 
The  rosy  light  which  consolates  the  world. 
And  none  forewent  another :  so  the  spring, 
The  well-head,  and  the  stream  which  they  forth 

bring. 
Are  but  one  self-same  essence,  nor  in  aught 
Do  dtfier,  save  in  order;  and  our  thought 
No  chime  of  time  discerns  in  them  to  foil. 
But  three  distinctly  'bide  one  essence  all. 
But  these  express  not  thee.    Who  can  dedate 
Thy  being  ?  Men  and  angels  dazzled  are. 
Who  woakl  this  Eden  force  with  wit  or  sensc^ 
A  <iherubm  shall  find  to  bar  him  tbenoe. 

Great  Architect,  Lord  of  this  iinsverse^ 
That  light  is  blinded  would  thy  greatness  piecce. 
Ah !  as  a  pilgrim  who  the  Alps  doth  pass, 
Or«  Atlas*  temples  crown'd  with  winter  glass, 
The  airy  Caucasus,  the  Apennine, 
Pyrenees'  clifts  where  Sun  doth  never  shine,      \ 
When  he  some  craggy  hills  hath  overwent, 
Begins  to  think  on  rest,  hb  joamey  spent. 


Till  mounting  some  tall  mountain,  he  do  find 
More  heights  before  him  than  he  left  behind  e 
With  halting  pace  so  while  I  would  me  raise 
To  the  unbounded  limits  of  thy  praise. 
Some  part  of  way  I  thought  to  have  o'er-mn. 
But  now  I  see  how  scarce  I  have  begun ; 
With  wonders  new  my  spirits  range  possest. 
And  wandering  wayl^  in  a  maze  them  rest. 

in  these  vast  fields  of  light,  ethereal  plains. 
Thou  art  attended  by  immortal  trains 
Of  intellectual  pow'rs,  which  thou  brought'st  forth 
To  praise  thy  goodness,  and  admire  thy  worth. 
In  numbers  passing  other  creatures  far. 
Since  most  in  number  noblest  creatures  are. 
Which  do  in  knowledge  us  not  less  outrun 
Than  Moon  in  light  doth  stars,  or  Moon  the  Sun  i 
Unlike,  in  orders  rang'd  and  many  a  band, 
(If  beauty  in  disparity  doth  stand) 
Archangels,  angels,  cherubs,  seraphines. 
And  what  with  name  of  thrones  amongst  themshines, 
large-ruling  princes,  dominations,  pow'rs. 
Ail-acting  virtues  of  those  flaming  tow'rs^ 
These  freed  of  umbrage,  these  of  labour  free. 
Rest  ravished  with  still  beholding  thee ; 
Inflam'd  with  beams  which  sparkle  from  thy  foce. 
They  can  no  more  desire,  for  less  embrace. 

Low  under  them,  with  sk>w  and  staggering  pace 
Thy  hand-maid  Nature  thy  great  steps  doth  trace, 
The  source  of  second  causes'  golden  chain. 
That  links  this  frame  as  thou  it  doth  ordain. 
Nature  gaz*d  on  with  such  a  curious  eye. 
That  earthlings  oft  her  deem'd  a  deity. 
By  Nature  led,  those  bodies  foir  and  great. 
Which  foint  not  in  their  course,  nor  change  tfieir 
Unintermix'd,  which  no  disorder  prove,         [state;, 
Though  aye  and  contrary  they  always  move. 
The  organs  of  thy  providence  divine. 
Books  ever  open,  signs  that  cleariy  shine; 
Time's  purpled  maskers  then  do  them  advance 
As  by  sweet  music  in  a  measured  dance; 
Stars,  host  of  Heaven,  ye  firmaments,  bright  flow'rs, 
Clear  lamps  which  overhang  this  stsige  of  ours, 
Ye  turn  not  there  to  deck  the  weeds  of  night, 
Nor^  pageant  like,  to  please  the  vulgar  sight : 
Great  causes,  sure  ye  must  bring  great  effects ; 
But  who  can  descant  right  your  grave  aspects  ? 
He  only  who  yon  made  decjrpher  can 
Your  notes ;  Heaven's  eyes,  ye  blind  the  eyes  of  man. 

Amidst  these  sapphire  for-extending  heights. 
The  never-twinkling,  ever  wand'ring  lights 
Their  fixed  motions  keep;  one  dry  and  cold. 
Deep-leaden  eolour*d,  slowly  there  is  roll'd. 
With  rule  and  line  for  Timels  steps  meeting  even. 
In  twice  three  lustres  he  hut  turns  his  heaven. 
With  temperate  qualities  and  countenance  fair. 
Still  mildly  smiling,  sweetly  debqonaire. 
Another  cheers  the  world,  and  way  doth  make 
In  twice  six  autumns  through  the  zodiac. 
But  hot  and  dry  with  flaming  locks  and  brows 
Enrag'd,  this  in  his  red  pavilion  glows : 
Together  runamg  with  like  speed,  if  space. 
Two  equally  in  bands  achieve  their  race ; 
With  blushing  face  this  oft  doth  bring  the  day. 
And  ushers  oft  to  sUtely  sUrs  the  way ; 
That  various  in  virtue,  changing,  light. 
With  his  small  flame  impearls  the  vail  of  night 
Prince  of  this  court,  the  Sun  in  triumph  rides. 
With  the  year  snake-likc  in  herself  that  glides. 
Time's  dispensator,  fair  life-giving  source, 
Throoghslfy's  twelve  posts  as  he  doth  run  h'lscoan^ 
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Heart  of  this  all,  of  whftt  is  known  to  sense, 
The  likest  to  his  Makcr^s  excellence ; 
la  whose  diurnal  motion  doth  appear 
A  shadow,  no  true  portrait  of  the  year. 
The  Moon  mores  lowest,  silver  suu  uf  nij^ht. 
Dispersing  through  the  world  her  borrowed  light ; 
Who  in  three  forms  her  head  abroad  doth  range. 
And  only  constant  is  in  cdnstant  change. 

Sad  queen  of  silence,  I  ne'er  see  thy  face 
To  wax,  or  wane,  or  shine  with  a  full  grace. 
But  straight,  amazM,  on  man  1  think,  each  day 
His  state  who  cbangeth,  or  if  he  find  stay. 
It  is  iu  doleful  anguish,  cares,  and  pains. 
And  of  his  labours  death  is  all  the  gains. 
Immortal  Monarch,  can  so  fond  a  thought 
Lodge  in  my  breast,  as  to  trust  thou  first  brought 
Here  in  Earth's  shady  cloister,  Wretched  man. 
To  suck  the  air  of  wue,  to  spend  life's  span 
Midst  sighs  and  plaints,  a  stranger  unto  mirth, 
To  giye  himself  his  death  rebuking  birth  ? 
By  sense  and  wit  of  creatures  made  king, 
By  sense  and  wit  to  live  their  underling  ! 
And  what  is  worst,  have  eaglets  eyes  to  see 
His  own  disgrace,  and  know  an  high  degree 
Of  bliss,  the  place,  if  he  might  thereto  climbs 
And  not  live  thralled  to  imperious  time  > 
Or,  dotard !  shall  I  so  from  reason  swerve. 
To  dim  those  lights,  which  to  our  use  do  serve. 
Tor  thou  dost  not  them  need,  more  nobly  fram'd 
Than  ns^  that  know  their  course,  and  have  them 

nam'd } 
No,  t  ne'er  think  but  we  did  them  surpass 
As  far  as  they  do  asterisms  of  glass. 
When  thou  us  made,  by  treason  high  defird. 
Thrust  from  our  first  estate,  wc  live  exil'd, 
Wand'rlng  this  £arth,  which  is  of  Death  the  lot. 
Where  he  doth  use  the  power  which  he  hath  got, 
Indifferent  umpire  unto  clotons  aud  kings, 
I'he  suprtoie  monarch  of  all  mortal  things. 

When  first  this  dow*ry  orb  was  to  us  given. 
It  but  a  place  disvalo'd  was  to  Heaven : 
These  creatures  which  now  our  sovereigns  are, 
And,  ts  to  rebels^  do  denounce  us  war, 
llien  were  our  vassals ;  no  tumultuous  storm. 
No  thunders,  earthquakes,  did  her  form  deform  j 
The  seas  in  tumbling  mountains  did  not  roar, 
Sut  like  moist  crystal  whisper*d  on  the  shore ; 
No  snake  did  trace  her  meads,  nor  ambush*d 

lowV 
In  azure  <^nrls  beneath  the  sweet  spring  flowV; 
The  nighuhade,  henbane,  napd,  aconite, 
Her  bowels  then  not  bear,  with  death  to  smite 
Her  guiltless  brood :  thy  messengers  of  grace. 
As  their  high  rounds,  did  haunt  this  lower  places 
O  joy  of  joys !  with  our  first  parents  thou 
Tb  commune  then  didst  deign,  as  friends  do  now  t 
Against  thee  we  rebellM,  and  justly  thus 
Each  creature  rebelled  against  us ; 
Earth,  reft  of  what  did  chief  in  her  excel, 
.'1*0  all  became  a  jail,  to  most  a  Hell : 
In  time's  full  term,  until  thy  Son  was  given, 
Who  man  with  thee,  Earth  reconciled  with  HeAvetL 

Whole  and  entire,  all  in  thyself  thou  art; 
Ail-where  diffused,  yet  of  this  all  no  partt 
For  infinite,  in  making  this  fair  firame, 
Great  without  quantity,  in  all  thou  came  j 
And  filling  all,  how  can  thy^tate  admit, 
Or  place  or  substance  to  be  void  of  it  ? 
Were  worlds  as  many  as  the  rays  which  itreaiH 
From  day*s  bright  lamp,  or  madding  wiu  do  dreanii 


They  would  not  reel  in  aoght,  nor  Wtnd'ritig  stray, 

But  draw  to  thee,  who  could  their  oentrea  atay  ; 

Were  but  one  hour  this  world  disjoio'd  frooi  thitc. 

It  in  one  hour  to  nought  reduc'd  tboold  be. 

For  it  thy  shadow  is;  and  can  they  last. 

If  sever'd  from  the  substances  them  cast  ? 

O  !  only  bless'd,  and  Author  of  all  Miss  1 

No,  bliss  itself,  that  ail-where  wished  ia ; 

Efficient,  exemplary,  final  good, 

Of  thine  own  self  but  only  understood : 

Light  is  thy  curtain  :  thou  art  Light  of  light ; 

An  ever-waking  eye  still  shining  bright. 

In-looking  all,  exempt  of  passive  pow'r. 

And  change,  in  change  since  Death's  pale  shade 

doth  low*r : 
All  times  to  thee  are  one ;  that  which  hath  ran. 
And  that  which  is  not  broOgfat  yet  by  the  San, 
To  thee  are  present,  who  dost  always  see 
In  present  act,  what  past  is,  or  to  be. 
Day-livers,  we  rememberance  do  lose 
Of  ages  worn,  fto  miseries  us  tots, 
(Blind  and  lethargic  of  thy  heavenly  grate. 
Which  sin  in  our  first  parents  did  deface ; 
And  even  while  embrions  cnnt  by  justett  doom} 
That  we  neglect  what  gone  is,  or  to  come ; 
But  thou  in  thy  great  archives  scrolled  b«st. 
In  parts  and  whole,  whatever  yet  hath  past. 
Since  first  the  marble  wheeb  of  Time  were  roll'd. 
As  ever  living,  never  waxing  old. 
Still  is  the  same  thy  day  and  yesterday. 
An  undivided  now,  a  constant  aye. 

O !  king,  whose  greatness  none  can  comprcheod, 
Whose  boundleiM  ^x>dness  doth  to  all  extecd ; 
Light  of  all  beauty,  ocean  without  groand. 
That  standing,  fiowest;  giving,  dost  abound ; 
Rich  palace,  and  in-dweller,  ever  blest. 
Never  not  working,  ever  yet  in  rest : 
What  wit  cannot  conceive,  words  say  of  thet. 
Here  where  we  as  but  in  a  mirror  see. 
Shadows  of  shadows,  atoms  of  thy  might. 
Still  owely-eyed  when  staring  on  thy  Ir^t ; 
Grant,  that,  released  from  this  earthly  jail,    [veil. 
And  fireed  from  clouds,  which  here  oar  knowledge 
In  Heaven's  high  temples  where  thy  praises  ring. 
In  sweeter  notes  I  may  hear  angels  sing. 


Grkat  God,  whom  we  with  humbled  thoughts  adort^ 

Eternal,  infinite,  almighty  King, 

Whose  dwellings  Heaven  transcend,  whose  tbro^ 

before 
Archangels  serve,  and  seraphim  do  sing ; 
Of  nought  who  wrought  all  that  with  womd*ring  eyes 
Wc  do  behold  within  this  various  rouad ; 
Who  makes  the  rocks  to  rock,  to  stand  the  skies ; 
At  whose  command  clouds  peals  of  thunder  sound : 
Ah !  spare  us  worms,  weigh  not  how  we,  alas ! 
Evil  to  ourselves,  against  thy  laws  rebel ; 
Wash  off  those  spots,  which  still  in  conscience*  glass, 
Though  we  he  loath  to  look,  we  see  too  well.  • 
Deserved  rerenge,  Oh  !  do  not,  do  not  take : 
If  thou  revenge,  who  shall  abide  thy  blow } 
Pass  shall  thisworid,  this  world  which  thou  didst 

make. 
Which  should  not  perish  till  thy  trompet  bkm. 
What  soui  is  found  whose  parent's  crime  not  stains  f 
Or  what  with  its  own  sins  defil'd  is  not  ? 
Though  Jnstice  rigour  threaten,  yet  her  reins 
Let  Mercy  guide,  and  sever  be  forgot* 
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mf  mur  firaHs,  Ikr^  far  than  it  thy  love : 
O  !  wbat  oma  better  seem  thy  grace  dmoe, 
Tbflui  they»  who  plagues  deserve,  thy  bounty  prove  * 
Aod  wbere  thou  show'r  inay*st  veugeance,  there  to 
Then  look  and  pity;  pitying,  forgive  [shine! 

tJs  gailiy  slaves,  or  servants  now  in  thrall; 
Sla^res,  if  alas !  thou  look  how  we  do  live, 
Or  doing  ill,  or  doing  nought  at  all ; 
Of  an  nAgrateful  mind  the  foul  ethct, 
Bot  if  thy  gifts,  which  largely  heretofore 
Tbon  hast  upon  ns  pour*d,  thou  dost  respect. 
We  are  thy  servants,  nay,  than  servants  more. 
Thy  children ;  yes,  and  children  dearly  bought: 
Bot  what  strange  chance  ns  of  this  lot  bereaves } 
IVjor,  worthless  wights,  how  lowly  are  we  brought! 
WhosB  grac^  once  children  made,  sin  hath  made 
sUves.  [break, 

Shi  hath  made  slaves,  but  let  those  bands  grace 
That  in  our  wrongs  thy  mercies  may  appear: 
Thy  wisdom  not  so  mean  is,  powY  so  weak, 
Biit  thousand  ways  they  can  make  worlds  thee  fear. 

O  wisdom  boundless !  O  miraciikHis  grace ! 
Grace,  wisdom  which  make  wink  dim  reason's  eye ! 
And  oould  Heaven's  Kiug  bring  from  his  ptaceless 
On  this  ignoble  stage  of  care  to  die ;  [pUce, 

To  die  our  death,  and  with  the  sacred  stream 
Of  blood  and  water  gushing  firom  his  side. 
To  make  as  clean  of  that  contagious  blame, 
Fint  on  ns  brought  by  our  first  parent's  pride ! 
Thus  thy  greet  lave  and  pity,  lieavenly  krag ! 
Lofve,  pity,  which  so  well  our  loss  prevent. 
Of  eril  itself,  lo  !  could  all  goodness  bring, 
And  sad  beginning  cheer  with  ghid  event. 
O  love  and  pity  !  ill  known  of  these  times ! 
O  love  and  pity  !  careful  of  our  need  ! 
O  booBties  I  which  our  horrid  acts  and  crimes, 
Grown  numberless,  contend  near  to  exceed. 
Make  this  excessive  ardour  of  thy  love 
So  warm  our  coldness,  so  our  lives  renew. 
That  we  from  sin,  sin  may  from  us  remove, 
Wiadon  our  will,  faith  may  our  wit  subdue. 
Let  thy  pure  k>ve  bum  up  all  worldly  lust, 
Heirs  candid  poison  killing  our  best  part. 
Which  makes  us  joy  in  toys,  adore  frail  dust 
Instead  of  thee,  in  temple  of  our  heart 

Grant,  when  at  last  our  souls  these  bodies  leave, 
Tbeir  loathsome  shops  of  sin  and  mansions  blind, 
And  doom  before  thy  royal  seat  receive, 
A  saviour  more  than  judge  they  thee  may  find. 
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THB  RIVER  OF  FORTH  FBASTING. 

BCINO  A  PAMBCraiC  TO  THB  HIGH  AMD  MIOHTT  PRIKCB 
JAMBS,   KIMO    OF   OBBAT  BBrTAIIf,   FRANCB  AMD  IBB- 


TO 

HIS  SACRED  MAJESTV. 

If  in  this  storm  of  joy  and  pompous  throng. 
This  Dyropb,  great  king,  doth  come  to  thee  so 
TlHit  thy  harmoniout  ears  her  accents  kaar, 
Oi?e  pardon  to  her  home  aod  lowly  song. 


i 


Fain  would  she  tropbiea  to  thy  virhws  rear: 
But  for  this  stately  task  she  is  not  strong, 
And  her  defects  her  high  attempts  do  wrong : 
Yet  as  she  could  she  nudges  thy  worth  appear. 
So  in  a  i^p  is  shown  tliis  flow*ry  place; 
So  wrought  in  arras  by  a  virgin's  hand, 
Witli  Heaven  and  blazing  stars  doth  Atlas  stand; 
So  drawn  by  charcoal  is  Narcissus*  face ; 
She  Uke  the  mom  may  be  to  some  bright  mn, 
The  day  to  perfect  that's  by  her  began. 


niFER  OF  FORTH  FEASTING. 

What  blust'ring  noise  now  interrupts  my  sleeps? 
What  echoing  shouts  thus  cleave  my  crystal  deq>s  ? 
And  seem  to  call  ipe  from  my  watry  court  ? 
What  melody,  what  sounds  of  joy  and  sport. 
Arc  conveyed  hither  from  each  night-bom  spring  ? 
With  what  loud  rumours  do  the  mountains  ring. 
Which  in  unusual  pomp  on  tip-toes  stand. 
And,  full  of  wonder,  overkx>k  the  land  ?      [bright, 
.  W  hence  come  these  glittYing  throngs,  these  meteors 
This  golden  people  glancing  in  my  sight  ? 
Wlience  doth  this  praise,  aj^lause,  aod  k>ve  arise? 
WTiat  load-star  eastward  draweth  thus  all  eyes  ? 
Am  I  awake  ?  Or  have  some  dreams  conspir'd 
To  mock  my  sense  with  what  I  most  desir'd } 
View  I  that  living  face,  see  I  those  looks. 
Which  with  delight  were  wont  t'  amaze  my  brooks  ? 
Do  1  behold  that  worth,  that  man  divine, 
Thb  age's  glory,  by  these  banks  of  mine  ? 
Then  find'!  true  what  long  I  wish'd  in  vain  ; 
My  much-beloved  prince  is  come  again. 
So  unto  them  whose  zenith  is  the  pole. 
When  six  black  months  are  past,  the  Sun  doth  roll: 
So  after  tempest  to  sea-tossed  wights. 
Fair  Helen's  brothers  show  their  clearing  lights: 
So  comes  Arabia's  wonder  from  her  woods. 
And  far,  far  off^is  seen  by  Memphis*  floods ; 
The  feathcr'd  sylvsns,  cloud-like,  by  her  fly, 
And  with  triumphing  plaudiu  beat  the  sky  5 
Nile  marvels.  Scrap's  priests  entranced  rave. 
And  in  Mygdoniao  stone  her  shape  engrave  ; 
In  lasting  cedars  they  do  mark  the  time 
In  which  Apollo's  bird  came  to  tbeir  dime. 

Let  mother  Earth  now  decked  witji  flow'rs  be  fe«>. 
And  sweet-breath'd  zephyrscurl  the  meadowsgreeni 
Let  Heaven  weep  rubies  in  a  crimson  show'r. 
Such  as  on  India's  shores  they  use  to  pour: 
Or  with  that  golden  storm  the  fields  adorn, 
Which  Joverain'd  when  hisbhie-eyed  maid  was  bonK 
May  never  Hours  the  web  of  day  out-weave. 
May  never  Night  rise  from  her  sable  cave  I 
Swell  proud,  my  billows,  feint  not  to  declare 
Your  joys  as  ample  ss  their  causes  arc: 
For  murmurs  hoarse  sound  like  Arion's  harp, 
Now  delicately  flat,  now  sweetly  sharp. 
And  you,  my  nymphs,  rise  from  your  moist  repair. 
Strew  all  your  springr  and  giots  with  lilies  fair : 
Some  swiftest-footed,  get  them  hence,  ami  pray 
Our  floods  and  lakes  come  keep  this  holiday  i 
Whate'er  beneath  Albania's  hills  do  run. 
Which  see  the  rising,  or  the  setting  Sun, 
Which  drink  stem  Grampus'  mists,  or  OcbeTsaMwss 
Stone-rolliog  Tay,  Tine  tortoiie-Uke  that  flows. 
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The  pearly  Don,  the  Deas,  the  fertile  Spny, 
Wild  Nevenie,  which  doth  see  our  longest  day ; 
Nesse   soioking  sulphur,  Leave  with  mountaiss 

crown*d, 
Straoge  Loumood  for  his  floating  isles  renown'd  $ 
The  Irish  Rian,  Ken,  the  silver  Air»^, 
The  snaky  Dun,  the  Ore  with  rushy  hair, 
The  crystal-streaming  Nid,  loud-bellowing  Clyde, 
Tweed,  which  no  more  our  kingdomtt  shall  divide; 
Rank-swelling  Annan,  Lid  with  curled  streams, 
The  Eskes,  the  Sol  way ,  where  they  lose  their  names ; 
To  every  one  proclaim  our  joys  and  feaNts, 
Our  triumphs;  bid  all  come-and  be  our  guests: 
And  as  they  meet  in  Neptune's  azure  hall, 
Bid  them  bid  sea-gods  keep  this  festival ; 
This  day  shall  by  our  currents  be  renown'd ; 
Our  hilb  about  shall  still  this  day  resound  : 
Nay,  that  our  love  more  to  this  day  appear. 
Let  us  with  it  henceforth  begin  onr  year. 

To  virgins,  flow*rs,  to  sun-burnt  earth,  the  rain. 
To  mariners,  fair  winds  amidst  the  main ; 
Cool  shades  to  pilgrims,  which  hot  glances  bum, 
Are  not  so  pleasing  as  thy  blest  return. 
That  day,  dear  prince,  which  robb'd  us  of  thy  sight 
(Day?  No,  but  darkness  and  a  dusky  night) 
Did  fill  our  breasts  with  s*ghs,  onr  ey^  with  tears, 
TnmM  minutes  to  sad  months,  sad  months  to  yearn : 
Trees  left  to  flourish,  meadows  to  bear  flow'n. 
Brooks  hid  their  heads  within  their  sedgy  bow'rs ; 
Fair  Ceres  curs*d  our  trees  with  barren  frost. 
As  if  again  she  had  her  daughter  lost : 
The  Muses  left  our  groves,  and  for  sweet  songs 
Sate  sadly  silent,  or  did  weep  their  wrongs: 
You  know  it,  meads;  you,  murmuring  woods,  it 

know, 
Hills,  dales,  and  caves,  copartners  of  their  woe ; 
And  you  it  know,  my  streams,  which  from  their  eine 
Oft  on  your  glass  reccivM  their  pearly  brine : 
"  O  Naiads  dear !"  said  they,  **  Napsas  fair ! 
O  nymphs  of  trees !  nymphs  which  on  liills  repair; 
Gone  are  those  maiden  glories,  gone  that  state, 
Which  made  all  eyes  admire  our  bliss  of  late." 
As  looks  the  Heaven  when  never  star  appears, 
But  slow  and  weary  shroud  them  in  their  spheres, 
While  Tithon*s  wife  embosomM  by  him  lies. 
And  world  doth  languish  in  a  mournful  jguise : 
As  looks  a  garden  of  its  beauty  gpoil'd. 
As  woods  in  winter  by  rough  Boreas  foil'd. 
As  portraits  ras'd  of  colours  us'd  to  be  ; 
So  look'd  these  abject  bounds  deprived  of  thee. 

While  as  my  rills  cnjoy'd  thy  royal  gleams. 
They  did  not  envy  Tiber's  haughty  streams. 
Nor  wealthy  Tagus  with  his  golden  ore. 
Nor  clear  Hydaspes  which  on  pearls  doth  roar. 
Nor  golden  Gange  that  sees  the  Sun  new  bom. 
Nor  AchekHis  with  his  flow'ry  horn. 
Nor  floods  which  near  Elysian  fields  do  fall : 
For  why  ?  Thy  sight  did  serve  to  them  for  alU 
No  place  there  is  so  desert,  so  alone. 
Even  from  the  frozen  to  the  torrid  zone. 
From  flaming  Hecla  to  great  Quinoey's  lake, 
Wh'Ch  thy  abode  could  not  most  happy  make : 
All  those  perfections  which  by  bounteous  Heaven 
To  divers  worlds  in  divers  times  were  given. 
The  starry  senate  pour*d  at  once  on  thee, 
That  thou  exemplar  might'st  to  others  be. 

Thy  life  was  kept  till^the  three  sisters  spun 
Their  threads  of  gold,  and  then  it  was  began. 
With  cheqtier'd  clouds  when  skieS  do  look  niost  fair. 
And  no  disordered  blasts  disturb  the  air ; 


When  liKet  do  them  deck  in  aziire  fawM,  - 

And  new-born  rosea  blush  with  golden  cvowas ; 

To  prove  how  calm  we  under  thee  should  live. 

What  halcyonean  days  thy  reign  should  give ; 

And  to  two  flow'ry  diadems,  thy  right. 

The  Heavens  thee  made  a  partner  of  the  liglit. 

Scaree  wast  thou  bom,  when  joined  in  friendly  bands 

Two  mortal  fo^s  with  other  clasped  hands ; 

With  Virtue  Fortune  strove,  which  moatshouk)  grace 

Thy  place  for  thee,  thee  for  so  high  a  place : 

One  vow*d  thy  sacred  breast  not  to  forsake. 

The  other,  on  thee  not  to  turn  her  back  ; 

And  that  thou  more  her  love*s  effects  migbflst  feel, 

For  thee  she  left  her  globe,  and  broke  her  wbeei 

When  years  thee  vigour  gave,  O  then,  how  clear 
Did  smotberM  sparkles  in  bright  flames  appear ! 
Amongst  the  woods  to  force  the  flying  hart. 
To  pierce  the  mountain- wolf  with  featberM  dart; 
See  falcons  climb  the  clouds,  the  fox  ensoare, 
Out-run  the  wind-oot-running  Dadale  hare; 
To  breathe  thy  fiery  steed  on  every  plain. 
And  in  noeand'ring  gyres  him  bring  again  ; 
The  press  thee  making  place,  and  vulgar  tiiiags, 
In  admiration's  air,  on  gory's  wings : 
O  !  thou  far  from  the  common  pitch  didst  rise. 
With  thy  designs  to  dazzle  Envy's  eyes : 
Thou  soiight'st  to  know  this  all's  eternal  aoorce^ 
Of  ever-turning  Heavens  the  restless  course; 
Their  fixed  lamps,  their  lights,  which  wand  ring  ran. 
Whence  Moon  her  silver  hath,  his  gold  the  San; 
If  Fate  there  be  or  no,  if  planets  can. 
By  fierce  asp^ts, -force  the  free  will  of  man : 
The  light  aspiring  fire,  the  liquid  air. 
The  flaming  dragons,  comets  with  red  hair, 
Heaven^s  tilting  lances,  artillery,  and  bov,. 
Loud-soilnding  trumpets,  darts  of  hail  and  anov. 
The  roaring  element,  with  people  dumb. 
The  earth  with  what  conceiv'd  is  in  her  womb. 
What  on  her  moves,  were  set  unto  thy  sight. 
Till  thou  didst  find  their  causes,  essence,  might: 
But  unto  nought  thou  so  thy  mind  didst  ftiaio. 
As  to  be  read  in  man,  and  leara  to  reign; 
To  know  the  weight  and  Atlas  of  a  crown. 
To  spare  the  humble,  proud  ones  tumble  down. 
When  from  those  piercing  cares  which  thronea  invest, 
A  s  thorns  the  rose,  thou ,  wearied,  would*st  thee  rest, 
With  lute  in  hand,  full  of  celestial  fire. 
To  the  Pierian  groves  thou  didst  retire : 
There,  garland^  with  all  Urania's  flowers. 
In  sweeter  lays  than  builded  Thebes*  tow'rs ; 
Or  them  which  charmed  the  dolphins  in  the  main. 
Or  which  did  call  Eurydice  again ; 
Thou  sung'st  away  the  hMfs,  till  firom  their  ^»here 
Stars  seemM  to  shoot,  thy  melody  to  hear. 
Tlie  god  with  golden  hair,  the  sister  maids, 
Did  leave  their  Helicon  and  Tempers  shades. 
To  see  thine  isle ;  here  lost  their  native  tongue. 
And  in  thy  world-divided  language  sung. 

Who  of  thine  after-age  can  count  the  deeds. 
With  all  that  Fame  in  Time's  huge  annals  reads ; 
How  by  example,  more  than  any  law. 
This  people  fierce  thou  didst  to 'goodness  draw; 
How  white  the  neighbour  worlds,  toss'd  by  the  Fates, 
So  many  Phaetons  had  in  the'r  states,      [thrones. 
Which  tura'd  to  heedless  flames  their  buriiish'd 
Thou,  as  ensphered,  kept'st  temperate  thy  zones ; 
In  Afric  shores,  the  sands  that  ebb  and  flow, 
The  shady  leaves  on  Arden's  trees  that  grow. 
He  sure  may  count,  with  all  the  waves  that  mef| 
To  wash  the'Mauritanian  Atlas'  foet 
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Thoagli  cmwB'd  thou  weii  not,  nor  a  king  by  birth. 
Thy  worth  deaerres  the  ricbeft  crown  on  Ear^i. 
Search  this  half-q>bere,  and  the  antarctic  ground. 
Where  are  such  wit  and  bounty  to  be  found  ? 
As  into  silent  night,  when  near  the  Bear 
The  Tirgin  huntress  shines  at  full  most  dear. 
And  strives  to  match  her  brother's  golden  light. 
The  host  of  stars  doth  vanish  in  her  sight ; 
Arcturus  dias^  cool'd  is  the  Lion's  ire, 
Po  bams  no  moris  with  Phaetontal  fire ; 
Orion  fiunts  to- see  his*  arms  grow  black, 
And  that  his  flaming  sword  he  now  doth  lack : 
So  £arope's  lights,  all  bright  in  their  degree, 
Jjxe  all  their  lustre,  parallel'd  with  thee. 
By  jost  descent  thou  from  more  kings  dost  shine, 
Than  many  can  name  men  in  all  their  line.: 
What  most  they  toil  to  find,  and  finding  hold. 
Thou  scomest,  orient  gems,  and  flattering  gold ; 
Esteeming  treasure  surer  in  men^s  breasts. 
Than  when  immur'd  with  marble,  closM  in  chests: 
No  stormy  passions  do  disturb  thy  mind. 
No  mists  of  greatness  ever  could  thee  blind : 
Who  yet  bath  been  so  meek  ?  Thou  life  didst  give 
To  them  who  did  repine  to  see  thee  lire : 
What  prince  by  goodness  bathsuch  kingdoms  gainM? 
Who  hath  so  long  his  people's  peace  maiotainM  ? 
Their  swords  are  tum*d  t#  scythes,  to  coulters  spears, 
Some  giant  post  their  antique  armour  bears : 
Now,  where  the  wounded  knight  his  life  did  Meed, 
The  wanton  swain  sits  piping  on  a  reed ; 
And  where  the  camion  did  Jove's  thunder  scorn, 
The  gaudy  huntsman  winds  his  shrill>tun*d  horn : 
Her  green  locks  Ceres  doth  to  yellow  dye ; 
The  pilgrim  safely  in  the  shade  doth  lie ; 
Both  Pan  and  Pales  careless  keep  their  flocks ; 
Seas  have  no  dangers,  save  the  winds  and  rocks: 
Thoa  art  this  isle's  palladium ;  neither  can 
(Whiles  thou  dost  Uve !)  it  be  overthrown  by  man* 

Let  others  boast  of  blood  and  spoib  of  foes. 
Fierce  rapines,  murders,  iliads  of  woes ; 
Of  hated  pomp,  and  trophies  reared  fair, 
Gore-spangled  ensigns  streaming  in  the  air ; 
Coant  how  they  make  the  Scythian  them  adore. 
The  Gaditan,  and  s61dier  of  Aurore : 
Unhappy  boasting !  to  enbrge  their  bounds. 
That  charge  themselves  with  cares,  their  friends 

with  wouads ; 
Who  have  no  law  to  their  ambitiotis  will, 
But,  ma»'plagues !  bom  arc  humaa  blood  to  spill : 
Thou  a  true  victor  art,  <ent  from  above 
What  others  strain  by  force  to  gain  by  love ; 
World-waud'riag  Fame  this  praise  to  thee  imparts. 
To  be  the  only  monarch  of  all  hearts. 
They  many  fear,  who  are  of  many  fear*d. 
And  kingdoms  got  by  wrongs,  by  wrongs  are  tear'd^ 
Such  thrones  as  blood  doth  raise,  blood  throwcth 

down; 
No  guard  so  sure  as  love  unto  a  crown. 

£ye  of  our  westem  world !  Mars^aunting  king ! 
TX/ith  whose  reuown  the  Earth's  seven  climates  ring. 
Thy  deeds  not  only  claim  these  diadems, 
Towbich  Thame,  Litty,  Tkiy,  subject  their  streams: 
But  to  thy  virtues  rare,  and  gifts,  is  due 
All  that  the  planet  of  the  year  doth  view ; 
Sure,  if  the  world  above  did  want  a  prince. 
The  world  above  to  it  would  take  thee  hence. 

That  Murder,  Rapine,  Lust,  are  fled  to  Hell, 
And  in  their  rooms  with  us  the  Graces  dwell ; 
That  honour  more  than  riches  men  respect. 
That  worthiness  than  gold  doth  more  effect  f 


That  Piety  unmasked  shows  her  fiice» 
That  Innocency  keeps  with  Power  her  place  | 
That  long-exil'd  Astrea  leaves  the  Heaven, 
And  tumeth  right  her  sword,  her  weights  holds  even  f^ 
That  the  Satumian  world  is  come  again, 
Are  wished  effects  of  thy  most  happy  reign. 
That  daily.  Peace,  Love,  Tmth,  delights  increase. 
And  Discord,  Hate,  Fraud,  with  encumbers,  cease  ; 
That  men  use  strength,  not  to  shed  others*  blood. 
But  use  their  strength,  now  to  do  others  good ; 
That  fury  is  enchain'd,  disarmed  wrath. 
That,  save  by  Nature's  hand,  there  is  no  death ; 
That  late  grim  foes,  like  brother^  other  love. 
That  vultures  prey  not  on  thd  harmless  dove ; 
That  wolves  with  lambs  do  friendship  entertaito. 
Are  wish'd  eflbcts  of  thy  most  happy  reign. 
That  towns  increase,  that  min*d  temples  rise. 
That  their  wind  moving  vanes  do  kiss  the  skies ; 
That  ignorance  and  sloth  hence  run  away. 
That  bury'd  arts  now  rouse  them  to  the  day ; 
That  Hyperion  for  beyond  bis  bed 
Doth  see  our  lions  ramp,  our  roses  spread ; 
That  Iber  courts  us,  Tiber  not  us  charms,  [warms ; 
That  Rhein  with  hence-brought  beams  bis  bosom 
That  ill  doth  fear,  and  good  doth  us  maintain. 
Are  wish'd  effects  of  thy  most  happy  reign. 
O  Virtue's  pattern !  glory  of  our  times ! 
Sent  of  past  days  to  expiate  the  crimes; 
Gr^t  king,  but  better  far  than  thou  art  great. 
Whom  state  not  honours,  but  who  honours  state; 
By  wonder  bom,  by  wonder  first  insuird. 
By  wonder  after  to  new  kingdoms  call'd ; 
Young,  kept^by  wonder  from  home-bred  alarms. 
Old,  sav'd  by  wonder  from  pale  traitors^  harms; 
To  be  for  this  thy  reign,  which  wonders  brings, 
A  king  of  wonder,  wonder  unto  kings, 
[f  Pict,  Dane,  Norman,  thy  smooth  yoke  had  seen, 
Pict,  Dane,  and  Norman,  bad  thy  subjects  been : 
If  Brutus  knew  the  bliss  thy  rule  doth  give, 
Ev'n  Bmtus  joy  would  under  thee  to  live : 
For  thou  thy  people  dost  so  dearly  love. 
That  they  a  father,  more  than  prince,  thee  prove. 

0  days  to  be  desir*d !  age  happy  thrice  ! 

If  you  your  heaven-sent  good  cuuld  duly  prize  ; 
But  we,  balf-palsy-sick,  think  never  right 
Of  what  we  bold,  till  it  be  from  our  sight ; 
Prize  only  summer's  sweet  and  musked  breath. 
When  armed  winters  threaten  us  with  death ; 
In  pallid  sickness  do  esteem  of  health. 
And  by  sad  poverty  discem  of  wealth : 

1  see  an  age,  when  after  some  few  years, 
And  revolutions  of  the  slow-pac*d  spheres. 
These  days  shall  be  *bove  other  far  esteem'd. 
And  like  Augustus*  palmy  reign  be  deem'd. 
The  names  of  Arthur,  fobulous  Paladincs, 
Grav'u  in  Time's  surly  brow  in  wrinkled  lines ; 
Of  Henries,  Edwards,  fomoos  for  their  fights. 
Their  neighbour  conquests,  orders  new  of  knights. 
Shall,  by  this  prince's  name,  be  past  as  far 

As  meteors  are  by  the  Idalian  star. 

If  grey-hair'd  Proteus*  songs  the  troth  not  miss, 

Aad  gray-hair'd  Proteus  of^  a  prophet  is, 

There  is  a  land,  hence  distant  many  miles. 

Out-reaching  fiction  and  Atlantic  isles ; 

Which  (homclings)  from  thi^  little  world  we  name^ 

That  shall  emblazon  with  strange  rites  his  fame'; 

Shall  rear  him  statues  all  of  purest  gold, 

Such  as  men  gave  unto  the  gods  of  old ; 

Name  by  him  temples,  palaces,  and  towns; 

With  some  great  river,  which  their  fields  renowns. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


68^ 


DRUMMONirs  ^OEMS. 


This  18  that  king,  whd  should  tntlte  tight  each  wrong, 
Of  whom  the  bards  aad  mystic  Sybils  sang ; 
The  man  long  promised,  by  whose  glorioos  reign 
This  isle  should  yet  her  ancient  name  regain. 
And  more  of  fortunate  deserve  the  stjrie,      [smile. 
Than  those  where  heaTens  with  double  sammera 

Run  on,  great  prince !  thy  course  in  glory's  way. 
The  end  the  life,  the  erening  crowns  the  day ; 
Heap  worth  on  worth,  and  strongly  soar  abore 
Those  heights,  which  made  the  worid  thee  first  to 

lovej 
Surmount  thyself,  and  n>ake  thine  actions  past 
Be  but  as  gleams  or  lightnings  of  the  last ; 
Let  them  exceed  those  of  thy  younger  time, 
As  far  as  autumn  doth  the  flow'ry  prime.       [eye, 
Through  this  thy  empire  range,  like  world's  bright 
That  once  each  y  ^ar  surreys  all  earth  and  sky  j 
Now  glances  on  the  blow  and  rcsty  Bears, 
.  Then  turns  to  dry  the  weeping  Auster^s  tears; 
Hurries  to  both  the  poles,  and  moveth  even 
In  the  infigur*d  circle  of  the  Heaven.  [sight 

O !  long,  long  haunt  these  bounds,  which  by  thy 
Have  now  rcgain'd  th^ir  former  heat  and  light. 
Here  grow  green  woods,  here  silver  brooks  do  glide. 
Here  meadows  stretch  them  out  with  painted  pride ; 
Embroid'ring  all  the  banks,  here  hills  aspire 
To  crown  (heir  heads  with  the  ethereal  fire ; 
Hills,  bulwarks  of  our  freedom,  giant  walls. 
Which  never  friends  did  slight,  nor  sword  mide 

thralls: 
Each  circling  flood  to  Thetis  tribute  pays. 
Men  here,  in  health,  outlive  old  Nestor's  days : 
Grim  Saturn  yet  amongst  our  rocks  remains, 
Bound  in  our  caves,  with  many  metalM  chains : 
Bulls  haunt  our  shades,  like  Leda*s  lover,  white. 
Which  yet  might  breed  Pasiphae  delight ; 
Our  flocks  fair  fleeces  hear,  with  which,  for  sport, 
Endymion  of  old  the  Moon  did  court ; 
High-palmed  harts  amidst  our  fi>re2>ts  rnn, 
And,  notimpal'd,  thedeep-mouth'd  hounds  do  shun ; 
The  rough-foot  hare  safe  in  our  bushes  shrouds. 
And  long  wingM  hawks  do  perch  amidst  our  clouds. 
The  wanton  wood-nymphs  of  the  verdant  spring. 
Blue,  golden,  purple  flowers  shall  to  thee  bring ; 
Pomona's  fruiu  the  Panisks,  Thetis*  gyrles 
Thy  Thule's  amber,  with  the  ocean  pearls ; 
The  Tritons,  herdsmen  of  the  glassy  field. 
Shall  give  thee  what  far-dijjtant  shores  can  yield. 
The  Serean  fleeces,  Erythrean  gems. 
Waste  Plata's  silver,  gold  of  Peru  streams, 
Antarctic  parrots,  Ethiopian  plumes, 
Sabean  odours,  myrrh,  and  sweet  peifumcs  ! 
And  I  myself,  wrapt  in  a  watchet  gown 
Of  reeds  and  lilies,  on  mine  head  a  crown, 
Shall  incense  to  thee  bum,  green  altars  raise, 
And  yearly  sing  due  Paans  to  thy  praise. 

Ah  !  why  should  Isis  only  see  thee  shine  ? 
Is  not  thy  Forth,  as  well  as  Fsis,  thine  } 
Though  Isis  vaunt  she  hath  more  wealth  in  store, 
Let  it  suflSce  thy  Forth  doth  teve  thee  more : 
Though  she  for  beauty  may  compare  with  Seine, 
For  swans  and  sea-nymphs  with  imperial  Rheine; 
Yet,  for  the  title  may  be  claim'd  in  thee. 
Nor  she,  nor  all  the  world,  can  match  with  me. 
Now  when,  by  honour  drawn,  thou  shalt  away 
To  her,  already  jealous  of  thy  sUy ; 
When  in  her  amorous  arms  she  doth  thee  fold, 
And  dries  thy  dewy  hairs  with  hei-s  of  gold. 
Much  asking  of  thy  fare,  much  of  thy  sport. 
Much  of  thine  absence,  long,  howe*er  so  short. 


And  chides,  perhaps,  6iy  conting  to  the  Nbrth* 
Loath  not  to  think  on  fhy  mneh-k^ing  Foitli : 
()  !  krve  these  bonnds,  where,  of  thy  royal  stem. 
More  than  an  hundred  wore  a  dtadc^. ' 
So  ever  gold  mod  bmys  thy  brows  ndom. 
So  never  time  may  see  thy  race  ont-wors  ; 
So  ef  thine  own  still  may*st  thou  be  «ietir*d. 
Of  straugtifs  foar'd,  redoubted,  and  adinir'd ; 
So  memory  thee  praise,  so  precions  hoars 
May  character  thy  name  in  starry  flowers  f 
So  may  thy  high  exploits  at  last  make  ewn 
With  Earth  thy  empire,  glory  wHh  fbe  Ue^en  ! 


SPEECHES 


tHB  HIGH  ANB  SXCBLLttlT  PRtMCMCaAMLEMf 

KIMU  or  OaiJkT  niTAIM,  PSANCS,  AXD  IKtLAVm 

AT  BIS  BMTEatvG  Qis  cmr  or  SOlMBUaCH. 
Delivered  from  the  Pageants  the  I5th  qfJtuie^  1655* 


AK  nrrEKDED 

SPEECH  AT  THE  WEST  GATE. 

SIR, 

If  Nature  oouUI  ■affier  rocks  to  move,  ftnd  i 
their  natmral  places,  this  town,  fbuoded  on  tin 
Strength  of  rock*  (now,  by  the  all<cbeering  nyt  ef 
your  magesty's  presence,  takrog  not  only  i 
but  life)  had,  with  her  Castle,  tompiei,  and  I 
moved  toward  3roa,  and  beMugbt  yen  to  i 
ledge  her  yours,  and  her  inhnbitnnts  your  OMiit 
humble  and  affsctionatc  subjects;  and  to  beliefc^ 
how  many  souls  are  witfain  her  cirenita,  so  many 
lives  are  deroted  to  your  sdered  person  aid  etowtu 
And  here,  sir.  she  oifers,  by  me,  to  the  altar  of  year 
glory,  whole  hecatombsof  most  happy  desirat,  pray- 
ing all  things  may  prove  prosperous  unto  yon ;  that 
every  virtue  and  heroic  grace,  which  make  a  prince 
eminent,  may,  with  a  long  and  blessed  gav«n>- 
ment,  attend  yon ;  your  kingdoms  tounshiag 
abroad  with  bays,  at  home  with  olives ;  piesHUiiig 
you,  sir,  (who  are  the  strong  key  of  this  little  world 
of  Great  Britain)  with  these  keys,  which  cast  up 
the  gates  of  her  aflfection,  and  design  you  pover  to 
open  all  the  springs  of  the  hearts  of  tbiese  her  most 
loyal  citizens.  Yet  this  is  almost  not  neeenaiy  ; 
for  as  the  rose  at  the  for  appearing  of  the  morning 
Sun  displayeth  and  spreadeth  her  purples,  so  at  the 
very  report  of  your  happy  return  to  this  yonr  na- 
tive  country,  their  hearts  (as  might  be  apparent,  if 
they  could  have  shined  through  ihetr  breasts)  were 
with  joy  and  foir  hopes  made  spaciotn ;  nor  did 
they  ever,  in  all  parts,  feel  a  more  comfortable 
heat,  than  the  glory  of  yOur  presence  at  this  time 
dartcth  upon  them. 

The  old  forget  their  age,  and  look  firesk  and 
young  at  the  tight  of  so  gracious  a  prince:  tbs 
young  bear  a  part  in  your  welcome,  desiring  many 
years  of  life,  that  they  may  serve  you  long;  alt 
have  more  joys  than  tongues  ;  for,  as  the  words  of 
other  nations  for  go  beyond  sad  sofpnis  tke  albe» 
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Ikm  df  their  besris,  so  ia  this  oation,  the  aflectioa 
of  their  he«rtt  is  far  abova  all  thty  can  express  by 
words.  Deig^  then,  sir,  from  the  highest  of  majes- 
ty to  look  down  on  their  lowness,  and  embrace  it ; 
accept  the  homage  of  their  hamble  minds,  accept 
tbeir  gratefnl  zod;  and,  for  deeds,  accept  that 
ipremt  good-will  which  they  have  ever  carried  to  the 
bi^b  deserts  of  your  ancestors^  and  shall  ever,  to 
your  own,  and  your  royal  race,  whilst  these  rocks 
sbAll  be  overahadOwed  with  buildings,  these  build- 
ings inhabited  by  men,  and  while  men  shaH  be  en- 
dued either  with  counsel  or  courage,  or  enjoy  any 
piece  of  reason,  sense,  or  life. 


THE  St>EECH  OF  CALEDONIA. 

REPtESENTINC  THE  KIMODOM. 

Till  Heavens  have  heard  our  vows,  our  just  desires 
Obtained  are ;  no  higher  now  aspires 
Oar  wishing  thought,  since  to  his  native  clime, 
The  flower  of  princes,  honour  of  his  time, 
Eochcering  all  our  dales,  hills,  f  )rests,  streams^ 
(As  Pheebns  doth  the  summer  with  his  beams) 
fe  oome,  and  radiant  to  us,  in  his  train. 
The  golden  age  and  virtues  brings  again ! 
Prince  so  much  longed  for !  how  thou  beca1m*st 
Minds  easeleM  anguish,  cv«*.ry  care  einbaiin'st 
With  the  sweet  odours  of  thy  presence  !  Now, 
In  swelltng  tides,  jo]^  every  where  do  flow 
By  thine  approach ;  and  that  the  workl'may  see 
That  nnthooght  wonders  do  attend  on  thee. 
This  tiingdom's  angel  I,  who  since  that  day 
That  ruthless  fate  thy  parent  reft  away. 
And  made  a  star,  appear'd  not  any  where 
To  gratnlate  thy  coming,  come  am  here. 

Hail !  prince^phenix,  monarch  of  all  hearts. 
Sovereign  of  love  and  justice,  who  imports 
More  than  thou  canst  receive !  To  thee  this  crown 
Is  due  by  birth :  but  more,  it  is  thine  own 
By  Just  desert;  and  ere  another  brow  [flow 

Than  thine  should  reach  the  same,  my  floods  should 
With  hot  vermilion  gore,  and  every  plain 
Level  the  hills  with  carcases  of  slain. 
This  isle  become  a  Red  Sea.    Now  how  sweet 
Is  it  to  me,  when  love  and  hiws  thus  meet 
To  girt  thy  temples  with  this  diadem. 
My  nurselings'  sacred  fear,  and  dearest  gem. 
Nor  Roman,  Saxon,  Pict,  by  sad  alarms 
Could  thus  acquire  and  keep;  the  Heavens  in  arms 
From  us  repel  all  perils  ;  nor  by  wars 
Anght  here  was  won,  save  gaping  wonnds  and  scars: 
Our  lion's  climacteric  now  is  past. 
And  crown'd  with  bays  he  rampeth  free  at  last. 

Here  are  no  Serean  fleeces,  Peru  gold, 
Anrora*s  gems,  nor  ware*  by  Tyrians  sold ; 
Towns  swell  not  here  with  Babylonian  walls. 
Nor  Nero's  sky-resemblhsg  gold-ceil'd  halls ; 
Nor  Memphu'  spires,  nor  Quinsaye*s  arched  ^mes, 
Captivhig  seas,  and  giving  lands  their  names : 
Faith,  milk-whiu  Faith  1  of  old  belov'd  so  well> 
Yet  in  this  comer  of  the  world  doth-dwell 
With  her  pure  sisters.  Truth,  Simplicity  $ 
Here  banish*d  Honour  bears  them  company: 
A  Mars-adoring'  brood  is  here,  their  weslth, 
Sound  minda,  and  bodies  of  as  sound  a  health ; 
Walb  here  are  men,  who  fence  their  cities  more 
Than  Neptune,  when  be  doth  in  monntains  roar. 


Doth  guard  this  isle,  or  all  those  forts  and  towers 
Amphion's  harp  rais'd  about  Thebes'  bow'rs. 
Heaven's  arch  is  oft  their  roo^  the  pleasant  shed 
Of  oak  and  plain'  oft  serves  them  for  a  bed. 
To  suflTer  want,  soft  pleasure  to  despise. 
Run  over  pauting  mountains  crown'd  with  ice. 
Rivers  overcome,  the  wastest  lakes  appal, 
(Being  to  themselves,  oars,  steerers,  ship  and  all) 
Is  their  renown:  a  brave  alUdaring  men, 
CourageouS|  prudent,  doth  this  climate  grace; 
Yet  the  firm  base  on  which  their  glory  stands. 
In  peace,  true  hearts ;  in  wars,  is  valiant  hands* 
Which  here,  great  king !  they  ofler  up  to  thee. 
Thy  worth  respecting  as  thy  pedigree : 
Though  it  be  much  to  come  of  priqcdy  stem» 
More  is  it  to  deserve  a  diadem. 

Vouchsafe,  blest  people,  ravish'd  here  with  me^ 
To  think  my  thoughts,  and  see  what  I  do  see. 
A  prince  all-gracious,  affid>le,  divme. 
Meek,  wise,  just,  valiant,  whose  radiant  shine 
Of  virtues,  like  the  stars  about  the  Pole 
Gilding  the  night,  enlight'neth  every  soul. 
Your  sceptre  sways ;  a  prince,  bom  in  this  age 
To  guard  the  innocent  from  tyrants'  rage ; 
To  make  peace  prosper,  justice  to  reflow*r. 
In  desert  hamlet,  as  in  lordly  bow*r; 
A  prince  that,  though  of  none  he  Stands  in  awe» 
Yet  first  subjects  himself  to  his  own  law ; 
Who  joys  in  good,  and  still,  as  right  directs. 
His  greatness  measures  by  his  good  eflects ; 
His  people's  pedestal,  who  rising  high. 
To  grace  this  throne,  makes  Scotland*s  name-to  fly 
On  halcyon's  wings  (her  glory  which  restores) 
Beyond  the  ocean  to  Columbus'  shores : 
God's  sacr<^  picture  in  this  man  adore. 
Honour  his  valour,  zeal,  his  piety  more ; 
High  value  what  you  hold,  him  deep  engrave    , 
In  your  heart's  heart,  from  whom  all  good  ye  have) 
For  as  Moon's  splendour  from  her  brother  springs^ 
The  people's  welfare  streameth  from  their  kings. 
Since  your  love's  object  doth  immortal  prove, 
O !  love  this  prince  with  an  eternal  love. 

Pray  that  those  crowns  his  ancestors  did  wear. 
His  temples  long.inore  orient,  may  bear ; 
niiat  good  he  reach  by  sweetness  of  his  sway. 
That  ev'n  bis  shadow  may  the  bad  afiray ; 
That  Heaven  on  him  what  he  desires  bestow, 
That  still  the  glory  of  his  greatness  grow ; 
That  your  begun  felicities  may  last. 
That  no  Orion  do  with  storms  them  blast ; 
That  victory  his  brave  exploits  attend, 
East,  west,  or  south,  where  he  his  force  shall  bend» 
Till  his  great  deeds  all  former  deeds  surmount. 
And  quell  the  Nimrod  of  the  Hellespont; 
That  when  his  well^pent  care  all  care  becalms* 
He  may  in  peace  sleep  in  a  shade  of  palms ; 
And  rearing  up  fair  trophies,  that  Heaven  may 
Extend  his  life  to  world's  extremest  day. 


SONG  OF  THE  MUSES  AT  PARNASSUS. 

At  length  we  see  those  eyes. 

Which  cheer  both  Earth  and  skies; 

Now,  ancient  Caledoo, 

Thy  beauties  heighten,  richer  robet  put  on* 

And  let  young  joys  to  all  thy  parU  arise. 
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Heire,  coaM  thy  prince  still  stay, 

Each  month  should  turn  to  Blay ; 

Wte  n«ed  nor  star,  nor  sun, 

Save  him,  to  lengthen  days,  and  joyS  b«gtm: 

Sorrow  and  night  to  far  climes  haste  away. 


Now  majesty  an^  love 
Combined  are  from  abore; 
Prince  never  sceptre' sway M, 
Lov'd  subjects  more,  of  subjects  more  obey'd. 
Which  may  endure  whibt  Heaven's  great  orbs  do 
move. 

Joys,  did  you  always  last. 

Life's  spark  you  soon  would  waste  ; 

Grief  follows  sweet  delight. 

As  day  is  shadowed  by  sable  night, 

yet  shall  remembrance  keep  you  stiU,  when  past 


THE  SPEECHES 


AT  THB  HOR08COPAL  PAOBANT, 


■T  THE  PLANITS. 


ENDTMION. 

Rous'd  from  the  Latmian  cave,  where  many  years 
That  empress  of  the  lowest  of  the  spheres. 
Who  cheers  the  night,  did  keep  me  bid,  apart 
From  mortal  wights,  to  ease  her  love-sick  heart. 
As  young  as  when  she  did  me  first  enclose, 
As  fresh  in  beauty  as  the  morning  rose, 
Endymion,  that  whilom  kept  my  flocks 
Upon  Ionia's  flow'ry  hills  and  rocks. 
And  sweet  lays  warbling  to  my  Cynthia's  beams. 
Out-sang  the  cygnets  of  Meander's  streams : 
To  whom,  for  guerdon,  she  Heaven's  secret  bars 
Made  open,  taught  the  paths  aud  pow'rs  of  stars : 
By  this  dear  lady's  strict  commandement 
To  celebrate  this  day  I  here  am  sent 
But  whether  is  this  Heaven,  which  stars  do  crown. 
Or  are  Heaven's  flaming  splendours  here  come 

down 
To  beautify  this  nether  world  with  me  ? 
Such  state  and  glor>'  did  e'er  shepherd  see  } 
My  wits  my^nse  mistrust,  and  stay  amaz'd  $ 
No  eye  on  fairer  objects  ever  gaz'd. 
Sure  this  is  Heaven;  for  ev'ry  wandVing  star, 
Forsaking  those  great  orbs  where  whirl'd  they  are, 
All  dismal,  sad  aspects  abandoning. 
Are  here  met  to  salute  .some  gracious  king. 
Nor  is  it  strange  if  thry  Heaven's  height  neglect ; 
It  of  undoubted  worth  is  the  eflfect : 
Then  this  it  is,  thy  presence,  royal  youth. 
Hath  brought  them  here  within  an  azieiuth, 
To  tell  by  me,  their  herald,  coming  things. 
And  what  each  fate  to  her  stem  distaff  sings : 
Heaven's  Volume  to  unclasp,  vast  pages  spread. 
Mysterious  golden  cyphers  clear  to  read. 
Hear  then  the  augur  of  thy  future  days. 
And  what  the  starry  senate  of  thee  says; 
For,  what  is  firm  decreed  in  Heaven  above. 
In  vain  on  Earth  strive  mortals  to  improve. 


SATimil. 


To  fair  hopes  to  give  retns  now  it  it  time 

And  soar  as  high  as  just  desires  may  climb; 

O  halcyonian,'Clear,  and  happy  day  ! 

Prom  sorry  wights  let  sorrow  fly  away. 

And  vex  antarctic  climes ;  great  Britaui*8  woet 

Vanish,  for  joy  now  in  her  zenith  glows. 

The  old  Lucadian  scythe-bearing  sire^ 

Though  cold,  for  thee  feels  flames  of  fwwt  dc> 

sire; 
And  teany  lustres  at  a  perfect  height 
Shall  keep  thy  sceptre's  majesty  as  bright. 
And  strong  in  power  aud  glory,  every  way. 
As  when  thy  peerless  parent  did  it  sway  ; 
Ne'er  turning  wrinkled  in  time's  endless  length. 
But  one  in  her  first  beauty,  youthful  strength. 
Like  thy  rare  mind,  which  stedfast  as  the  Pole 
Still  fixed  stands,  however  spheres  do  roll. 
More  to  enchance  with  favours  this  thy  fciga. 
His  age  of  gold  he  shall  restore  again ; 
Love,  justice,  honour,  innocence  renew, 
Men's  sprights  with  white  simplicity  iodne; 
Make  all  to  leave  in  plenty's  ceaseless  stove 
With  equal  shares,  none  wishing  to  have  mofc. 
No  more  shall  cold  the  ploaghmeo's  hopes  be* 

guile. 
Skies  shall  on  Earth  with  lovely  glances  smile; 
Which  shall,  untill'dy  each  flower  and  herb  bring 

forth. 
And  lands  to  gardens  tnm,  of  equal  worth ; 
Life  (long)  shall  not  be  thrall'd  to  mortal  dates: 
Thus  Heavens  decree,  so  have  ordain 'd  the  Fates. 

JOVK. 

DiLiGHT  of  Heaven !  sole  honour  of  the  earth  ( 
Jove  (courting  thine  ascendant)  ait  thy  birth 
Proclaimed  thee  a  king,  and  made  it  true. 
That  to  thy  worth  great  naonareh'es  are  doe : 
He  gave  thee  what  was  good,  and  what  was  great, 
What  did  belong  to  love,  and  what  to  state; 
Rare  gifts,  whose  ardours  bum  the  hearta  of  all; 
Like  tinder,  when  flint's  atoms  on  it  fall. 
The  Tramonune,  which  thy  fisir  courw  directs. 
Thy  counsels  shall  approve  by  their  efiRpcts; 
Justice,  kept  low  by  giants,  wrongs,  and  jars. 
Thou  Shalt  relieve,  and  crown  with  gUsteiiogstan; 
Whom  nought,  save  law  of  force,  could  ke^  is 

awe. 
Thou  Shalt  turn  clients  to  the  force  of  law ; 
Thou  arms  shalt  brandish  for  thine  own  defeace^ 
Wrongs  to  repel,  and  guard  weak  innoeeaee. 
Which  to  thy  last  ^fort  thon  shalt  nphoM, 
As  oak  the  ivy  which  it  doth  enfold. 
All  overcome,  at  last  thyself  o'ercoose. 
Thou  shalt  make  passion  yield  to  reasoB's  doom: 
For  smiles  of  Fortune  shall  not  raise  thy  mind. 
Nor  shall  disasters  make  it  e'er  declin'd: 
True  Honour  shall  reside  within  thy  coart. 
Sobriety  and  Truth  there  still  resort; 
Keep  promis'd  fisith,  thoQ  shalt  all  treacberies 
Detest,  and  fttwning  parasites  despise  ; 
II10U,  others  to  make  rich,  sbalt  not  make  poor 
Thyself,  but  give,  that  thou  may'ststill  give  moie; 
Thou  shalt  no  paranymph  raise  to  h^h  place. 
For  frizzled  locks,  quaint  pace,  or  painted  fiMx: 
On  gorgeous  raiments,  womanizing  tmyM, 
The  works  of  worms,  and  what  a  moth  iMUofh 
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5  mkze  of  liools,tboa  thftH  no  treasure  spend, 

Y  charge  to  immortality  shall  teod ; 

tse  palaces,  and  temples  Taulted  high ; 

'erso'erarch;  of  hospitality 

d  sciences  the  nihi*d  inns  restore; 

th  walls  and  ports  encircle  Neptune's  shore ; 

new«<6und  worlds  thy  fleets  make  bold  their 

course, 
d  find  of  Canada  the  unknown  source ; 
}ple  those  lands  which  pass  Arabian  fields 
fragrant  woods,  and  musk  which  zephyr  yields, 
ou,  fear'd  of  none,  shalt  not  thy  people  fear, 
y  people's  lore  thy  greatness  shall  up-rear: 
11  rigour  shall  not  shine,  and  mercy  lower  } 
lat  love  can  do,  thou  shalt  not  do  by  power  ; 
w  and  vast  taxes  thou  shalt  not  extort, 
ad  heavy  those  thy  bounty  should  support; 
ou  shalt  not  strike  the  hinge  nor  master-beam 

thine  estate,  but  errours  in  the  same, 
'  harmless  justice,  graciously  reform ; 
slighting  more  in  calm  than  roaring  storm, 
ton  Shalt  govern  in  peace,  as  did  thy  sire ; 
!ep  safe  thine  own,  and  kingdoms  new  acquire 
!yund  Alcides'  pillars,  and  those  bounds 
here  Alexander  gain'd  the  eastern  crowns, 
II  thou  the  greatest  be  among  the  greats: 
lus  Heavens  ordain,  so  have  deere«l  the  Fates. 

MARS. 

>K  of  the  lion !  thou  of  loathsome  bands 
lalt  free  the  Earth,  and  whate'er  thee  with- 
stands 
tiy  noble  paws  shall  tear ;  the  god  of  Thrace 
lall  be  thy  second;  and  before  thy  fsce, 
3  Troth  and  Justice  whilst  thou  trophies  rears, 
rmies  shall  fall  dismay *d  with  panic  fears. 
s  when  Aurora  in  sky's  azure  lists 
lakes  shadows  vanish,  doth  disperse  the  mists, 
dd  in  a  twinkling  with  her  opal  light 
ight's  horroura  checketb,  putting  stars  to  flight : 
Fore  to  inflame  thee  to  this  noble  task, 
0  thee  he  here  resigns  his  sword  and  casque, 
wall  of  flying  castles,  armed  pines, 
tiall  bridge  thy  sea;  like  Heaven  with  steel  that 

shines 
o  aid  Earth's  tenants  by  foul  yokes  opprest, 
nd  fill  with  fears  the  great  king  of  the  west: 
o  thee  already  Victory  displays 
ler  garlands  twin*d  with  olive,  oak,  and  bays ; 
hy  triumphs  finish  shall  all  old  debates: 
bus  Heavens  decree,  so  have  ordain'd  the  Fates. 


ITsALTH,  wisdom,  glory,  pleasure,  stoutest  hearts, 
eligioD,  laws,  Hyperion  imparts 
o  thy  just  reign,  which  shall  far,  fkr  surpass 
^f  emperors,  kings,  the  best  that  ever  was : 
iook  how  he  dims  the  stars;  thy  glories'  rays 
o  darken  shall  the  lustre  of  these  days : 
'or  in  fair  Virtueli  zodiac  thou  shalt  run, 
.nd  in  the  Heaven  of  worthies  be  the  Sun. 
fo  more  contemn'd  shall  hapless  Learning  lie ; 
*he  maids  of  Pindus  shall  be  raised  high ; 
'or  bay  and  ivy  which  their  brows  enroird, 
;'hou  shalt  'em  deck  with  gems  and  shining  gold; 
^'bou  open  shalt  Parnassus'  crystal  gates; 
Thus  Heavens  ordain,  so  do  decree  the  fitea. 


TENUS. 


Thb  Acidalian  queen  amidst  thy  bays 
Shall  twine  her  myrtles,  grant  thee  pleasant  days  | 
She  did  make  clear  thy  house,  and,  with  her  light. 
Of  churlish  stars  put  back  the  dismal  spight; 
The  Hymenean  bed  fair  brood  shall  grace, 
Which  on  the  Earth  continue  shall  their  race; 
While  Flora's  treasure  shall  t'he  meads  endear; 
While  sweet  Pomona  rose-cheek'd  fruits  shall  bear; 
While  Pbcebus'  beams  her  brother's  emulates : 
Thus  Heavens  decree,  so  have  ordain*d  the  Fates. 


MIRGVRY. 

Orzat  Atlas'  nephew  shall  the  works  of  peace, 
The  springs  of  plenty,  tillage,  trade,  increase  ; 
And  arts,  in  time's  gulphs  lost,  agatu  restore 
To  their  perfection ;  nay,  find  many  more. 
More  perfect  artisU :  Cyclops  in  their  forge 
Shall  mould  those  brazen  lyphons,  which  disgorge 
From  their  hard  bowels  metal,  flame,  and  smoke^ 
Muflling  the  air  up  in  a  sable  cloke. 
Ocryons,  harpies,  dragons,  sphinges  strange. 
Wheel,  where  in  spacious  gires  the  fume  doth  range; 
The  sea  shrinks  at  the  blow,  shake  doth  the  ground, 
The  world's  vast  chambers  doth  the  sound  rrix>und ; 
The  Stygian  porter  leaveth  oflT  to  bark. 
Black  Jove,  appall'd,  doth  shroud  him  in  the  dark; 
Many  a  Typhis,  in  adventures  toss*d. 
By  new-found  skill  shall  many  a  maiden  eoast 
With  thy  sail-winged  Argoses  find  out. 
Which,  like  the  Sun,  shall  run  the  Earth  about; 
And  far  beyond  his  paths  score  wavy  ways^ 
To  Cathay's  lands  by  Hyperborean  seas ; 
He  shall  endue  thee,  both  in  peace  and  war. 
With  wisdom,  which  than  strength  is  better  for; 
Wealth,  honour}  arms,  and  arts  shall  grace  thy  stateas 
Thus  Heavens  ordain,  so  do  decree  the  Fates. 


THE  MOON. 

O  HOW  the  fair  queen  with  the  golden  maids, 
The  son  of  night,  thy  happy  fortunes  aids! 
Though  turban'd  princes  for  a  badge  her  wear. 
To  them  she  wains,  to  thee  would  full  appear; 
Her  hand-maid  Thetis  daily  walks  the  round 
About  thy  Delos,  that  no  force  it  wound; 
Then  when  thou  lefi'st  it,  and  abroad  didat  stray. 
Dear  pilgrim,  she  did  strew  with  flowers  thy  way ; 
And,  turning  foreign  force  and  counsel  vain. 
Thy  guard  and  guide  returned  thee  home  again ; 
To  thee  she  kingdoms,  years,  bliss  did  divine. 
Quailing  Medusa's  grim  snakes  with  her  shine. 
Beneath  thy  reign  Discord  (fell  mischiefs  forge. 
The  bane  of  people,  state  and  kingdom^s  scourge,} 
Pale  Envy  (with  the  cockatrice's  eye, 
Which  seeing  Idlls,  but  seen  doth  forthwith  die,) 
Malice,  Deceit,  Rebellion,  Impudence, 
Beyond  the  Garamants  shall  pack  them  hence. 
With  every  monster  that  thy  glory  hates : 
Thus  Heavens  decree,  so  have  ordain'd  the  Fates. 


BNDTMIOK. 

That  heretofore  to  thy  heroic  mind 

Hopes  did  not  answer  as  they  were  design'd^ 
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O  do  not  think  it  straage:  times  were  not  come, 

And  these  fair  stars  had  not  fmmouncM  their  doom. 

The  Destinies  did  on  that  day  attend, 

When  on  this  northern  region  thoii  shonldst  lend 

Thy  cheerful  presence,  and,  charg'd  with  renown. 

Set  on  thy  brows  the  Caledonian  crown. 

Thy  Tirtues  now  thy  just  desire  shall  grace. 

Stem  chanoe  shall  change,  and  to  desert  give  place. 

Let  this  be  known  to  all  the  Fates  admit 

To  their  grave  counsel*  and  to  every  wit 

That  conrU  Heaven's  inside :  thb  let  Sybils  know. 

And  those  mad  Corybants  who  dance  aind  glow 

On  Dindimus*  high  tops  with  frantic  fire : 

Let  this  be  known  to  all  Apollo*s  choir. 

And  people :  let  it  not  be  h jd  from  yoo. 

What  mountains  noise,  and  floods  proclaim  as  true. 

Wherever  fame  abroad  his  praise  shall  ring. 

All  shall  obsenre,  and  serve  this  blessed  king. 

The  end  of  king  Charleses  entertainment 
at  Edinburgh,  1633. 


PASTORAL  ELEGY 

OR  THB  DIATH  OF  SIR  WILUAM  ALBXAROEB. 

In  sweetest  prime  and  blooming  of  his  age. 
Dear  Alcon,  ravished  from  this  mortal  stage. 
The  shepherds  moumM,  as  they  him  lov*d  before. 
Among  the  rout,  him  Idmon  did  deplore; 
Idmon,  who,  whether  Sun  in  east  did  rise. 
Or  dive  in  west,  pour'd  torrents  from  his  eyes 
Of  Tiquid  crystal;  under  hawthorn  shade. 
At  U^  to  trees  and  flocks  this  plaint  he  made : 
'*  Alcon !  delight  of  Heaven,  desire  of  Earth, 
Off-spring  of  RMBbus,  and  the  Muses'  birth. 
The  Graces*  darling,  Adon  of  our  plains. 
Flame  of  the  fairest  nymphs  the  Earth  sustains ! 
What  pow*r  of  thee  hath  us  bereft  ?  what  fate. 
By  thy  untimely  fall,  would  ruinate 
Our  hopes  ?  O  Death !  what  treasure  in  one  hour 
Hast  thou  dispersed  !  how  dost  thou  devour 
What  we  on  Earth  hold  dearest !  All  things  good. 
Too  envious  Heavens,  how  blast  ye  in  the  bud  ! 
The  com  the  greedy  reapers  cut  not  down 
Before  the  fields  with  golden  ears  it  crown ; 
Nor  dofh  the  verdtot  fniits  the  gardener  pull ; 
But  thou  art  cropt  before  thy  years  w«*re  full. 

With  thee,  sweet  youth !  the  glories  of  our  fields 
Vanish  away,  and  what  contentments  yields. 
The  lakes  their  silver  look,  the  woods  their  shades. 
The  springs  their  crystal  want,  their  verdure  meads, 
The  years  their  early  seasons,  cheerful  dasrs; 
Hills  gloomy  stand,  now  desolate  of  rays : 
Their  amorous  whispers  zephyrs  not  us  bring, 
Nor  do  air's  choristers  salute  the  spring; 
The  freezing  winds  our  gardens  do  deflow'r. 
Ah  Destinies,  and  you  whom  skies  embow'r. 
To  his  fair  spoils  his  spright  again  yet  give, 
And,  like  another  phenix,  make  him  live !  [stems. 
The  herbs,  though  cut,  sprout  fragrant  from  their 
And  make  with  crimson  blush  our  anadems : 
The  Sun,  when  in  the  west  he  doth  decline. 
Heaven's  brightest  tapers  at  his  funerals  shine ; 
His  fece,  when  wash'd  in  the  Atlantic  seas, 
Kevives,  and  cheen  the  wtlkin  with  new  rasri: 


Why  ibould  not  he,  since  of  more  pure  a  firune; 
, Return  to  us  again,  and  be  the  same  ? 
But,  wretch !  what  wish  I?  to' the  winds  f  send 
Tliese  plaints  and  pray'rs :   Destinies  caoDOi  lend 
Thee  more  of  time,  nor  Heavens  consent  will  thus 
Thou  leave  tb«r  sUrry  world  td  dwell  with  m ; 
Yet  shall  they  not  thee  keep  amidst  their  qihera 
Without  these  lamentations  and  tears. 

Thou  wast  all  virtue,  courtesy,  and  woctii  % 
And,  as  Son^  Hght  is  in  the  Moon  set  fMth» 
Worid's  supreme  excellence  in  thoe  did  thine : 
Nor,  though  eclipsed  now,  shalt  thou  decfioe. 
But  in  our  memories  live,  while  dolphins  sticams 
Shall  haunt,  while  eaglets  stare  on  Titan's  beams, 
Whilst  swans  upon  their  oryttal  tomba  shall  ai^ 
Whilst  violets  with  poiple  paint  the  spring. 
A  gentler  shepherd  flocks  did  never  feed 
On  AUnon's  hills,  nor  sing  to  oatco  reed. 
While  what  she  fbnod  in  thee  my  Muse  would  blaze. 
Grief  doth  distract  her,  and  cut  short  thy  praise. 

How  oft  haye  we,  environ'd  by  the  thraog 
Of  tedious  swains,  the  cooler  shades  aoKxig, 
Gontemn'd  Earth's  glow-worm  greatness,  and  the 
Of  Fortune  scorned,  deeming  it  disgrace      [^aoe 
To  court  inconsUncy !  How  oft  have  we 
Some  Chk)ris*  name  grav'n  hi  each  ▼irgintree; 
And,  finding  favours  fisding,  the  next  day 
What  we  had  carv*d  we  did  deface  away. 
Woful  remembrance!  Nor  time  nor  place 
Of  (by  abodement  shadows  any  trace i 
But  there  to  mc  thou  shin'tt:  late  glad  desires. 
And  ye  once  roses,  how  are  ye  toraM  briars! 
Contentments  passed,  and  of  pleasures  chief. 
Now  are  ye  frightful  horrours,  hells  of  grief ! 

When  from  thy  native  soil  lore  had  thee  driven, 
(Thy  safe  return  prefignrating)  a  Heaven 
Of  flattering  hopes  did  in  my  fiuicy  move  ; 
Then  little  dreaming  it  should  atoms  prove. 
These  groves  preserve  will  I,  these  loved  woods. 
These  orchards  rich  with  fraits,  with  fish  the» 

floods, 
My  Alcqp  will  return,  and  once  again 
His  chosen  exiles  he  will  entertain ; 
The  populous  city  holds  him,  amongst  banns 
Of  some  fierce  Cyclops,  Circe*s  stronger  charms. 
**  These  banks,"  said  I,  <*  he  visit  will,  and  streams ; 
These  silent  shades,  ne'er  kiss'd  by  courting  beams. 
Far,  far,  off  I  will  meet  him,  and  I  first 
Shall  him  approaching  know,  and  first  be  blest 
With  his  aspect ;  I  first  shall  hear  his  voice. 
Him  find  the  same  he  parted,  and  rejoice 
To  learn  his  passed  perils;  know  the  sports 
Of  foreign  shepherds,  fawns,  and  fisiry  courts. 
No  pleasure  like  the  fields,  an  happy  state 
The  swains  enjoy,  secure  from  what  they  hate  i 
Free  of  proud  cares  they  innocently  spend 
The  day,  nor  do  black  thoughts  then-  ease  offend; 
Wise  Nature's  dariings,  they  live  in  the  work! 
Perplexing  not  themselves  how  it  is  huri'd. 
These  hillocks  Phcebus  lovei,  Ceres  these  plains, 
These  shades  the  Sylvans ;  and  here  Pales  strains 
Milk  in  the  pails;  the  maids  which  banfit the spriofs 
Deuce  on  these  pastures;  here  Araintas  sings: 
Hesperian  gardens,  Tempe's  shades,  are  hm. 
Or  what  the  eastern  Inde  and  west  hold  dear. 
Come  then,  dear  youth  !   the  wood-nymphs  tviot 

thee  boughs 
With  rose  and  lily  to  impale  thy  brows," 
Thus  ignorant  I  mus'd,  not  oonacioas  yet 
Of  what  by  Death  was  done,  and  mthleii  1^: 
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Ainidat  these  inmeet  Fame  thy  lots  doth  loand, 
And  throagh  my  ears  gives  to  my  heart  a  wound. 
"With  stretch*d-out  arms  I  sought  thee  to  embrace, 
Ba^  clasped,  amas*d,  a  coffin  in  thy  place; 
A  eoflto,  of  our  joys  which  had  the  trust,      [dust ! 
Wliich  told  that  thou  wert  come,  but  chang*d  to 
Scsurce,  ev*n  when  felt,  could  I  beliava  this  wrack, 
Kor  that  thy  time  and  glory  HeaTeae  would  break. 
Kowy  since  I  cannot  see  my  Alcoo's  face. 
And  find  nor  tows  nor  prayers  to  have  place 
l^^ith  guilty  stars,  this  mountain  shall  become 
To  me  a  sacred  altar,  and  a  tomb 
To  famous  Alcoo.    Here,  as  days,  months,  years 
I>o  circling  gli^e,  I  sacrifice  will  tears ; 
Here  spend  my  remnant  time,  exil'd  from  mirth. 
Till  Death  at  last  turn  monarch  of  my  earth. 

Shepherds  off  Forth,  and  you  by  Doven  rocks, 
Wltich  use  to  sing  and  sport,  and  keep  your  flocks. 
Pay  tribute  here  of  tears !  ye  nerer  had 
To  aggravate  your  moans  a  cause  more  sad : 
And  to- their  sorrows  hither  bring  your  mands, 
Ctfearged  with  sweetest  flow'rs,  and  with  pure  hands; 
Pair  nymphs,  the  blushing  hyacintb  and  rose 
Spread  on  the  place  his  relics  doth  enclose; 
Weave  garlands  to  his  memory,  and  put 
Orer  his  hearse  a  verse  in  cypress  cut : 
Virtue  did  die,  goedneis  but  harm  did  give. 
After  the  noble  Alcoo  ceased  to  live  : 
Friendship  an  earthquake  suffer'd ;  losing  him 
LoTe*s  brightest  constellation  turned  dim. 


MISCELLANIES. 


A  PASTORAL  SONG. 

PHILLIS  AlfD  DAMON. 

PaiL.  Shipbbiid,  dost  thou  love  me  well  ? 

Dam.  Better  than  weak  words  can  tell. 

PniL.  like  to  what,  grood  shepherd,  say? 

Dam.  Like  to  thee,  fair  cruel  May. 

Pbu.  .0  how  strange  these  words  I  find  ! 
Vet  to  satisfy  my  mind, 
Shepherd,  without  mocking  me, 
Have  I  any  love  from  thee  ? 
Like  to  what,  good  shepherd,  say  ? 

Dam.  Like  to  thee,  fair  cruel  May. 

Phil-  Better  answer  had  it  been, 

To  say  thou  lov'st  roe  as  thine  eyne. 

Dam.  Wo  i?  me!  these  1  love  not. 

For  by  them  love  entrance  got. 
At  that  time  they  did  behold. 
Thy  sweet  face  and  locks  of  gold. 

Pbil.  Like  to  what,  dear  shepherd,  say } 

Dam.  Like  to  thee,  fair  cruel  May. 

Phil.  Once,  dear  shepherd,  speak  more  plain. 
And  1  shall  not  ask  again; 
Say,  to  end  this  gent^  strife, 
Dost  thou  love  me  as  thy  liie } 
Ko,  for  it  is  turned  a  slave 
To  sad  annoys,  and  what  I  have 
Of  life  by  lovers  stronger  force 
Is  'reft,  and  I  'm  but  a  dead  corse. 

PaiL.  Like  to  what,  good  shepherd,  say  ? 
Dam.  Like  to  thee,  fair  cruel  May« 


Phil.  Learn  I  pray  this,  like  to  thee. 
And  say,  I  love  as  I  do  me. 

Dam'.  Alas!  I  do  not  love  myself. 

For  I  *m  split  on  beauty's  shelf. 

Pbil.  Like  to  what,  $ood  shepherd,  asy  ? 

Dam.  Like  to  thee,  hit  cruel  Bfay. 


Ail  good  hath  left  this  age,  all  tracks  of  shame : 
Mercy  is  banished,  and  pity  dead ; 
^Justice,  from  whence  it  came,  to  Heav'n  is  fled  ; 
Religion,  maim'd,  is  thought  an  idle  name. 
Faith  to  distrust  and  malice  hath  giv'n  place ; 
Envy,  with  poison'd  teeth,  hath  friendship  torn; 
Renowned  knowledge  is  a  despised  scorn; 
Now  evil  *t  is.  all  evil  not  t*  embrace. 
There  is  no  life,  save  under  servile  bands; 
To  make  desert  a  vassal  to  their  crimes. 
Ambition  with  avarice  joins  hands : 
O  ever  shameful,  O  most  shameless  times ! 
Save  that  Sun*s  light  we  see,  of  good  here  tell. 
This  Earth  we  court  so  much  were  very  HelL 


Doth  then  the  world  go  thus,  doth  all  thus  move? 

Is  this  the  justice  which  on  Earth  we  find? 

Is  this  that  firm  decree  which  all  doth  bmd? 

Are  these  your  influences,  pow*rs  above  ? 

Those  souls  which  vice's  moody  mists  most  blind. 

Blind  Fortune,  blindly,  most  their  friend  doth  prove; 

And  they  who  thee,  poor  idol  virtue!  knre. 

Ply  like  a  feather  toss'd  by  storm  and  wind. 

Ah !  if  a  providence  doth  sway  this  all, 

Why  should  best  minds  groan  under  most  distress  ? 

Or  why  should  pride  humility  make  thrall. 

And  injuries  the  innocent  oppress  ? 

Heavens !  hinder,  stop  this  &te;  or  grant  a  time 

When  good  may  have,  as  well  as  bad,  their  prime. 


A  REPLY. 


\yHO  do  in  good  delight. 

That  sov*reign  justice  ever  doth  reward; 

And  though  sometime  it  smite. 

Yet  it  doth  them  regard : 

For  ev'n  amidst  their  grief 

They  find  a  strong  relief. 

And  death  itself  can  work  them  no  despite. 

Again,  in  evil  who  joy. 

And  do  in  it  grow  old, 

In  midst  of  mirth  are  charg'd  with  sin**  aimoy. 

Which  is  in  conscience  scrolled ; 

And  when  their  life's  frail  thread  is  cot  by  time. 

They  punishment  find  equal  to  each  crime. 


Look  how  in  May  the  rose. 

At  sulphur's  azure  fumes. 

In  a  short  space  her  crimson  blush  doth  lose. 

And,  all  amaz'd,  a  pallid  white  assumes. 

So  time  our  best  consumes. 

Makes  youth  and  beauty  pass. 

And  what  was  pride  tuns  horronr  in  oar  gla«. 
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DRUMMOND'S  POEMS. 


TO  A  SWALLOW 

BUILDING  NEAR  THE  STATUE  OF  MEDEA. 

Fond  Progtic,  chattering  wretch; 

That  is  Medea  !  there 

Wilt  thou  thy  younglings  hatch  ? 

Will  she  keep  thine,  her  own  who  could  not  spare? 

Learn  from  her 'frantic  face 

To  seek  some  fitter  place. 

What  other  may^st  thou  bppe  for,  what  desire. 

Save  Stygian  spells,  wounds,  poison,  iron,  fire  ? 


VENUS  ARMED. 

To  practice  new  alarms 

In  Jove's  great  court  above, 

The  wanton  queen  of  k»ve 

Of  sleeping  Mars  put  on  the  horrid  arms ; 

Where  gazing  in  a  glass 

To  see  what  thing  she  was, 

To  mock  and  scoff  the  blue-eyed  maid  did  more ; 

Who  said,  <*  Sweet  queen,  thus  should  you  have 

been  digbt 
When  Vulcan  took  you  napping  with  your  knighU" 


THE  BOAR'S  HEAD. 

Amidst  a  pleasant  green 

Which  Stm  did  seldom  see. 

Where  play'd  Anchises  with  the  Cjrprian  queen, 

The  head  of  a  wild  boar  hung  on  a  tree : 

And,  driven  by  Zephyrs'  breath. 

Did  fall,  and  wound  the  lovely  youth  beneath  ; 

On  whom  yet  scarce  appears 

So  much  of  blood  as  Venus'  eyes  shed  tears. 

But,  ever  as  she  wept,  her  anthem  was, 

**  Change,  cruel  change,  alas ! 

My  Adon,  whilst  thou  liv*d,  was  by  thee  slain  $ 

^ow  dead,  this  lover  must  thou  kill  again?" 


TO  AN  OWL. 


AscALAPiivs,  tell  me, 

So  may  night's  curtain  long  time  cover  thee. 

So  ivy  ever  may 

From  irksome  light  keep  thy  chamber  and  bed  ; 

And,  in  Moon's  liv'ry  c'ad. 

So  may'st  thou  scorn  the  choristers  of  day — 

When  plaining  thou  dost  stay 

Near  to  the  sacred  window  of  my  dear. 

Dost  ever  thou  her  hear 

To  wake,  and  steal  swift  hours  from  drowsy  sleep  ? 

And,  when  she  wakes,  doth  e'er  a  stolen  ngh  creep 

Into  thy  listening  ear  ? 

If  that  deaf  god  doth  yet  her  careless  keep,  ; 

In  louder  botes  my  grtef  with  thine  express. 

Till  by  thy  shrieks^ihe  think  on  my  dittreiB. 


DAPHNTS, 


Now  Daphnis'  arms  did  g^w 

In  slender  branches ;  and  her  braided  bftir^ 

Which  like  gold  waves  did  flow, 

in  leafy  twigs  was  stretched  in  the  sdr; 

The  grace  of  eitber  foot 

Transformed  ^vas  to  a  root; 

A  tender  bar^  enwraps  her  body  fair. 

He  who  did  c^nse  her  ill 

Sore  wailing  stbod,  and  from  his  blubber'd  eyiie 

Did  showers  of  tears-opon  the  riod  distil. 

Which,  watered  thus,  did  bud  and  turn  more  green. 

O  deep  despair !  O  heart^appalling  grief! 

Allien  that  doth  woe  increase  should  bring  reliet 


THE  BEAR  OF  LOVE. 

\»  woods  and  desert  bounds 

A  beast  abroad  doth  roam ; 

So  loving  sweetness  and  the  honey-comb. 

It  doth  despise  the  arms  of  bees  and  woands: 

I,  by  like  pleasure  led. 

To  prove  what  Ueav'ns  did  place 

Of  sweet  on  your  fair  fiice. 

Whilst  therewith  I  am  fed. 

Rest  careless  (bear  of  love)  of  beltisb  smart. 

And  how  those  eyes  afflict  and  wound  my  heart 


FIVE  SONNETS  FOR  GALATEA. 

I. 

•S-nspfioN,  in  vain  thou  brmg'st  thy  rhjrmes  and  soog^ 
Deck'd  with  grave  Pindar*soId  and  wither'd  flow*ni 
In  vain  thou  count'st  the  fair  Europa's  wrongs. 
And  her  whom  Jove  deceived  in  golden  showers. 
Thou  hast  slept  never  under  myrtle's  shed ; 
Or,  if  that  passion  hath  thy  soul  oppress'd. 
It  is  but  for  some  Grecian  mistress  dead. 
Of  such  old  sighs  thou  dost  discharge  thy  breast ; 
How  can  true  love  with  fables  hold  a  plaice  ? 
Thou  who  with  fables  dost  set  forth  thy  love. 
Thy  love  a  pretty  fable  needs  must  prove: 
Thou  suest  for  grace,  in  scorn  more  to  disgrace. 
I  cannot  think  thou  wert  charm*d  by  my  looks, 
O  no  !  thou  leam*st  thy  bve  in  lovers*  books. 

11. 

No  more  with  candid  words  inf^  mine  ears; 
Tell  me  no  more  bow  that  yon  pine  in  angnhb ; 
When  sound  you  sleep,  no  more  say  that  ynn  lan- 
guish; 
No  more  in  sweet  despite  say  yon  spend  tears. 
Who  hath  such  hollow  eyes  as  not  to  see. 
How  those  that  are  hair-brain'd  boast  of  Apollo, 
And  bold  give  out  the  Muses  do  them  fblkrr. 
Though  in,  love*s  library,  yet  no  lovers  be. 
If  we,  poor  souls !  least  favour-but  them  dK>w, 
That  straight  in  wanton  lines  abroad  is  blaz'd  ; 
Their  names  doth  soar  on  our  fame's  overthrow; 
Mark'd  is  our  lightness,  whilst  their  wits  are  prais'd. 
In  silent  thoughts  who  can  no  secret  cover. 
He  may,  say  we,  bat  not  well,  be  a  lorn. 
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III. 


Vm  who  with  carious  nambers,  sweetest  trt, 
Frame  Diedal  nets  oar  beaut7  to  surprise, 
TelVmg  straofe  cafetles  builded  in  the  skies» 
And  tales  of  Cupid's  bow  and  Cupid's  dart ; 
"WeU^  howsoe'er  ye  act  your  feigned  smart. 
Molesting  quiet  ears  with  tragic  cries, 
"When  you  accuse  our  chastity's  best  part, 
^am'd  cruelty,  ye  seem  not  half  too  wise  5 
Yea,  ye  youraelves  it  deem  most  worthy  praise, 
Beauty*ft  best  guard;  that  dragou,  which  doth  keep 
Hesperian  fruit,  the  spur  in  you  does  raise. 
That  Delian  wit  that  otherways  may  sleep: 
To  cruel  nymphs  your  lines  do  fame  afiford, 
Oft  many  pitiful,  not  one  poor  wotd. 


IV. 
Ipit  be  love,  to  wake  out  all  the  night. 
And  watchfol  eyes  drive  out  in  dewy  moans, 
Aad,  when  the  6nn  brings  to  the  woHd  his  light, 
To  waste  the  day  in  tears  and  bitter  groans; 
If  it  be  love,  to  dim  weak  reason's  beam 
With  clouds  of  strange  desire,  and  make  the  mind 
In  hellish  agonies  a  Heav'n  to  dream, 
Still  seeking  comlbrts  where  but  griefs  we  find  5 
If  it  be  love,  to  sUin  with  wanton  thought 
A  spotless  chastity,  and  make  it  try 
More  furious  flames  than  his  whosecunning  wrought 
That  brazen^bull,  where  he  intomb'd  did  fiy; 
Then  sure  is  love  the  causer  of  such  woe^, 
Be  ye  our  lovers,  or  our  mortal  foes. 


V. 

Anb  would  3roa  theu  shake  off  Love's  golden  chain. 

With  which  it  is  best  freedom  to  be  bound  } 

And,  cruel !  do  you  seek  to  heal  the  wouud 

Of  love,  which  hath  such  sweet  and  pleasant  pain  ? 

All  that  is  subject  unto  Nature's  reign 

In  skie9  above,  or  on  this  lower  round. 

When  it  its  k«ig  andiar-sought  end  hath  found, 

Both  in  decadens  fall  and  slack  remain. 

Behold  the  Moon,  how  gay  her  face  doth  grow 

Till  she  kiss  all  the  Sun,  then  doth  decay ! 

See  how  the  seas  tumultuously  do  flow 

Till  they  embrace  lov'd  banks,  then  post  away : 

80  is  *t  with  bve :  unless  3rou  love  me  still, 

O  do  i|ot  thmk  I  '11  yield  unto  your  will ! 


SONNET. 

C4Bi*s  charming  sleep,  son  of  the  sable  night, 
Brother  to  death,  m  silent  darkness  bom, 
I>e9troy  my  languish  ere  the  day  be  light. 
With  dark  forgetting  of  my  care's  return ; 
And  let  the  day  be  long  enough  to  mourn 
The  ship^p«ck  of  my  ill-adventur'd  youth ; 
Let  wat'ry  eyes  suffice  to  wail  their  scorn. 
Without  the  troubles  of  the  night^s  untruth. 
Cease,  dreams,  fond  image  of  my  fond  desires! 
To  model  forth  the  passions  of  to  morrow; 
JAt  never  rising  Sun  approve  your  tears. 
To  add  more  grief  to  aggravate  my  sorrow : 
Still  let  19^  sle^,  embracing  donds  in  vain. 
And  never  wake  tg  feel  the  diiy's  disdain. 
\01m  v« 


TO  TffAUMANTlA,  SINGING, 
Ib  it  not  too,  too  touch 
Thou  late  didst  to  me  prove 
A  basiUsk  of  love. 
And  didst  my  wits  bewitch  ? 
Unless,  to  cause  more  harm. 
Made  syren  too  thou  with  thy  voije  me  charm  f 
Ah !  though  thou  so  my  reason  didst  controul. 
That  to  thy  looks  I  could  not  proves  mole;   * 
Yet  do  me  not  that  wrong. 
As  not  to  let  me  turn  asp  to  thy  song; 


UPON  A  GLASS. 

If  thou  wouldst  see  threads  purer  than  the  gold. 

Where  love  his  wealth  doth  show. 

But  take  this  glass,  and  thy  fair  hair  behold. 

If  whiteness  thou  wouldst  see  more  white  thansnowi 

And  read  on  wonder's  bool^ 

Take  but  this  glass,  and  on  thy  forehead  look. 

Wouldst  thou  in  winter  see  a  crimson  rose. 

Whose  thorns  do  hurt  each  heart } 

Look  but  in  glass  how  thy  sweet  lips  do  close. 

Wouldst  thou  see  planets  which  all  good  impart, 

Or  meteors  diviije  ? 

But  Uke  this  glass,  and  gaze  upon  thine  eyne. 

No— planets,  rose,  snow,  gold,  cannot  compare     ^ 

With  you,  dear  eyes,  lips,  brovs,  and  amber  hair ! 


OF  A  BEE. 

Am  an  audacious  kiyight. 

Come  with  some  foe  to  fight. 

His  sword  doth  brandish,  makes  his  armour  ring} 

So  this  proud  bee,  at  home  perhaps  a  king, 

Did  buzzing  fly  about. 

And,  tyrant,  after  thy  foir  lip  did  stJng. 

O  champion  strange  as  stout ! 

Who  hast  by  Mature  found 

Sharp  arms,  and  trumpet  shrill,  to  sound  and  wound, 


OP  THE  SAME. 

O  00  not  kill  that  bee 

That  thus  bath  wounded  thee ! 

Sweet,  it  was  no  despite^ 

But  hue  did  him  deceive : 

For  when  thy  lips  did  close, 

He  deemed  them  a  rose. 

What  wouldst  thou  further  crave  ? 

He  wanting  wit,  and  blinded  with  deK^ht, 

Would  fain  have  kiss'd,  but  mad  with  joy  did  bitOy 


'  OF  A  KISS. 

Ah!  of  that  cruel  bee 

Thy  lips  have  suck'd  too  much ; 

For  when  they  mine  did  touob, 

i  found  that  both  they  hurt  and  sweeten'd  me : 

This  by  the  sting  they  have. 

And  that  they  of  the  hooey  do  receive:     • 

Dear  kiss!  else  by  what  art 

Could«tthQaatoQCcboUipleMeai|dwo)mdmyl)eiirt^ 

*       Yy 
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DRIJMMOND'S  POEMS. 


IDMQN  TO  VENUS. 


If,  Acidalia's  queen, 

Tbou  quench  in  me  thy  torch, 

And  with  thesameThaumantia'sheart  shalt  scorch, 

Each  year  a  mjrrtle  tree 

Here  I  do  vow  to  consecrate  to  thee : 

An^  wbea  the  meads  grow  green,  * 

I  will  of  sweetest  flowers 

Weave  thousand  garlands  to  adorn  thy  bow'rs. 


A  LOVER'S  PLAINT. 

In  midst  of  silent  night, 

When  men,  birds,  beasts,  do  rest, 

?^ith  love  and  fear  posnest, 
6  Heay'n,  and  Flore,  I  count  my  heavy  plight 
Again,  with  roseate  wings 
When  mom  peeps  forth,  and  Philomela  sings, 
Then,  void  of  all  relief, 
Do  I  renew  my  grief; 

Day  follows  night,  night  day,  whilst  still  I  prove 
That  Heaven  is  deaf,  Flore  careless  of  my  love. 


HIS  FIREBRAND. 

Leave,  page,  that  slender  torch. 

And  in  this  gloomy  night 

Let  only  shine  the  light 

Of  Love's  hot  brandon,  which  my  heart  doth  scorch : 

A  sigh,  or  blast  of  wind, 

My  tears,  or  drops  of  rain. 

May  that  at  once  make  blind ; 

Whilst  this  like  jEtna  burning  shall  remain. 


DAPHMS^  VOW. 

Whw  Son  doth  bring  the  day  , 

From  the  Hesperian  sea. 

Or  Moon  her  eoach  doth  roll 

Above  the  northern  pole. 

When  serpents  cannot  hiss, 

And  lovers  shall  not  kiss. 

Then  may  it  be,  but  in  no  time  till  then, 

That  Daphnis  can  forget  his  Orienne. 


STATUE  OF  VENUS  SLEEPING. 

Bebae  not  my  sweet  repose, 

Thou,  whom  free  will,  or  chance,  brings  to  this  place, 

Let  lids  these  comets  close, 

O  do  not  seek  to  see  their  shining  g^ce : 

For  when  mine  eyes  tbou  seest,  they  thine  will  blind, 

And  thou  shalt  part,  hut  leave  thy  heart  behind. 


ANTHEA^S  GIFT.  , 

This  virgm  lock  of  hair 

To  Idmon  Anthea  gives, 

Idmon,  for  whom  she  lives, 

Though  oft  she  mix  his  hopes  with  cold  despair: 

This  now;  but,  absent  if  be  constant  prove. 

With  gift  more  dear  she  vopi  to  meet  hit  love. 


TO  THAUMANTIA. 

Comb,  let  us  live,  and  love. 

And  ktsa,  Thaumantia  mine ; 

I  shall  the  elm  be,  he  to  me  the  vine ; 

Come,  let  us  teach  new  billing  to  the  dove : 

Nay,  to  augment  our  bliss. 

Let  souls  e*en  other  kiss. 

Let  love  a  workman  be. 

Undo,  distemper,  and  his  cmming  prove. 

Of  kisses  three  make  one,  of  one  make  three : 

Though  Moon,  Sun,  stats,  be  bodies  far  more  bright. 

Let  them  not  vaunt  they  match  us  in  delight. 


A  LOVER'S  DAY  AND  NIGHT. 

BaiGHT  meteor  of  day, 

For  me  in  Thetis'  bowHn  for  ever  stoy  ; 

Night,  to  this  flow'ry  globe 

Ne'er  show  for  me  Uiy  star-embroidered  robe. 

My  night,  my  day,  do  not  proceed  from  yow, 

fiut  hang  on  Mint's  brow : 

For  when  she  low'rs,  and  hides  firom  nac  bcr  eyc^ 

'Midst  clearest  day  I  find  black  night  afwe; 

When  smiling  she  again  those  twins  doth  tarn. 

In  midst  of  night  I  find  noon's  tordi  to  boin. 


THE  STATUE  OF  ADONIS, 

When  Venus,  'longst  that  plain. 

This  Parian  Aden  saw,  [Jt^t 

She  sigh'd,  and  said,  "  What  pow'rbreaks  Destzoe^s 

World-mourned  boy,  and  makes  thee  live  agam?" 

Then  with  stretch'd  arms  she  ran  him  to  enlbtd: 

But  when  she  did  behold 

The  boar,  whose  snowy  tusks  did  threaten  death. 

Fear  closed  up  her  breath. 

Who  can  but  grant  then  that  these  stones  do  lire, 

Sith  this  bred  k)ve,  and  that  a  wound  did  give } 


CLORUS  TO  A  GROVE. 

Ou»  oak,  and  you  thick  grove, 

I  ever  shall  you  love. 

With  these  sweet-smelling  briers : 

For  briers,  oak,  grove,  ye  crowned  my  desirei^ 

When  underneath  3rour  shade 

I  left  my  woe,  and  Flore  her  maidenhead. 


A  COUPLET  ENCOMIASTIC. 

13  3  18  9 

Love,  Cypris,  Phoebus,  will  feed,  deck,  and  crown, 

18  3  t  8 

Thy  heart,  brows,  verse,  with  flames,  with  flow'n, 


ANOTHER. 


Tby  Mute  not-able^  foil,  il-lustred  rhymea 
Make  thee  the  poetaster  of  our  times. 
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im>N  A  BAY  TREE 


mcrt  LOVG  SINCE,  GROWING  IN  THE  RUINI  OP 
TIRGIL'S  TOMB. 

7hosb  stones  which  once  bad  trust 

Of  Maro*8  sacred  dust, 

l»^bich  now  of  their  first  beauty  spoii'd  are  seen, 

That  they  due  praise  not  want, 

Tnglorioua  and  remain, 

Jk  Delian  tree  (fair  Nature^s  only  plant) 

Kbw  courts  and  shadows  with  her  tresses  gr«en : 

Sing  lo  Paean,  ye  of  Pheebos'  train  ; 

Though  envy,  av" rice,  time,  your  tombs  throw  down, 

'With  maiden  laureb  If ature  will  them  crown. 


LmA*s  pmGimrv. 


FLOHA'S  FLOWER. , 

Vmus  doth  love  the  rose; 

Apollo  those  dear  flow'rs 

'Which  were  bis  paramours ; 

The  queen  of  sable  skies 

The  subtile  Innaries : 

But  Flore  likes  none  of  those; 

For  Aur  to  her  no  flow'r  seems  save  the  lily ; 

And  wby  ?  Becmuie  one  letter  turos  it  P . 


MELAMPUSrS  EPITAPH. 

Ail  that  a  dog  could  hare 

The  good  Melampus  had  : 

Nay,  be  had  more  than  what  in  beasts  we  crave. 

For  be  could  play  the  brave; 

And  often,  like  a  Thraso  stern,  go  mad : 

And  if  ye  had  not  seen,  but  heard  him  bark. 

Ye  would  have  twom  be  was  your  parish  clerk* 


THE  HAPPINESS  OF  A  FLEA. 

How  happier  is  that  flea. 

Which  in  thy  breast  doth  play, 

Thau  that  pied  butterfly 

Which  courts  the  flame,  and  in  the  same  doth  die  1 

That  hath  a  light  delight, 

Fo^rfbol!   contented  only  with  a  siffbt; 

When  this  doth  sport,  and  swell  wiUi  dearest  food. 

And,  if  be  die,  he  knight-like  dies  in  blood. 


OF  THE  SAME. 

Pool  flea  1  then  thon  didst  die; 

Yet  by  so  fair  a  hand, 

That  thus  to  die  was  destine  to  command : 

Thou  didst  die,  yet  didst  try 

A  lover's  last  delight. 

To  Tault  on  virgin  plains,  her  kiss  and  bito : 

Thou  diedst,  yet  hast  thy  tomb 

Between  those  paps,  O  dear  and  stately  room ; 

Plea  happier  far,  more  blest. 

Than  jfbiaoL  boniiBg  in  hit  spicy  nest. 


WuQ  Lina  weddeth,  shall  most  hapw  be; 

For  he  a  maid  shaU  find. 

Though  maiden  none  be  she. 

A  girl  or  boy  beneath  her  waist  confin'd: 

And  though  bright  Ceres'  locks  be  never  shorn. 

He  shall  be  sure  this  year  to  lack  no  com. 

LOVE  NAKED. 
Ann  would  yc,  lovers,  know 
Why  Love  doth  naked  go  ? 
Fond,  waggish,  changeling  lad ! 
Late  whilst  Thaumaatia's  voice 
He  wond'ring  heard,  it  made  him  so  r^oice, 
That  he  o'crjoy*d  ran  mad  : 
And  in  a  firantic  fit  threw  clothes  away, 
j  And  since  from  lip  and  lap  hen  cannot  stray. 


NIOBE. 


Wmtch'd  Niobe  I  am ; 

Let  wretches  read  my  case. 

Not  such  who  with  a  tear  ne'er  wet  their  face. 

Seven  daughters  of  me  came. 

And  sons  as  many,  which  one  fatal  day, 

Orb'd  mother!  took  away. 

Thus  reft  by  Heavens  unjust, 

Orief  tum'd  me  stoue,  stone  too  doth  me  entomb^ 

Which  if  thou  dost  mistrust. 

Of  this  hard  rock  but  ope  the  flinty  womb. 

And  here  thou  sbalt  find  marble,  and  no  dust 


CHANGE  OF  LOVE. 

Oncv  did  I  weep  and  groan, 

Drink  teass,  draw  loathed  breath. 

And  all  for  love  of  one 

Who  did  aflect  my  death : 

But  now,  thanks  to  disdain  ! 

I  live  rcliev*d  of  pain. 

For  sighs  I  sinking  go, 

I  bum  not  as  before— no,  no,  no,  no ! 


WILD  BEAUTY. 

If  all  but  ice  thou  be. 

How  dost  thou  thus  me  bum  ? 

Or  how  at  fire  which  thou  dost  raise  in  me, 

Sith  ice.  thyself  in  streams  dost  thou  not  turn? ' 

But  rather,  plaintfol  case ! 

Of  ice  art  marble  made,  to  my  disgrace. 

O  miracle  of  love,  not  heard  till  now  ! 

Cold  ice  doth  bum,  and  hard  by  fire  doth  grow. 


CONSTANT  LOVE. 

TiMi  makes  great  states  decay. 

Time  doth  May's  pomp  disgrace. 

Time  draws  deep  furrows  in  the  fairest  hce^ 

Time  wisdom,  force,  renown,  doth  take  away; 
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Time  doth  consome  the  yemn. 
Time  changes  works  in  Heaven's  eternal  spheres 
Yet  this  fierce  tyrant,  vhich  doth  all  devour. 
To  lessen  love  in  me  shall  have  no  po«*r. 


W  CHLORJ& 

Bn,  Chloris,  how  the  cloods 

Tilt  in  the  azure  lists ; 

And  now  with  Sty^an  mi>ts 

Each  homed  hill  his  giant  fordiead  shrouds. 

Jove  thund'reth  in  the  air; 

The  air,  grown  jrreafwith  rain 

Now  seems  to  bring  DeucaUoo's  dajs  again : 

I  see  t^^eqnake:  come,  let  us  home  repair; 

Come,  hide  thee  in  mine  arms, 

If  not  fi>r  love,  ydL  to  shun  gfaater  harms* 


DRUMMONiyS  POEMS. 


I  shall  not  liear  thus,  though  she  stij^  alooe^ 
That  others  her  piirKie,  entsoe,  adflsire; 
And,  though  she  sometime  countqfeit  a  ^roan, 
I  shall  not  think  her  heart  /eels  uncouth  fire  ; 
I  shall  not  style  her  ruthless  to  my  asoan. 
Nor  proud,  disdainful,  waiywaid  to  desire  : 
Her  thoughts  with  mine  will  hold  an  eqnml  line, 
I  shall  \fe  hen,  and  she  shall  all  he  nune. 


THYRSI8  JN  DISPRAISE  OF  BEAUTY. 

That  which  so  much  the  dotting  world  doth  prize, 
Food  ladies*  only  care,  ^nd  sole  delight, 
8oon-fi|dioS  heauty,  which  of  hues  doth  rise. 
Is  hut  an  abject  let  of  Nature's  might; 
|tf  os£  woful  wretch,  whom  shining  hair  and  eyes 
Lead  to  Lovie*s  dangeoo,  traitor'd  by  a  sight. 
Most  woful!  for  he  might  with  greater  ease 
pell's  portals  enter  and  pale  Death  appease. 

As  in  delicious  meads  beneath  the  flow'ri. 
And  the  most  wholesome  herbs  thfit'May  can  show. 
In  crystal  curls  the  speckled  terpent  fbw'is  ; 
As  in  the  apple,  which  most  fair  doth  grow. 
The  rotteu  worm  is  olos'd,  which  it  devours; 
As  in  gilt  cups,  ^th  Onossian  wine  which  flow. 
Oft  poison  pompously  doth  hide  its  sourK ; 
So  lewdness,  fislsehood,  mischief  them  n4ywac^ 
C1#4  with  the  pleasapt  rayt  of  beauty's  glance. 

Good  thence  is  chas'd  where  beauty  doth  appe^; 

Mild  lowliness,  with  pity,  Cftun  it  fly  j 

Where  beauty  reigns,  as  in  their  proper  sphere. 

Ingratitude,  disdain,  pride,  all  dcKry ; 

The  flow'r  and  fpiit,  which  virtue's  tree  shou)d  bear, 

With  her  bad  shadow  beauty  maketh  die : 

Beauty  a  monster  is,  a  monster  burl'd 

from  angry  Heaven,  to  scourge  this  lower  world. 

As  fruits  which  are  unripe,  an4  Mur  of  tastis. 
To  be  6oofectM  more  fit  than  sweet  we  prove ; 
For  sweet,  in  spite  pf  care,  themselves  will  wi^te, 
Wh^  tl^ey  long  kept  the  appetite  do  move; 
So,  in  the  sweetness  of  his  nectar,  Love 
The  fml  confects,  and  seasons  of  his  feast: 
Sour  is  fsr  better,  which  we  sweet  may  make. 
Than  sweet,  which  sireeter  sweetness  will  not  t^e. 

Foul  may  my  lady  be ;  and  may  h^  nose, 
A  Tenerif,  give  umbrage  to  her  chin ; 
May  her  gay  mouth,  Vhi<ih  shie  no  time  may  close, 
So  wide  be,  that  the  Moon  m^y  turn  therein: 
)tfay  eyes  and  teeth  be  hiade  conform  to  those ; 
Eyes  set  by  chance  and  whit^  teeth  black  and  thin: 
May  all  that  seen  is,  and  is  hid  from  sight, 
like  unto  these  rare  parte  be  framed  right. 


EURYMEDOIPS  PRAISE  OP  MIR  J. 

Gbm  of^  mountains,  glory  of  ow  plaioa ! 
Rare  miracle  of  nature,  and  of  love ! 
Sweet  Atlas,  who  all  beauty's  HeaTCU  aiMtsiiu. 
No,  beauty's  Ueavps,  where  all  her  wpode^  nitin; 
The  Sun,  from  east  to  west  who  all  doth  see. 
On  this  h>w  globe  sees  nothing  like  to  tbec 

One  phenix  only  liv'd  ere  thou  wast  bora. 
And  Earth  but  did  one  queen  of  love  admire. 
Three  Graees'obly  did  the  world  adorn. 
But  thrice  three  Muses  sung  to  Phfsbvs'  lyre ; 
Two  phenixes  he  now,  love's  queens  are  two^ 
Four  Graces,  Muses  ten,  all  made  by  you. 

For  thoie  perfections  which  the  bountoous  Heaicc 
To  divers  worlds  in  divers  times  assign'd. 
With  thousands  more,  to  thee  at  once  were  girea, 
Thy  body  fur,  more  friir  they  omde  the  miod : 
And,  that  thy  like  no  age  should  more  behold. 
When  thou  wast  fram*d,  they  after  break  the  nwold 

Sweet  are  the  blushes  on  thy  face  which  shine. 
Sweet  are  the  flames  which  marfLle  from  thine  eya, 
Sweet  are  his  tdrmeote  who  for  thee  doth  pine. 
Most  sweet  his  death  for  thee  w)io  sweetly  di£Si 
For,  if  he  die,  he  dies  not  by  annoy. 
But  tOQ  much  sweetness  and  abundant  joy. 

What  are  my  slender  lajrs  to  show  thy  wocth ! 
How  can  base  words  a  thing  so  high  make  knovs? 
So  wooden  globes  bright  stars  to  us  set  ftvth. 
So  in  a  crystal  is  Stin*s  beauty  shown : 
More  of  thy  praises  if  my  Muse  shonU  write^ 
More  love  and  pity  must  the  same  mdite. 


TBAUMjOfTIA. 

AT  THS  oeVARTVRB  OP  IDMOM. 

Faie  IX^,  from  the  height 

Of  Heaven's  first  oib  who  cheai^t  this  kver  plw:^. 

Hide  now  from  me  thy  light; 

And,  pitying  my  case. 

Spread  with  a'scarf  of  ebuds  thy  Uushbg  hct. 

Gome  with  your  doleful  songs* 

Night's  sable  birds,  which  plain  when  otben  tkep; 

Come,  solemnize  my  wrongs, 

And  concert  to  me  kepp, 

Sith  Heaven,  Earth,  Hdl,  are  aet  tocaase  me  wtep. 

This  grief  yet  I  could  bear. 

If  now  by  absence  I  were  only  pinM ; 

But,  ah!  worse  evU  I foar; 

Men  absent  prove  uidci^d. 

And  change,  unboostamf  like  the  Mbm^  t)iar  miod. 

If  thought  had  so  much  powV 

Of  thy  departure,  that  it  could  me  day; 

How  will  that  ugly  hour 

My  fe^le  sense  dismay, 

"Farewel«9weetheaii"whenlahallhesrtb6e«]r! 
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kftar  life  I  sitb  thoa  must  gcv 

ake  all  my  joy  and  comfort  hence  with  thee, 

nd  leave  with  me  thy  woe^ 

iTbich,  until  I  thee  see, 

'or  time,  nor  place,  nor  change  shall  take  from  me. 


ERYCINE 

AT  THE  DEPARTURE  OF  ALEXIS. 

And  wilt  thou  then,  Alexis  mine,  depart, 
nd  leave  these  flow*ry  meads  and  crystal  streams, 
liese  hills  as  green  as  great  with  gold  add  gems, 
IHsich  coart  tbee  with  rich  treasure  in  each  part: 
hall  nothing  hold  thee  ?  not  my  loyal  hekrt, 
*hat  hursts  to  kae  the  comforts  of  thy  beams } 
for  yet  this  pipe,  which  wildest  satyrs  tames  ? 
Tor  lambkins  wailing,  nor  old  Dorus*  spiart  ? 

>  ruthless  shepherd !  forests  strange  among 
Vhat  canst  thou  else  but  fearful  dai^ers  find  ? 
lut,  ah !  not  thou,  but  honour,  doth  me  wrong; 

>  cruel  honour !  tyrant  of  the  mind." 
liis  said  sad  Erycine,  and  all  the  flowers 
mpearled  as  she  went  with  eyes'  salt  showers. 


COMPARISON 

OF  HIS  THOUOBTS  TO  PEARLS. 

Wm  opening  shells  in  seas,  on  heavenly  dew 

k  shining  ojrster  lusciously  doth  feed ; 

Ind  then  th6  birth  of  that  etberial  seed 

{hows,  when  conceived,  if  skies  look  dark  or  blue : 

k>  do  my  thoughts,  celestial  twins !  of  yon, 

It  whose  aspect  they  first  begin  and  breed, 

^hen  they  came  forth  to  light,  demonstrate  true 

f  ye  then  sinil*d,  or  lowVd  in  mourning  weed. 

?earl8  then  are  orient  fram'd,  and  fair  in  form, 

f  Heavens  in  their  conceptions  do  look  elear; 

Sut  if  they  thunder  or  do  threat  a  storm, 

rhey  sadly  dark  and  cloudy  do  appear : 

Kight  so  lAy  thoughts,  and  so  my  notes  do  change; 

Sweet,  if  ye  smile,  and  hoarse,  if  ye  look  strange. 


ALL  CHANGETff. 

'*  Tub  angry  winds  not  aye 

Do  cuff.the  roaring  deep ; 

And,  though  Heavens  often  weep, 

YU  do  they  smile  for  joy  when,  comes  dismay} 

Pnists  do  not  ever  kill  the  pleasant  flow*rs ; 

And  love  hath  sweets  when  gone  are  all  the  sours.*' 

This  said  a  shepherd,  closing  in  his  arms 

Bjs  dear,  who  blush*d  to  feel  love's  new  alarms. 


STLENVS  TO  KING  MIDAS. 

The  greatest  gift  that  from  their  lofty  thronev 
The  all-governing  pow'rs  to  man  can  give. 
Is,  that  he  never  breathe ;  or,  breathing  once^ 
A  suckling  end  his  days,  and  leave  to  live ; 
For  then  he  neither  knows  the  woe  nor  i^y 
Of  1^,  nor  fears  the  Stygian  lake's  annoy. 


TO  HIS  AMOROUS  THOt/GHT. 


SwsBT  wanton  thought,  who  art  of  beauty  bo^ 
And  who  on  beauty  feed'st,  and  sweet  desire. 
Like  Uper  fly,  still  circling,  and  still  turn 
Ahout  that  flame,  that  all  so  much  adfaiii%, 
That  heavenly  fair  which  doth  out-blush  the  mor% 
Those  ivory  hands,  those  threads  of  golden  wire, 
Thdu  still  surroundest,  yet  dar'st  not  aspire  ; 
Sure  thou  dost  well  that  place  not  to  come  near. 
Nor  see  the  majesty  of  that  fair  court ; 
I^or  if  f  hou  saw'st  what  wonders  there  resort. 
The  pure  intelligence  that  moves  that  sphere, 
like  souls  ascending  to  those  joys  abo^e. 
Back  never  wouldst  thou  turn,  nor  thence  remove;^ 
What  can  we  hope  for  more ;  what  more  enjoy  ? 
Since  fairest  things  thus  soonest  have  their  end,' 
And  as  on  bodies  shadows  do  attend, 
Soon  all  our  bliss  is  followed  with  annoy : 
Yet  she's  not  dead,  she  lives  where  she  did  kive  i 
Her  memory  on  Earth,  her  soul  above. 


PHILLIS 

On  THE  DEATH  OF  HER  SFARRQW. 

Ah  !  if  ye  ask,  my  friends,  why  this  salt  show V ' 

My  blubber'd  eyes  ujpon  this  paper  poar? 

Gk>ne  is  my  sparrow !  he  whom  I  did  train. 

And  tum'd  so  toward,  by  a  cat  is  slain : 

No  more  with  trembling  wmgs  shall  he  attand 

His  watchful  mistressb    Would  my  life  could  end  f 

No  more  shall  I  him  hear  chiip  pretty  lays  i 

Have  I  not  cause  to  loath  my  tedious  days  ? 

A  Dedalus  he  was  to  catch  a  fly ; 

Nor  wrath  nor  rancour  men  in  him  could  spy. 

To  touch  or  wrong  his  tail  if  any  dar'd. 

He  pinch'd  their  fingers,  and  against  them  warr'^ds 

Then  might  that  crest  be  seen  shake  up  and  down. 

Which  fixed  was  unto  his  little  crown ; 

like  Hector's,  Troy's  strong  bulwark,  when  in  ira 

He  raged  to  set  the  Grecian  fleet  on  fire. 

But  ah,  alas !  a  cat  this  prey  espies. 

Then  with  a  leap  did  thus  our  joys  surprise. 

Undoubtedly  this  bird  was  kill'd  by  treason. 

Or  otherwise  had  of  that  fiend  had  reason. 

Thus  was  Achilles  by  wesCk  Paris  slain. 

And  stoat  Camilla  fell  by  Aruns  vain; 

So  that  false  horse,  which  Pallas  raised  '^gttinit  Troy, 

King  Priam  and  that  city  did  destroy. 

Thou,  now  whose  heart  is  big  with  this  frail  glory, 

Shalt  not  live  long  to  tell  thy  honour's  story. 

If  any  knowledge  resteth  after  death 

In  ghosts  of  birds,  when  they  have  left  to  breathe. 

My  dariing's  ghost  shall  know  in  lower  place 

The  vengeance  falling  on  the  cattish  race. 

For  never  cat  nor  catfing  I  shall  find. 

But  mew  shall  they  in  Pluto's  palace  blind. 

Ye,  who  with  gaudy  wings,  and  bodies  light. 

Do  dint  the  air,  turn  hitherwards  your  flight; 

To  my  sad  tears  comply  these  notes  of  yours. 

Unto  his  idol  bring  an  harv'sf  of  flow'rs ; 

Let  him  accept  from  us,  as  most  divine 

Sabaean  incense,  milk,  food,  sweetest  wine ; 

And  on  a  stone  let  us  these  words  engrave  & 

**  Pilgrim  the  body  of  a  sparrow  brave 

In  a  fierce  glutt'nous  cat's  womb  clos'd  remains. 

Whose  ghost  now  graceth  the  Elysian  plains." 
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DRUMMONIVS  POEMS. 


PORTRAIT  OF  THE  COUNTESS  OF  PERTH. 


When  with  brave  art  the  curious  painter  drew 

This  heavenly  shape,  the  hand  why  made  ho  bear. 

With  golden  veins,  that  flow'r  of  purple  hue, 

Which  follows  on  the  planet  of  the  year  ? 

Was  it  to  show  how  in^our  hemisphere 

Like  him  she  shines?  nay,  that  effects  more  true  . 

Of  powV  and  wonder  do  in  her  appear, 

While  he  bi^t  flowers,  and  she  doth  minds  subdue? 

Or  would  he  else  to  virtue^s  glorious  light 

Her  constant  course  make  known  ?  or  is  't  that  be 

Doth  parallel  her  bliss  with  Clitra's  plight  ? 

Right  so ;  and  thus  he  reading  in  her  eye 

Some  tovcr's  end,  to  grace  what  he  did  grave. 

For  cypress  tree  this  mourning  flow'r  he  gave. 


MADRIGAL. 


Ip  light  be  not  beguil'd, 

And  eyes  right  play  their  part. 

This  flowV  is  not  of  art,  but  fairest  Kature*s  child ; 

And  though,  when  Titan's  fromrour  world  exiPd, 

She  doth  not  look,  her  leaves,  his  loss  to  moan, 

Te  wonder  Earth  finds  now  more  suns  than  one. 


EPIGRAMS. 


The  Scottish  kirk  the  English  chUTch  do  name; 
The  English  church  the  Scots  a  kirk  do  call ; 
Khk  and  not  churchy  church  and  not  A/rA*,  O  shame! 
Your  kappa  turn  in  cAf,  or  perish  all. 
Assemblies  meet,  post  bishops  to  the  court : 
If  these  two  nations  fight,  'tis  strangers*  sport 


11. 

AoAncrr  the  king,  sir,  now  why  would  you  fight? 
Forsooth,  because  he  dubbM  me  not  a  knight 
And  ye,  my  lords,  why  arm  ye  'gainst  king  Charles? 
Because  of  lords  he  would  not  make  us  earls. 
Earls,  why  do  ye  lead  forth  these  warlike  bands  ? 
Because  we  will  not  quit  the  church's  lands. 
Motit  holy  chuvchmen,  what  is  your  intent  ? 
The  king  our  stipends  largely  did  augment 
Commons  to  tumult  thus  why  are  you  driven  ? 
Priests  us  persuade  it  is  the  way  to  Heaven. 
Are  these  just  cause  of  war  j  good  people,  grant  ? 
Ho !  Plunder !  thou  ne'er  swore  our  covenant. 

Give  me  a  thousand  covenants;  Pll  subserve 

Them  all,  and  more,  if  more  ye  can  contrive 

Of  rage  and  malice ;  and  let  every  one 

Black  treason  bear,  not  bare  rebellion. 

1*11  not  be  mock'd,  hiss'd,  plunder'd,  banished  hence, 

For  more  years  standing  for  a  **♦*  prince. 

His  castles  arc  all  taken,  and  his  crown. 

His  sword,  and  sceptre,  ensigns  of  rcncTv  n. 

With  that  lieutenant  Fame  did  so  extol ; 

And  captives  carried  to  the  capital. 


Pll  not  die  martyr  for  a  mortal  thin^  ; 
Tis  'nongh  to  be  conftnsor  for  a  kiog. 
Will  this  you  give  contentment,  honest  i 
I've  written  rebeU — ^pox  upon  the  pen ! 


in. 

The  king  a  nega^ve  voice  most  justly  hath. 
Since  the  kirk  hath  found  out  a  negatire  £dUi. 


IV.^ 


In  parliament  one  voted  for  the  king ; 
The  crowd  did  murmur  he  might  for  it  smart; 
His  voice  again  being  heard,  was  no  soch  tbk^g  j 
For  that  wUch  was  mistaken  was  a  Cart. 


Bold  Scots,  at  Bamnockbum  ye  kiU*d  yoar  kiog^ 
Then  did  in  parliament  approve  the  fact ; 
And  would  ye  Charles  to  such  a  noi^as  bring. 
To  authorize  rebellion  by  an  act  ? 
Well  what  ye  crave  who  knows  but  granted  may  be? 
But,  if  he  do  %  cause  swaddle  him  for  a  baby. 


VI. 
A  REPLY. 


SwADDUD  is  the  baby,  and  almost  two  yean 
(His  swaddling  time)  did  neither  cry  nor  stir; 
But  star'd,  smil'd,  did  lie  still,  void  of  all  fean. 
And  sleep'd,  though  barked  at  by  every  cur: 
Yea,  had  not  wak'd,  if  Lesly,  that  hoarse  nurse. 
Had  not  him  hardly  rock'd---old  wives  him  cnne  I 


VII. 


The  king  nor  band  nor  host  had  him  to  foUov, 
Of  all  hi$  sdbyects;  they  were  given  to  thee^ 
Lesly.     Who  is  the  greatest?  By  Apollo^         [he. 
The  emperor  thou ;  i»me  Pabegrave  scarte  seems 
Couldst  thou  pull  lords,  as  we  do  tMshops,  dpvn. 
Small  distance  were  between  thee  and  a  crown. 


VIII. 


Whejj  lately  Pym  descended  into  HeU, 
Ere  h^  the  cups  of  Lethe  did  carouse. 
What  place  that  was,  he  called  bud  to  teil ; 
To  whom  a  devil — "  This  is  the  Lower  House.'* 


rx. 

THB  STATOE  OF  ALCIBIt. 

Flora,  upon  a  time, 

Naked  Alcides'  statue  did  behold ; 

And  with  delight  admired  each  a^'coiK  limb; 

Only  one  fault,  she  said,  could  be  of  t  told: 

For,. by  right  symmetry. 

The  crafbman  bad  h)m  wroog'd ; 

To  such  tall  joints  a  Uller  club  beloqg'd— 

The  club  hung  by  bis  thigh. 

To  which  the  statuary  did  reply : 

"  Fair  nymph,  in  ancient  days,  your  »*♦  by  for 

Were  nut  so  hugely  vast  as  now  they  are.'* 
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3rcat  lici  they  teT!,  preach  our  church  cannot  err; 
l.ess  lies,  who  say  the  king's  not  head  of  her; 
jreat  lies,  who  cry  we  may  shed  other's  blood, 
L^ias  lies,  who  swear  dumb  bishops  are  not  good ; 
3reat  lies  they  vent,  say  we  for  Ood  do  fight. 
Less  lies,  wiio  guess  the  king  does  nothing  right; 
Qreat  lies  and  less  lies  all  our  aims  descry ; 
To  pulpits  some,  to  camp  the  rest  apply. 


XI. 

A  SPEECH 

AT  TBB  KIRO'S  EKTRV  IHTO  TUB  TOlTN  OP  EINLrTHGOW  ; 

raoNouNCSD  by  mb.  jambs  wisbman,  schoouiast^b 

THBBB,    INCLOSED  IN  A  PIASTSB  MADB  IN  THE  FipUBB 
OP  A  LION. 

Thbicb,  royal  sir,  hsre  1  do  yon  beseech, 

IVho  art  a  lion,  to  hear  a  lion's  speech. 

A  miracle;  for,  since  the  days  of  Asop, 

No  lion  till  these  times  his  voice  dar*d  raise  up 

To  such  a  majesty:  then,  king  of  men. 

The  king  of  beasts  speaks  to  thee  from  his  den  ; 

.Who,  though  be  now  enclosed  be  in  plaster. 

When  he  was  free,  was  Lithgow's  wise  schoolmaster. 


XIL 


A  couKTBT  maid  Amazon-like  did  ride. 
To  sit  more  sure,  with  leg  on  either  side : 
Her  mother  who  her  spied,  said  that  ere  long  • 
She  should  just  penance  suffer  for  that  wrong-; 
For  when  time  should  on  her  more  years  bestow. 
That  horse's  liair  between  her  thighs  would  grow. 
Scarce  winter  twice  was  come,  as  was  her  told, 
When  she  found  all  to  frizzle  there  with  gold  $ 
Which  first  pnade  her  afraid,  then  tumM  her  sick. 
And  forc*d  her  keep  her  bed  almost  a  week. 
At  last  her  m^her  calls,  who  scarce  for  laughter 
Could  hear  the  pleatont  story  of  her  daughter  ; 
But,  that  this  phrenzy  should  no  more  her  vex. 
She  swore  thus  bearded  were  their  weaker  sex  ; 
Which  when  denied, "  Think  not,"  said  she,  **  I  scorn; 
Behold  the  place,  poor  fool,  where  thou  wast  bom." 
The  girl  that  seeing  cried,  now  void  of  pais, 
'*  Ah !  mother,  yon  have  ridden  on  the  mane  P* 


xiir. 


God's  judgments  seldom  use  to  cease,  unless 
The  sins  which  them  procur*d  men  do  confess* 
Our  cries  are  BaaPs  priests,  our  fosting  vain; 
Our  pray'rs  not  heard,  nor  answered  us  again : 
Till  perjury,  wrong,  rebellion,  be  oonfest, 
Think  not  on  peace,  nor  to  be  freed  of  p^ 


XIV. 


Tut  king  gives  yeariy  to  his  senate  gold ; 
Who  can  deny  but  justice  then  is  sold  ? 


XV. 


THE  CHARACTER 


Hni  RixQS  lies,  a  novice  in  the  laws. 

Who  'plains  he  came  to  Hell  without  a  cause. 


OF  AH  AXTI-COYBVAETBRyOR  MAUOWAXT*^ 

Would  you  know  these  royal  knaves. 
Of  freemen  would  turn  us  slaves; 
Who  our  union  do  defome' 
With  rebellion's  wicked  name? 
Read  these  verses,  and  ye  '11  spring  'em 
Then  on  gibbets  straight  cause  hing  'em. 

They  complain  of  tan  and  folly; 
In  these  times  so  passing  holy. 
They  their  substance  will  not  give. 
Libertines  that  we  may  live. 
Hold  those  subjects  top,  too  wanton, 
Under  an  old  king  dare  canton. 

Neglect  they  do  our  ctrc'lar  tables, 
Scorn  our  acts  and  laws  as  fobles; 
Of  our  battles  Ulk  but  meekly. 
With  four  sermons  pleas'd  are  weekly ; 
Swear  king  Cbaries  is  neither  papist, 
Arminian,  Lutheran,  or  atheisL 

But  that  in  his  chamber-prmy'rs, 
Which  are  pour*d  'midst  sighs  and  tean^ 
To  avert  God*s  fearful  wrath, 
Threafning  ns  with  bk)od  and  death  ; 
Persuade  they  wouM  the  multitude. 
This  king  too  holy  is  and  good. 

They  avouch  we'll  weep  and  groan 
When  hundred  kings  we  serve  for  one; 
That  each  shire  but  blood  afibrds. 
To  serve  th'  ambition  of  young  lords ; 
Whose  debts  ere  now  had  been  redoubled. 
If  the  state  had  not  been  troubled. 

Slow  they  are  our  oath  to  swear. 
Slower  for  it  arms  to  bear : 
They  do  concord  love,  and  peace. 
Would  our  enemies  embrace, 
Tom  men  proselytes  by  the  word. 
Not  by  musket,  pike,  and  sword. 

They  swear  that  for  religion*s  sake 
We  may  not  massacre,  bum,  sack : 
That  the  beginning  of  these  pleas, 
Sprang  from  the  ill-sped  A  B  Cs, 
For  servants  that  it  is  not  well 
Agamst  their  masters  to  rebel. 

That  that  devotion  is  but  slight. 

Doth  force  men  first  to  swear,  then  fight 

That  our  confession  is  indeed 

Not  the  apostolic  creed ; 

Which  of  negations  we  contrive, 

Which  Turk  and  Jew  may  both  subscrivc. 

That  monies  should  men^s  daughters  marry. 
They  on  firantic  war  miscarry. 
Whilst  dear  the  soldiers  they  pay. 
At  last  who  will  snatch  all  away. 
And,  as  times  turn  worse  and  worse. 
Catechise  us  by  the  purse. 

That  debts  are  paid  with  bold  stem  looks ; 
That  merchants  pray  on  their  'compt  bookts 
That  Justice  dumb  and  sullen  frowns, 
To  see  in  cr(SBlets  bangM  her  gowns ; 
That  preachers'  ordinary  theme 
Is  'gainst  monarchy  to  declirini. 
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That,  since  leagues  ve  'gaD  to  swear. 
Vice  did  ne*er'80  black  appeal* ; 
Oppression,  bloodshed,  ne'er  more  rife, 
Poql  jars  between  the  man  and  wife ; 
Religion  so  contemned  was  neyer. 
Whilst  all  are  raging  in  a  fever,    . 

They  tell  by  devils,  and  some  sad  chance^ 
That  that  detested  league  of  France, 
Which  cost  so  many  thousand  lives. 
And  two  kings,  by  religious  knives. 
Is  amongst  us,  though  few  descry ; 
Though  they  speak  troth,  yet  say  they  lie. 

iie  who  says  that  night  is  night. 
That  cripple  folk  walk  not  upright, 
That  the  owls  into  the  spring 
Do  not  nightingales  out-sing. 
That  the  seas  we  nay  not  ^ough^ 
Ropes  make  of  the  rainy  bow. 
That  the  foxes  keep  not  sbeepi- 
That  men  waking  do  not  sleep. 
That  all's  not  gold  doth  gold  appear— 
Believe  him  not,  although  he  swear. 

To  such  syrens  stop  your  ear, 

Their  societies  forbear. 

Ye  may  be  tossed  like  a  wave. 

Verity  may  3fou  deceive ; 

Just  fools  they  may  make  of  you ; 

Then  hate  tliem  worse  than  Turk  or  Jew: 

Were  it  not  a  dangerons  thing. 
Should  we  again  obey  the  kingf 
liords  kise  should  sovereignty, 
Soldiers  hast  back  to  Germtay ; 
Justice  should  in  our  towns  remain/ 
l^oor  men  possess  their  own  again ; 
Brought  out  of  Hell  that  word  of  plunder^ 
More  terrible  than- devil,  or  thunder. 
Should  with  the  covenant  fly  away,- 
And  charity  amongst  us  stafy ; 
Peaee  and  plenty  should  us  noifKsh; 
True'rdigkin  'mongst  us  flourish  } 

When- you  find  these  lying  fellows. 
Take  and  flower  with  them  the  gallows. 
On  others  you  may  too  lay  hold. 
In  purse  or  chest,  if  they  have  gold. 
Who  wise  or  rich  are  in  this  nation, 
Mal^aaats  are  by  protestation.^ 


THE  FIFE  SENSE& 

U  f  SEIKO. 

FiOM  such  a  foce,  whose  excellence 
May  captivate  my  sovereign's  sense^ 
And  make  him  (Phcebus  like)  his  throne. 
Resign  to  some  young  Phaeton, 
Whose  skiliess  and  unstayed  hand 
May  prove  the  rain  of  the  land^ 
Unless  great  Jove,  down  from  the  sky. 
Beholding  Earth's  calamity, 
Strike  with  his  hand  that  cannot  err 
The  proud  usurping  charioters 
And  cure,  though  Phmbus  grieve,  oar 
From  such  a  face  as  can  work  so^ 
Wheresoever  thou  'st  a  being, 
Sless  my  sovereign  and  his  seemg. 


II.  RSASIVG. 

FioM  jests  prophane  and  flattering  .^ 
From  baudy  tales  and  beastly  songs. 
From  after-supper  suits,  that  fear 
A  parliament  or  council's  ear  j 
From  Spanish  treaties,  that  may  woond 
The  country's  peace,  the  gospel's  sound  ; 
From  Job's  false  friends,  that  would  entice 
My  sovereign  from  Heaven's  paradise  ; 
From  prophets  such  as  Achab's  were. 
Whose  flatterings  sooth  my  sovereign^  ear; 
His  frowns  more  than  his  Maker's  fearing*. 
Bless  my  sovereign  and  his  hearing. 

HI.  TASTING^ 

FkoiH  all  fruit  that  is  fbrindden. 

Such  for  whi6h  old  Eve  was  chidden; 

From  bread  of  labours,  sweat  and  toil ; 

From  the  poor  widow's  mead  and  oil; 

From  bk)od  of  innocents  oft  wrangled 

From  their  estates,  and  from  that'«  atnoigled  j 

From  the  candid  poison'd  baits 

Of  Jesuits,  and  their  deceits  ; 

Italian  sallads,  Romish  drngs, 

The  milk  of  Babel's  proud  whore's  dogs; 

From  wine  that  can  destroy  the  brain  j 

And  from  the  dangerons  figs  of  Spain  ; 

At  all  banquets,  and  kll  feasting. 

Bless  my  sovereign  and  his  tasting. 

lY.  FEBUNG. 

FkOM  prick  of  ooufcience,  such  a  stin^ 
As  slays  the  soul,  Heav*n  bless  the  king ; 
From  such  a  bribe  as  may  withdraw 
;  His  thoughts  from  equity  or  law; 
From  such  a  smooth  and  beardless  chin 
As  may  proVoke  or  tempt  to  sin ; 
FitND  such  a  hand,  whose  moist  palm  mny 
My  sovereign  lead  out  of  the  way  ; 
From  things  polluted  and  unclean. 
From  all  things  beastly  and  obscene  $ 
Prom  that  may  set  his  soul  a  reeling. 
Bless  my  sovereign  and  his  feeling. 

▼.  SMELUNG. 

Wrcki  myrrh  and  frankincense  are  tkrow^ 
The  altar's  built  to  gods  unknown, 
O  let  my  sovereign  neter  dwtil ; 
Such  damn*d  perfumes  are  fit  fbr  fidL 
Leit  no  such  scent  his  nostrils  stain  $ 
From  smells  that  poison  can  the  brain 
Heav'ns  still  preserve  him.    Next  I  crave. 
Thou  wilt  be  pleas'd,  great  God !  to  save 
My  sov'reign  from  a  Ganymede, 
Whose  whorish  breath  hath  pow'r  to  lead 
His  excellence  #hich  way  it  list— 
O  let  such  lips  be  never  kissM ! 
From  a  breath  so  far  excefiing, 
Bless  my  soveieign  and  his  imeUing. 


TRE  ABSTRACT, 

SEBIlfG. 

And  bow,  just  God,  I  humbly  pny» 
That  thoa  wilt  take  the  slime  away 
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That  keeps  my  torereigii's  eyes  from  feeing 
*rbe  ihiugB  that  will  be  our  undoing. 

BBARINO. 

Tom  let  bim  bear,  good  Ood,^the  soandf 
Jks  well  of  men  as  of  his  hounds. 

rxnt, 

OfTX  him  a  taste,  «id  tmly  too^ 
Of  what  his  subjects  undergo. 

FBBLUfO  AND  SMSLUNd. 

QivB  him  a  feeling  of  their  wdles, ' 
And  then  no  doubt  his  royal  nbscf 
IVill  quickly  smell  the  rascals  fbrth,' 
Pilose  black  deeds  have  eclips'd  his  worth : 
They  found,  and  scourged  for  their  offences^ 
HeaTens  bless  my  sovereign  and  his  1 


^EPITAPHS. 


ON  A  imUNKARD. 

Noa  amaranths  nor  roses  do  bequeath 
Unto  this  hearse,  but  tamarists  and  wine; 
Forthat  same  thirst,  though  dead,  yet  doth  him  pftne, 
Which  made  him  so  carouse  while  he  drew  breafth. 


ON  ONB  NJlMBD  MAROARBf. 

In  abdls  and  gold  pearls  are  not  kept  alone, 
A  Margaret  here  lies  beneath  a  stone; 
A  Margaret  that  did  excel  in  worth 
AU  those  rich  gems  the  Indies  both  send  forth; 
Who,  had  she  liv'd  when  good  was  lov'd  of  men, 
Had  made  the  Graces  four,  the  Muses  ten ; 
And  forc'd  those  happy  times  her  dajrs  that  claimed, 
From  her,  to  be  the  Age  of  Pearl  still  nam'd ; 
She  was  the  richest  jewel  of  her  kind, 
Orac'd  with  more  lustre  than  she  lelt  bdund. 
All  goodness,  virtue,  bounty ;  and  could  cheer 
The  saddest  minds ;  now  Nature  knowing  here 
How  things  but  shown,  then  hidden,  are  lov'd  best, 
This  Margaret  *shrin'd  in  this  marble  chest 


OM  A  TOUNO  LADT. 

Tais  beauty  (air,  which  death  in  dust  did  turn. 

And  dosM  so  soon  within  a  coffin  sad. 

Did  pass  like  lightning,  like  the  thunder  bum. 

So  little  life,  so  much  of  worth  it  had. 

Heav'ns,  but  toshow  their  might,  here  made  it  shine ; 

And,  when  admir'd,  then  in  the  world's  disdain, 

O  tears !  O  grief!  did  call  it  back  again. 

Lest  Earth  should  vaunt  she  kept  what  was  divine. 

What  can  we  hope  for  more,  what  more  eqjoy, 

Sith  fairest  things  thus  soonest  have  their  end ; 

And,  as  on  bodies  shadows  do  attend, 

Sith  all  our  bliss  is  foUow'd  with  annoy  ? 

She  is  not  dead,  she  lives  where  she  did  love, 

Her  memory  on  £arth,  her  soul  above. 


ARBtlNVS*t  BPITAyS/ 


Hnt  Aretine  lies,  most  bitter  gall^ 
Who  whilst  he  Hv'd  ^x>ke  enril  of  all  ^ 
Only  of  God  the  arrant  Soot 
Nought  said,  but  that  he  knew  him  not. 


TERSEt  ON  THB  LATE  TVILUAM  EARL  OP 
PBM  BROKE* 

Tki  doubtful  fears  of  change  so  fright  my  mind^ 
Though  raised  to  the  highest  joy  in  love. 
As  in  this  slippery  state  more  grief  I  find 
Than  they  who  never  such  a  bliss  did  prove ; 
But  fed  with  ling*ring  hopes  of  future  gain. 
Dream  not  what  'tis  to  doubt  a  loser*i  pain. 

Desire  it  safer  haAour  is  than  fear. 
And  not  to  rise  less  danger  than  to  feB ; 
The  want  of  jewels  we  fer  better  bear. 
Than,  so  possest,  at  once  to  lose  them  all^ 
Unsatisfied  hopes  time  may  repair. 
When  ruin*d  faith  must  fiiUsh  in  despair^ 

Alas !  ye  look  but  up  the  hill  00  me. 

Which  shows  to  you  a  feir  and  smooth  aseent  ;• 

The  precipice  behind  ye  cannot  see. 

On  which  high  fortunes  are  too  pronely  bent ; 

If  there  I  slip,  what  former  joy  or  bliss 

Can  heal  the  bruise  of  such  a  fell  as  this  ? 

B.  P^ 


Wro  love  enjoys^  and  placed  hath  his  mind 
Where  feirer  virtues  feirest  beauties  grace ; 
Then  in  himself  such  store  of  worth  doth  find. 
That  he  deservesto  find  so  good  a  place; 
To  chilling  fears  how  can  he  be  set  forth 
Whose  fears  condemn  his  own,  doubt  others'  worth? 

Desire,  as  flames  of  zeal,  fear,  horroors  m6sits» 
They  rise  who  fall  of  felting  never  prov'd. 
Who  is  so  dainty,  satiate  with  sweets. 
To  murmur  when  the  banquet  is  remov'd  } 
The  fairest  hopes  time  in  the  bud  destroys^ 
When  sweet  are  memories  of  cuinM  joys. 

It  is  no  hill,  but  Heaven  where  3rou  remain ; 

And  whom  desert  advanced  hath  so  high 

To  reach  the  guerdon  of  his  burning  pain. 

Must  noC  repine  to  fell,  and  fellhig  die : 

His  hopes  are  crown'd.  What  years  of  tedious  breath 

Can  them  compare  with  such  a  happy  death  ? 


UPON  THE  DEATH  OF  JOHN  EARL  OF  LAUDER- 
DALE. 

Op  those  rare  worthies  who  adom*d  our  north, 
And  shone  like  constellations,  thou  alone 
Remainedst  last,great  Maitland!  charg'd  with  worth. 
Second,  in  wtue's  theatre,,  to  none. 
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But  fiodiog  all  eccentric  in  our  times, 
Religion  into  cuperstition  tum'd. 
Justice  silenc'd,  exiled,  ur  in-umM; 
TVuth,  faith,  and  charity  reputed  crimes; 
The  young  men  destinate  by  sword  to  fall, 
And  trophies  of  their  country's  spoils  to  rear ; 
Strange  laws  the  ag'd  and  prudent  to  appal. 
And  forc'd  sad  yokes  of  tyranny  to  bear; 
And  f9r  no  great  nor  virtuous  minds  a  room- 
Disdaining  Ufe,  thou  shroud'st  into  thy  tomb. 


DRUMMOND'S  POEMS. 

Most  debonoaire,  in  courtefy  supreme; 
LoT'd  of  the  mean,  and  honoured  by  the  great; 
Ne*er  dashM  by  fortune,  nor  cast  down  by  fiste; 
To  present  and  to  after  times  a  theme. 

Aithen,  thy  tears  pour  on  this  silent  grave. 

And  drop  them  in  thy  alabaster  cave. 

And  Niobe^s  imagery  here  become ; 

And  when  thou  hast  distilled  here  a  tomb, 

Enchase  in  it  thy  pearls,  and  let  it  bear, 

**  Aithen's  best  geqi^and  honour  shrin*d  lies  berti* 


When  misdevotion  every  where  shall  take  place, 

And  lofty  orators,  in  thundMng  terms. 

Shall  move  you,  people,  to  arise  in  arms. 

And  churches  hallow'd  policy  deface; 

When  you  shall  but  one  general  sepulchre 

(As  Avert oes  did  one  general  soul) 

On  high,  on  low,  on  good,  on  bad  confer. 

And  your  dull  predecessors  rites  controul — 

Ah !  spare  this  monument,  great  guests !  it  keeps 

Three  great  justiciars,  whom  true  worth  did  raise ; 

The  Muses'  darlings,  whose  loss  Phoebus  weeps; 

Best  men's  idelight,  the  glory  of  their  days. 

More  we  would  say,  but  fear,  and  stand  in  awe 

To  turn  idolaters,  and  break  your  law. 

Do  not  repine,  bless*d  soul,  that  humble  wits 
Do  make  thy  worth  the  matter  of  their  verse : 
No  high-strain'd  Muse  our  times  and  sorrows  fits ; 
And  we  do  sigh,  not  sing,  to  crown  thy  hearse. 
The  wisest  prince  e'er  manag'd  Britain's  state 
Did  not  disdain,  in  numbers  clear  and  brave. 
The  virtues  of  thy  sire  to  celebrate. 
And  fix  a  rich  memorial  on  his  grave. 
Thou  didst  deserve  no  less ;  and  here  in  jet. 
Gold,  touch,  brass,  porphyry,  or  Parian  stone. 
That  by  a  prince's  hand  no  lines  are  set 
For  thee — the  cause  is,  now  this  land  hath  none. 
Such  giant  moods  our  parity  forth  brings. 
We  all  will  nothing  be,  or  all  be  Idngs. 


OV  THE  DEATH  OF  A  NOBLEMAN  IN  SCOTLAMD, 

BuaiiD  AT  ArruEM. 

Arranf,  thy  pearly  coronet  let  fall ; 
Clad  in  sad  robes,  upon  thy  temples  set 
The  weeping  C3rpre8s,  or  the  sable  jet. 

Mourn  this  thy  nurseling's  loss,  a  loss  which  all 
Apollo*s  choir  bemoans,  which  many  years 
Cannot  repair,  nor  influence  of  spheres. 

Ah !  when;ihalt  thou  find  shepherd  like  to  him, 
Who  made  thy  banks  more  famous  by  his  worth. 
Than  all  those  gems  thy  rocks  and  streams  send  forth? 

His  splendour  others  glow-worm  light  did  dim: 
Sprung  of  an  aucieut  and  a  virtuous  race. 
He  virtue  more  than  many  did  embrace. 

He  firam*d  to  mildness  thy  half-barbarous  swains; 
The  good  man's  refuge,  of  the  bad  the  fright, 
Unparalleird  in  friendship,  world^s  delight! 

For  hospitality  along  thy.  plains 
Far^ftun'd  a  patron ;  and  a  pattern  fair 
Of  piety ;  the  Muses'  chief  repair ; 


Famb,  register  of  time. 

Write  in  thy  scroll,  that  I, 

Of  wisdom  lover,  and  sweet  poesy. 

Was  cropped  hi  my  prime  ; 

And  ripe  in  wopth,  though  green  in  yean,  did  ifieu 


JusncE,  Truth,  Peace  and  Hospitality, 
Friendship,  and  Love  being  resolved  to  die. 
In  these  lewd  times,  have  chosen  here  to  have 

With  just,  true,  pious their  grave ; 

Them  cherished  be  so  much,  so  m^ch  did  gnct. 
That  they  on  Earth  would  cbuse  none  other  place. 


When  Death,  to  deck  his  trophies,  stopt  thy  breadi. 
Rare  ornament  and  glory  of  these  parts ! 
All  with  moist  eyes  might  say,  and  ruthful  bearti, 
That  things  immortal  vassal'd  were  to  Death. 

What  good  in  parts  on  many  shar'd  we  see. 
From  Nature,  gracious  Heaven,  or  Fortune  flow; 
To  make  a  master-piece  of  worth  below. 
Heaven,  Nature,  Fortune  gave  in  grots  to  thee. 

In  honour,  bounty,  rich — in  valour,  wit. 

In  courtesy ;  bom  of  an  ancient  race ; 

With  bays  in  war,  with  olives  crown'd  lo  peaee; 

Match 'd  great  with  oaring  for  great  actkot  it 

No  rust  of  times,  nor  change,  thy  virtue  wan 
With  times  to  change;  when  truth, fiiitb,love,decayV^ 
In  this  new  age,  like  fate  thou  fixed  staid. 
Of  the  first  world  an  all-substantial  man. 

As  erst  this  kingdom  given  was  to  thy  are. 
The  prhoce  his  daughter  trusted  to  thy  cmre^ 
And  well  the  credit  of  a  gem  so  rare 
Thy  loyalty  and  merit  did  require. 

Years  cannot  wrong  thy  worth,  that  now  appcti* 
By  others  set  as  diamonds  among  pearls : 
A  queen*8  dear  foster,  father  to  three  earls. 
Enough  on  Earth  to  triumph  are  o'er  y^rs. 

Life  a  sea  voyage  is,  death  is  the  haven. 
And  freight  with  honour  there  thou  bast  arriv*d ; 
Which  thousa!hds  seeking,  have  on  rocks  been  dmeo: 
That  good  adorns  thy  grave  which  with  thee  liVd. 

For  a  frail  life,  which  here  thou  didst  enjoy. 
Thou  now  a  lasting  hast,  freed  of  annoy. 


TO  THl 
OBSBQUIBt  OF  THE  BLESSED  PUN d  JAMIH 

KiKo  OP  caxAT  BirrAm. 
Lrr  holy  David,  Solomon  the  wise. 
That  king  whose  breast  Egeria  did  inflaiiM^ 
Augustus,  Helen's  son,  great  in  all  eyes. 
Do  homage  low  to  thy  mansolean  firame  { 
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And  bow  before  thy  lanreV^  anadein ; 

Let  all  those  sacred  swans,  which  to  the  skies 

By  nerer-dying  lays  have  rais'd  their  name, 

Frooa  north  to  south,  where  Sun  doth  set  and  rise. 

ReligioD,  orphanM,  waileth  o*er  thy  urn ; 

Justice  weeps  out  her  eyes,  now  truly  blind  ; 

To  Niobes  the  remnant  virtues  turn ; 

Fame  but  to  blaze  thy  glories  sUys  behind 

I'  th'  world,  which  late  was  golden  by  thy  breath. 

Is  iron  tum'd,  and  horrid  by  thy  death. 

Fund  wight,  who  dream'st  of  greatness,  glory,  state; 
And  worlds  of  pleasures,  honours,  dost  devise; 
Awake,  learn  how  that  here  thou  art  not  great 
Nor  glorious:  by  this  monument  turn  wise. 
One  i  t  enshrineth  spmng  of  anefent  stem. 
And  (if  that  blood  nobiKty  can  make) 
From  which  some  kings  have  not  disdain'd  to  take 
Their  proud  descent,  a  rare  and  matchless  gem. 
A  beauty  here  it  holds  by  full  assurance. 
Than  which  no  bloommg  rose  was  more'refin*d. 
Nor  morning^s  blush  more  radiant  ever  shin'd ; 
Ah !  too,  too  like  to  morn  and  rose  at  last ! 
It  holds  her  who  in  wit's  ascendant  (ar 
Did  years  and  sex  transcend ;  to  whom  the  Heaven 
More  virtue  than  to  all  this  age  had  given ; 
For  virtue  meteor  tum'd,  when  she  a  star. 

Fair  mirth,  sweet  conversation,  modesty, 
And  what  those  kings  of  numbers  did  conceive 
By  Muses  nine,  and  Graces  more  than  thre^ 
lie  ck)8*d  within  the  compass  of  this  grave. 

Thus  death  all  earthly  glories  doth  confound, 
I»l  how  much  worth  a  little  dust  doth  bound. 


EPITAPHS.  e^ 

Virtue  is  but  a  name  abstractly  trimrn'd. 
Interpreting  what  she  was  in  effect ; 
A  shadow  from  her  frame  which  did  reflect, 
A  portrait  by  her  excellences  limm'd. 


"  FAa  from  these  banks  exiled  be  all  joys. 
Contentments,  pleasures,  music  (care's  relief)  ! 
Tcar8,sighs,plaints,horrours,frigbtment$,sad  annoys. 
Invest  these  mountains,  fill  all  hearts  with  grief. 

"  Here,  nightingales  and  turtles,  vent  your  moans ; 
Amphristan  shepherd,  here  come  feed  thy  flock, 
And  read  thy  hyacinth  amidst  our  groans  j 
Plain,  Echo,  thy  Narcissus  from  our  rocks. 

"  Lost  have  our  meads  their  beauty,  hills  their  gems, 
Our  brooks  their  crystal,  groves  their  pleasant  shade: 
The  fairest  flowV  of  all  our  anadems 
Deatli  cropped  hath ;  the  Lesbia  chaste  ij  dead !»' 

Thus  sigh'd  the  Tyne,  then  slmmk  beneath  hrs  um ; 
And  meads,  brooks,  rivers,  hills,  about  did  mourn. 


The  flow*r  of  virgins,  in  her  prime  of  years, 
By  mthiess  destinies  is  ta*en  away. 
And  rapM  from  Earth,  poor  Earth!  before  this  day 
Which  ne'er  was  rightly  namM  a  vale  of  tears. 

Beauty  to  Heaven  is  fled,  sweet  modesty 
No  more  appears ;  she  whose  harmonious  sounds 
Did  ravish  sense,  and  charm  mind^s  deepest  wounds. 
Embalmed  with  many  a  tear  now  low  doth  lie ! 

Fair  hopes  now  vanishM  arc.    She  would  have  grac'd 
A  prince's  marriage-bed!  but,  lo!  in  Heaven 
Blest  paramours  to  her  were  to  be  gfvdn ! 
She  liv'd  an  angel,  now  is  with  them  plac'd. 


Thou  whom  free*will  or  chance  hath  hither  brought. 
And  read'st,  here  lies  a  branch  of  Maitland's  stem. 
And  Seyton's  ofl^ring  ;  know  that  either  name 
Dettgns  all  worth  yet  reachM  by  huniaa  thongbt 

Tombs  elsewhere  use  life  to  their  guests  to  give^ 
These  ashes  can  frail  monuments  make  live. 


ANOTHER  ON  THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 
Like  to  the  garden»s  eye,  the  flow»r  of  flow'rs. 
With  purple  pomp  that  dazzle  doth  the  sight; 
Or,  as  among  the  lesser  gems  of  night. 
The  usher  of  the  planet  of  the  hour^ 
Sweet  maid,  thou  shinedst  on  this  world  of  ounu 
Of  all  perfections  having  trac'd  the  height ; 
Thine  outward  frame  was  fjaur,  fair  inward  pow'iSL 
A  sapphire  lanthom,  and  an  incense  light 
Hence  the  enamour'd  Heaven,  as  too,  too  good 
On  Earth's  alUthomy  soil  long  to  abide, 
Transplanted  to  their  fields  so  rare  a  bud, 
Where  from  thy  Sun  no  cloud  thee  now  can  hide. 
Earth  moan»d  her  loss,  and  wished  she  had  the  grace 
Not  to  have  known,  or  known  thee  longer  space. 

Hard  laws  of  mortal  life ! 

To  which  made  thraUs  we  come  without  consent. 

Like  tapers,  lighted  to  be  early  spent. 

Our  griefs  are  always  rife. 

When  joys  but  halting  march,  and  swiftly  flr» 

Like  shadows  in  the  eye : 

The  shadow  do!h  not  yield  unto  the  Sim, 

But  joys  and  life  do  ♦aste  e'en  when  begun. 


WrmiN  the  closure  of  this  narrow  grave 
Lie  all  those  graces  a  good  wifb  could  have ? 
But  on  this  marble  they  shall  not  be  read. 
For  then  the  living  envy  would  the  dead. 


The  daughter  of  a  king  of  princely  ]parts. 
In  beauty  eminent,  in  virtues  chief; 
Loadstar  of  love,  and  loadstone  of  all  hearts. 
Her  friends'  and  husband's  only  joy,  now  grief* 
Is  here  pent  up  within  a  marble  frame,  ' 

Whose  parallel  no  times,  no  climates  claim. 

VF.RSEt?  frail  records  are  to  keep  a  name. 
Or  raise  from  dust  men  to  a  1  He  of  fkme ; 
The  sport  and  spoil  of  ignorance;  but  far 
More  frail  the  frames  of  touch  and  marble  are. 
Which  envy,  avarice,  time,  ere  long  confound. 
Or  misdevotion  equals  with  the  ground. 
Virtue  alone  doth  last,  frees  man  from  death  • 
And,  though  despis'd,  and  scorned  here  bene^ 
Stands  grav'n  hi  angels'  diamantine  rolls,  ' 

And  blazed  in  the  courts  above  the  poles. 
Thou  wast  fair  virtue's  temple,  they  did  dwell. 
And  live  ador'd  in  thee  j  nought  did  excel. 
But  what  thou  either  didst  possess  or  love. 
The  Graces*  darling,  and  the  maids  of  Jove; 
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GbQTted  by  Fame  for  bounties,  which  the  Heaven 
Gave  thee  in  great;  which,  if  in  parcels  given, 
Too  many  such  we  happy  sure  mighl  call ; 
How  happy  then  wast  thou,  who  ei^oy'dst  them  all  ? 
A  whiter  soul  ne*er  body  did  invest, 
And  now,  sequester'd,  cannot  be  but  blest ; 
Ettfob'd  In  glory,  midst  those  hierarchies 
Of  that  immortal  people  of  the  skies, 
Srightsatntsand  angels,  there  ftom  cares  made  free, 
Nought  doth  becbnd  thy  soverdgo  good  from  thee. 
Thou  smil'st  at  Earth's  confusiotas  s^  jars, 
And  how  for  Gentann*  children  we  wage  wan : 
Like  honey  flies,  whose  rage  whole  swarms  consumes, 
Till  dust  thrown  on  them  makes  them  veil  their 

phimes. 
Thy  friends  to  thee  a  monument  would  raise. 
And  limn  thy  virtues ;  but  dull  grief  thy  praise 
Breaks  in  the  entrance,  and  our  task  proves  vain; 
What  duty  writes,  that  woe  blots  out  again; 
Yet  love  a  pyramid  of  sighs  thee  rears. 
And  doth  embalm  thee  with  farewels  and  tears. 


DIVINE  PORMSL 


A  TRANtLATIOV. 

An,  silly  soyl !  what  wilt  thon  say 

When  he,  whom  Earth  and  Heaf  en  obey^ 

Comes  maft'to  judge  in  the  last  d^  ? 

When  he  a  reason  asks,  why  grace. 

And  goodness  thou  wouJdst  not  embraoc^- 

Bat  steps  of  vanity  didst  trace ! 

That  day  of  terrour,  vengeance,  ire» 
Now  to  prevent  thon  sbouldst  desire^ 
And  to  thy  God  in  haste  retire. 

With  wal'ry  eyes,  sad  sigh.^wQU'n  hesut; 

O  beg,  beg  In  his  love  a  part. 

Whilst  ooMcienoe  with  remorse  doth  obmC 


TaoooH  marbte  porpbjrry,  amf  mourning  toQch, 
.May  praise  these  spoils,  yet  can  they  not  too  much ; 
For  beauty  laM,  and        this  stone  doth  close. 
Once  Earth*s  delight.  Heaven's  care,  a  purest  iQse. 
And,  reader,  sbouldst  thou  but  let  fall  a  tear 
Upon  it,  other  flow'rs  shall  here  appear. 
Sad  violets  and  hyacinths,  which  grow 
With  marks  of  gnef,  a  public  loss  to  show. 

Relenting  eye,  which  deignest  to  this  stone 
To  lend  a  look,  behold  here  laid  in  one. 
The  living  and  the  dead'interr*d;  for  dead 
The  turtle  in  its  mate  is;  and  she  fled 
Firom  earthy  her  choos'd  this  place  of  grief 

To  bound        '  thoughts,  a  »ma]l  and  sad  reli^ 
His  is  this  monument,  for  hers  no  art 
Could  fram^ ;  a  pyramid  rais'd  of  his  heart 

Instead  of  epitaphs  and  aiiy  praise. 

This  monument  a  lady  chaste  did  raise 

To  her  lord's  living  fame ;  and  after  death 

Her  body  doth  unto  this  place  bequeath. 

To  rest  with  his,  till  God's  shrill  trumpet  sound. 

Though  time  her  life,  no  time  her  love  could  bound. 


TO  SIR  YIILLUM  ALBXAM DRR. 

wrra  TBI  AUTBoate  xnrAra* 

Though  I  have  twice  been  at  the  doors  of  Death, 
MA  twice  found  shut  those  gates  which  ever  mourn. 
This  but  a  lightning  is,  truce  ta'en  to  breathe. 
For  late-bom  sorrows  augur  fleet  return. 

Amidst  tby  sacred  cares,  and  courtly  toils, 
Alexis,  when  thou  shalt  hear  wandering  fame 
Tell,  Death  hath  triumph'd  o'er  my  mortal  spoils. 
And  that  on  Earth  I  am  but  a  sad  name; 

If  thou  eVr  held  me  dear,  by  all  our  love. 

By  all  that  bliss,  those  joys  Heaven  here  us  gave, 

I  conjure  thee,  and  by  the  maids  of  Jove, 

To  grave  this  short  lemembrance  on  my  grave : 

^  Here  Damon  lies,  whose  songs  did  sometime  grace 
The  murmuring  Esk :-— may  roses  shade  the  place." 


That  dreaded  day  of  wrsth  and  shame 

In  flames  shall  turn  this  worid's^ge  firvoMv 

As  shcred  j>roplM3ts  do  pcoelauv. 

O  !  with  what  grief  sliall  earthlings  groan 
When  that  great  judge,  set  on  his  throoe. 
Examines  strictly  every  one ! 

Shrill-sounding  tmmpets  through  the  air 
Shall  from  dark  sepulchres  each  where 
Force  wretched  mortab  to  aj^pcar. 


Nature  and  Death  amax'd  i 

To  find  their  dead  arise  again. 

And  process  with  their  judge  maintaini 

Displa]r*d  then  open  books  shall  litSp 
Which  all  those  secret  crimes  descry 
For  which  the  guilty  world  must  die. 

The  Judge  enthronM,  whom  bribes  not  j^ 
The  closest  crimes  appear  shall  plans. 
And  non^  unpunished  remain. 

O I  who  then  pity  shall  poor  me  ? 
Or  who  mine  advocate  shall  be  ? 
When  scarce  the  jostest  pass  shall  free. 

All  wholly  holy,  dreadful  King, 
\l^o  freely  life  to  thine  dost  bring. 
Of  mercy  save  me»  mercy's  spring ! 

Then,  sweet  Jeso,  call  to  mind 
How  of  tby  pains  I  was  the  end. 
And  favour  let  me  that  day  find. 

In  search  of  me  thou,  full  of  paiui 

Didst  sweat  blood,  death  on  crass  sustains 

Let  not  these  sufferings  be  in  vain. 

Thou  supreme  Judge,  most  just  and  wiser 
Purge  me  from  guUt,  which  on  me  lies^ 
Before  that  day  of  thine  i 


Charg'd  with  remorse.  To !  here  I  groan. 
Sin  makes  my  face  a  blnsh  take  on  ; 
Ah!  spare  me,  prostrate  at  Uiy  throne. 

Who  Mary  Magdalen  didst  spare. 
And  lend'st  the  thief  on  cross  thine  ear. 
Show  me  foir  hopes  I  should  not  fear. 

My  prayers  imperfect  sure  and  weak. 
But  worthy  of  thy  grace  them  make. 
And  save  me  firoot  Hell's  baniing  lakew 
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On  that  fftat  claf ,  at  thy  right  hand, 
Grant  I  amongst  thy  sheep  may  ftand, 
Soqueiter'd  (torn  the  goatish  band. 

When  that  the  reprobates  are  all 
To  everlasting  flames  made  thrall, 
O  to  thy  chosen,  JLord,  me  call  I 

That  I  one  of  thy  company. 
With  thoae  whom  tboa  dost  joftiiy, 
May  lire  blest  in  eternity. 

SONNETS. 

Too  long  I  fplh^M  have  my  fond  desire. 
And  too  long  painted  on  the  ocean  streams; 
Too  long  reneshment'soagbt  amidst  the  fire, 
Parsn'd  those  jojrs  which  to  my  soot  are  Uames. 
AJb !  when  I  bad  what  most  I  did  adn^re. 
And  seen  of  life's  delights  the  last  extremes, 
I  found  all  but  a  rose  hedgM  with  a  brier, 
A  nought,  a  thought,  a  masquerade  of  dreams. 
Henceforth  on  thee,  my  only  good,  1 11  think  ; 
For  only  thou  canst  grant  what  I  do  crave ; 
Thy  1^1  my  pen  shall  be ;  thy  blood,  mine  mk; 
Thy  winding-sheet,  my  paper ;  study,  grave : 
And,  till  my  foul  fbrt)^  of  this  body  flee. 
No  hqpe  I  *\\  have  but  only,  only  tbee. 


To  spread  the  vmre  canopy  of  Heaven, 
And  spangle  it  all  with  sparks  of  burning  gold ; 
To  place  this  pond'rous  globe  of  Earth  so  even. 
That  it  should  all,  and  nought  should  it  uphold; 
With  motions  strange  t'  endue  the  planets  seven, 
And  Jove  to  make  so  mild,  and  Mars  so  bold ; 
To  temper  what  is  moist,  dry,  hot,  and  cold. 
Of  all  their  jars  that  sweet  accords  are  given ; 
Lord,  to  thy  wisdom's  nought,  nought  to  thy  might: 
But  that  thou  shouldst,  thy  glory  laid  aside. 
Come  basely  in  mortality  to  *bide. 
And  die  for  those  deserved  an  endless  night; 
A  wonder  is,  so  far  above  our  wit, 
That  angels  stand  amaz'd  to  think  on  it. 


What  hapless  hap  had  I  for  to  be  bom 
I9  these  unhappy  times,  and  dying  days. 
Of  this  now  doting  world,  when  good  decajTS, 
Iove*s  quite  extinct,  and  virtue's  held  a  scorp ! 
When  such  are  only  prized  by  wretched  ways, 
Who  with  a  goklen  fleece  them  can  adorn ; 
When  avarice  and  lust  are  counted  praise. 
And  bravest  minds  live,  orphan  like,  forlorn ! 
Why  was  not  I  bom  in  that  golden  age. 
When  gold  was  not  yet  known,  and  those  black  arts 
By  which  base  worldlings  vilely  play  their  parts, 
With  horrid  acts  staining  Earth's  stately  stage  ? 
To  have  been  then,  6  Heaven !  t  bad  been  my  bliss ; 
But  Mess  me  now,  and  take  me  soon  ^m  this. 


IvnxA  in  this  time 

Now  doth  not  live,  but  is  fled  up  to  Heaven ; 

Or  if  She  live,  it  is  not  without  crime 

That  she  doth  use  her  power. 

And  she  is  no  more  rirgin,  but  a  whore; 

Whore,  prostitute  for  gold: 

For  she  doth  never  hold  her  balance  even ; 

And  when  her  sword  is  rolPd, 

The  bad,  ii^urious,  folse,  she  not  o'eithrovf, 

3ut  CD  the  inDoccnt  lata  foU  her  hlows. 


Wbat  servep  it  to  be  good  ?  Goodnea  by  thee, 
The  holy-wise  is  thought  a  fool  to  be ; 
For  thee,  the  man  to  temperance  incUn'd 
Is  held  but  of  a  base  and  abject  mind ; 
The  continent  b  thought,  for  thee,  but  cold  : 
Who  yet  was  good,  that  ever  died  old  ? 
The  pitiful,  who  others  fears  to  kill. 
Is  kitrd  himself,  and  goodness  doth  him  ill ; 
The  meek  and  humble  man  who  cannot  brave, 
By  tbee  is  to  some  giant's  brood  made  slave. 
Poor  Goodness,  thine  thou  to  such  wrongs  sefst  fbrtb. 
That,  O !  I  fear  me,  thou  art  nothing  worthy 
And  when  I  look  to  Earth,  and  not  to  Heavei^, 
Ere  I  were  turned  dove,  I  would  be  raven. 


**  BftiOHT  portals  of  the  sky, 
Emboss'd  with  ^[>arklin^  stars; 
Doors  of  eternity. 
With  diamantine  bars. 
Your  arras  rich  uphold ; 
Loose  all  your  bolts  and  springy 
Ope  w^e  your  leaves  of  gold ; 
That^  your  roo&  may  come  the  King  of  kings. 

*'  ScarTd  in  a  rofy  cloud. 
He  doth  ascend  the  air; 
Straight  doth  the  Moon  him  shroud 
With  her  resplemlent  hair: 
The  next  encrystall'd  light 
Submits  to  him  its  beams; 
And  be  doth  trace  the  height 
Of  that  fair  lamp  which  flames  of  beauty  streams. 

«  He  towers  those  golden  bounds 
He  did  to  Sun  bequ^th ; 
The  higher  wandering  rounds 
Are  found  hb  feet  beneath : 
The  milky-way  comes  near. 
Heaven's  axle  seems  to  bend. 
Above  each  turning  sphere 
That,  rob*d  in  glory,  HeavenVKing  may  ascend. 

"  O  Well-spring  of  thb  all  1 
Thy  Father's  image  vive ; 
Word,  that  from  nought  did  call 
What  b,  doth  reason,  live! 
The  soul's  eternal  food, 
Earth's  joy,  delight  of  Heaven, 
All  tmth,  love,  beauty,  good. 
To  thee,  to  tbee,  be  praises  ever  gifen« 

««  What  was  dbmarihali'd  late 
In  thb  thy  noble  £rame. 
And  lost  tbe  prime  estate. 
Hath  re>obum'd  th^  same,  • 

Is  now  most  perfect  seen ; 
Streams^  which  diverted  were 
(And,  troubled,  strajr'd  unclean) 
From  their  first  source,  by  tbee  home  turned  ar^ 

«  By  tbee,  that  blemish  old 
Of  Eden's  leprous  prince. 
Which  on  hb  race  took  hold. 
And  him  exil'd  from  thence^. 
Now  put  away  b  far ; 
With  sword,  in  ireful  guise. 
No  chemb  more  shall  bar 
Poor  man  the  entrance  into  Paradise. 
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<*  By  tbee,  those  spirits  ^re, 
First  children  of  the  light. 
Now  fixed  stand*  and  sure, 
In  their  eternal  right ; 
Now  human  companies 
Renew  their  niin*d  wall ; 
Fairn  man,  as  thou  mak'st  rise. 
Thou  giv'st  to  angels,  that  they  shall  not  falL 

"  By  thee,  that  prince  of  sin. 
That  doth  with  mischief  swell, 
Hath  lost  what  he  did  win, 
And  shall  endungeon'd  dwell ; 
His  spoils  are  made  the  prey. 
His  fknes  are  sack'd  and  torn, 
Hb  alUrs  razM  away, 
And  what  ador*d  was  late,  now  lies  a  jcom. 

'^  These  mansions  pnre  and  clear. 
Which  are  not  made  by  hands, 
Which  once  by  him  'joyM  were, 
And  his,  the  in  not  stained,  bands, 
Now  forfet'd,  dispossest, 
And  headlong  from  them  thrown. 
Shall  Adam's  heirs  make  blest. 
By  thee,  their  great  Redeemer,  made  their  own. 

"O!  Well-spring  of  this  all ! 
Thy  Father's  image  vivej 
Word,  that  from  nought  did  call 
What  is,  doth  reason,  live ! 
Whose  woric  is  but  to  will ; 
God's  oo-etemal  son, 
Great  banisher  of  ill. 
By  none  but  thee  could  these  great  deedsbe  done. 

«  Now  each  ethereal  gate 
To  him  hath  open'd  been  j 
And  Glory's  King  in  stote 
His  palace  enters  in: 
Now  come  is  this  High  Priest 
In  the  most  holy  place, 
Not  without  blood  addrest. 
With  glory  Heaven,  the  Earth  to  crown  with  grace, 

«  SUrs,  which  all  eyes  were  late. 
And  did  with  wonder  bum, 
His  name  to  celebrate. 
In  flaming  tongues  them  turn  $ 
Their  orby  crystals  move 
More  active  than  before. 
And  entheate  from  above, 
Their  sovereign  prince  laud,  glorify,  adore. 

5*  The  choirs  of  happy  souls, 
Wak'd  with  that  music  sweet, 
Whose  descant  care  coottouls. 
Their  Lord  in  triumph  meet; 
The  spotless  sp'rits  of  light 
His  trophies  do  extol. 
And,  arch'd  in  squadrons  bright. 
Greet  their  great  Victor  in  his  capitol. 

««  O  gtory  of  the  Heaven ! 

O  sole  delight  of  Earth  ! 

To  thee  all  power  be  given, 

God's  uncreated  birth ; 

Of  mankind  lover  true, 

Endurer  of  his  wrong. 

Who  dost  the  worid  renew, 

Still  be  thou  our  salvation,  and  our  song." 
From  top  of  Olivet  such  notes  did  rise. 
When  man*s  Redeemer  did  transcend  the  skies. 


More  oft  than  once  Death  whisper'd  in  mtm  m^, 
**  Grkve  what  thoo  hear'st  in  diamond  and  gO^i 
I  am  that  monarch  whom  all  DK>narchs  fear. 
Who  have  in  dust  their  far-stretch'd  pride  uproU'd. 
All,  all  is  mine  beneath  Moon's  silver  sphere  ; 
And  nought,  save  virtue,  can  my  power  withhold: 
This,  not  believ'd,  experience  true  thee  toW, 
By  danger  late  when  I  to  thee  came  near. 
As  bugbear  then  my  visage  I  did  show. 
That  of  my  horrours  thou  right  use  might*st  make. 
And  a  more  sacred  path  of  living  take : 
Now  still  walk  armed  for  my  ruthless  blow ; 
Trust  flattering  life  no  more,  redeem  time  past. 
And  live  each  day,  as  if  it  were  thy  last.'* 


THB  aHAIK>W  OF  THB  JDDGMBHT. 

Above  those  boundless  bounds,  where  stars  do  move, 
Tlie  ceiling  of  the  crystal  round  above. 
And  rainbow-sparkling  arch  of  diamond  dear. 
Which  crowns  the  azure  of  each  undersphere. 
In  a  rich  mansion,  radiant  with  light. 
To  which  the  Sun  is  scarce  a  taper  bright. 
Which,  though  a  body,  yet  so  pure  is  firaoi'd. 
That  almost  spiritual  it  may  be  nam'd, 
'Where  bliss  aboundeth,  and  a  lasting  May, 
All  pleasures  heightening,  flourisheth  for  aye. 
The  King  of  Ages  dwells.    About  his  throne. 
Like  to  those  beams  day's  golden  lamp  hath  on. 
Angelic  splendours  glance,  more  swift  than  aught 
Reveal'd  to  sense,  nay,  than  the  winged  thought. 
His  yrill  to  practise;  here  do  seraphim 
Bum  with  immortal  love;  there  cherubim. 
With  other  noble  people  of  the  light. 

As  eaglets  in  the  Sun,  delight  their  sight  5 

Heaven's  ancient  denizens,  pure  active  powers. 
Which,  freed  of  death,  that  cloister  high  embowcn, 
Ethereal  princes,  ever-cooquering  bands. 
Blest  subjecto,  acting  what  their  king  commands; 
Sweet  choristers,  by  whose  melodious  strains 
Skies  dance,  and  Earth  untir'd  their  brawl  sostaiu 
Mixed  among  whose  sacred  legions  dear. 
The  spotless  souls  of  humanes  do  appear. 
Divesting  bodies  which  did  cares  divest. 
And  there  live  happy  in  eternal  rest. 

Hither,  surcharged  with  grief,  fraught  with  aimoy, 
(Sad  spectacle  into  that  place  of  joy  !) 
Her  ^air  disorder'd.  dangling  o'er  her  face, 
Whioh  had  of  pallid  vblett  the  grace; 
The  crimson  mantle,  wont  hei'to  adorn. 
Cast  loose  about,  and  in  large  pieces  torn ; 
Sighs  breathing  forth,  and  ftt>m  her  heavy  cyne, 
Along  her  cheeks  distilling  crysUl  brine. 
Which  downward  to  her  ivory  breast  was  driveB, 
And  had  bcdew'd  the  milky-way  of  Heaven, 
Came  Piety :  at  her  left  hand  near  by, 
A  wailine  woman  bare  her  company, 
Whose  tender  babes  her  snowy  neck  did  clip^ 
And  now  hang  on  her  pap»  now  by  her  lip: 
Flames  glanc'd  her  head  above,  which  once  did  glow. 
But  late  look  pale^  a  poor  and  ruthfol  show ! 
She,  sobbing,  shrunk  the  throne  of  God  before. 
And  thus  began  her  case  to  him  deplore: 

"  Foriom,  wretch'd,  desolatel  to  whom  shouM  I 
My  refuge  have,  below  or  in  the  sky. 
But  unto  thee?  See,  all-beholdinff  KiDf^ 
That  servant,  no,  that  darling  thou  didst  bring 
On  Earth,  Vost  man  to  save  firom  HeU*s  abime, 
And  raise  unto  those  regions  above  time*,  > 
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"Xinio  made  thy  name  so  truly  be  implor'd, 
Aad  by  tbe  rererend  soul  to  Iod^  •dor'd. 
Her  baiiitb*d  now  tee  from  these  lower  bounds ; 
S^iold  ber  garmeoti^  sbreds,  her  bod3r's  wounds : 
Ijook  bow  her  sister  Charity  there  standi, 
Proscrib'd  on  Earth,  all  maim'd  by  wicked  bands : 
3fiachief  there  mounts  to  such  an  high  degree. 
That  there  now  none  is  left  that  cares  for  roe. 
There  dwells  idolatry,  there  atheism  reigns ; 
There  man  in  dumb,  yet  roaring,  sins  him  stains; 
So  foolish,  that  he  puppets  will  adore 
Of  metal,  stone,  and  birds,  beasts,  trees,  before 
He  ooce  will  to  ttiy  holy  serrice  bow. 
And  yield  thee  homage.     Ah,  alas !  yet  now 
To  those  black  spirits  which  thou  dost  keep  in  chains 
Ue  vows  obedience,  and  with  shameful  pains 
Infernal  borrours  courts ;  case  fond  and  strange ! 
To  bane  than  bliss  desiring  more  the  change. 
Thy  Charity,  of  graces  once  the  chief 
Did  long  time  find  in  hospitals  relief; 
Which  now  lie  level  I'd  with  the  lowest  ground. 
Where  sad  memorials  scarce  are  of  them  found. 
Then  (vagabonding)  temples  her  received. 
Where  my  poor  cells  aflbrded  what  she  crav'd; 
Bot  now  thy  temples  raz'd  are,  human  blood 
Those  places  stains,  late  where  thy  altars  stood : 
Times  are  so  horrid,  to  implore  thy  name 
That  it  is  held  now  on  the  Earth  a  blame. 
Now  doth  the  warrior,  with  his  dart  and  sword. 
Write  laws  in  blood,  and  vent  them  for  thy  word : 
Religion,  faith  pretending  to  make  known. 
All  have,  all  faith,  religion  quite  o*erthrown ! 
Men  awless,  lawless  live ;  most  woful  case ! 
Men  no  more  men,  a  God-contemning  race." 

Scarce  had  she  said,  when,  firom  the  nether  worid 
(Dke  to  a  lightning  through  the  welkin  huriM, 
That  scores  with  6ames  the  way,  and  every  eye 
With  terrour  dazzles  as  it  swimmeth  by) 
Came  Justice ;  to  whom  angeis  did  make  place. 
And  Truth  her  flying  footsteps  straight  did  trace. 
Her  sword  was  lost,  the  precious  weights  she  bare 
Their  beam  had  torn,  scales  rudely  bruised  were : 
From  off  her  head  was  reft  her  golden  crown ; 
In  rags  her  veil  was  rent,  and  star>spaDgl*d  gown ; 
Her  tear-wet  locks  hang'd  o'er  her  face,  which  made 
Between  her  and  the  Mighty  King  a  shade; 
Just  wrath  had  raised  her  colour,  (like  the  mom 
Portending  clouds  moist  eml^os  to  be  bom) 
Of  which,  she  taking  leave,  with  heart  swoll*n  great. 
Thus  strove  to  'pla'm  before  the  throne  of  state. 

«*  Is  not  the  Earth  thy  workmanship,  great  King  ? 
Didst  thou  not  all  this  all  fit)m  nought  once  bring 
To  this  rich  beauty,  which  doth  on  it  shine ; 
Bestowing  on  each  creature  of  thine 
Some  shadow  of  thy  bounty  ?  Is  not  man 
Thy  vassal,  placM  to  spend  his  Kfe's  short  span 
To  do  thee  homage  ?  And  then  didst  not  thou 
A  queen  install  me  there,  to  whom  shoukl  bow 
Thy  Earth's  indwellers,  and  to  this  effect 
Put  in  my  hand  thy  sword  ?  O  high  neglect ! 
Now  wretched  earthlings,  to  thy  great  disgrace, 
Perverted  have  my  pow'r,  and  do  deface 
All  reverent  tracts  of  justice;  now  the  Earth 
Is  but  a  frame  of  shame,  a  funeral  hearth. 
Where  every  vh^ue  hath  consumed  been, 
And  nought  (no,  not  their  dust)  rests  to  be  seen: 
Long  hath  it  me  abhorred,  long  chased  me; 
Expeird  at  last,  here  I  have  fled  to  thee. 
And  forthwith  rather  would  to  Hell  repair, 
Than  Earth,  since  justice  execute  is  there. 


All  live  on  Earth  by  ^loil,  tbe  host  bit  gvest 
Betrays ;  tbe  man  of  her  lies  in  his  bre«t 
Is  not  assured  ;  tbe  ton  the  father's  death 
Attempts;  and  kindred  kindred  reave  of  breath 
By  lurking  means,  of  such  age  few  makes  tick. 
Since  Hell  disgon^d  her  bandfol  arsenic. 
Whom  murdcn,  foul  assassinates  deflle. 
Most  who  the  harmless  innocents  beguile. 
Who  most  can  ravage,  rob,  ransack,  blaspheme. 
Is  held  most  virtuous,  hath  a  worthy*t  name ; 
So  on  embolden'd  malice  they  rely, 
That,  madding,  thy  great  puissance  they  defy: 
Erst  man  resembled  thy  portrait,  toilM  by  smoke 
Now  like  thy  creature  hs^ly  doth  be  loeSk. 
Old  Katnre  here  (she  pointed  where  there  stood 
An  aged  lady  in  a  heavy  mood) 
Doth  break  her  staff,  denymg  human  race 
To  come  of  her,  things  bora  to  her  disgrace  I 
The  dove  tiie  dove,  the  swan  doth  love  the  swan  ^ 
Nought  so  relentless  unto  man  as  man. 
O!  if  thou  mad*st  th*s  world,  guvem'st  it  all. 
Deserved  vengeance  on  the  Earth  let  foil : 
The  period  of  her  standing  perfisct  is ; 
Her  hour-glass  not  a  minute  short  doth  miss. 
The  end,  O  Lord,  is  come;  then  let  no  more 
Mischief  still  triumph,  bad  the  good  devour; 
But  of  thy  word  since  constant,  trae  thou  art. 
Give  good  their  guerdon,  wicked  due  desert" 

She  said :  thronghoot  the  shining  palace  went 
A  murmur  soft,  tach  as  afor  is  stat 
By  musked  zephyrs'  sighs  along  the  i)&ain; 
Or  when  they  cuH  some  flow*ry  lee  and  pkin : 
One  was  their  thought,  one  their  intention,  wiH ; 
Nor  could  they  err.  Truth  there  residing  still: 
All,  mov*d  with  zeal,  as  one  with  cries  did  pray, 
**  Hasten,  O  Lord !  O  hasten  the  last  day!*' 

Ix)ok  how  a  generous  prince,  when  he  doth  bear 
Some  loving  city,  and  to  him  most  dear. 
Which  wont  with  gifts  and  shows  him  entertain 
(And,  as  a  father's,  did  obey  bis  reign,) 
A  rout  of  slaves  and  rascal  foes  to  wrack. 
Her  buildings  overthrow,  her  riches  sack. 
Feels  vengeful  dames  within  his  bosom  bum. 
And  a  just  rage  all  respects  overturn : 
So  seeing  Earth,  of  angels  once  the  inn, 
Mansions  of  saints,  deflowered  all  by  sin. 
And  quite  coafus'd,  by  wretches  here  beneath. 
The  worid's  great  Sovereign  moved  was  to  wrath* 
Thrice  did  he  rouse  himself,  thrice  from  his  face 
Flames  sparkle  did  throughout  the  heavenly  place. 
The  sUrs,  though  fixed,  in  their  rounds  did  quake; 
The  Earth,  and  earth-embracing  sea,  did  shake: 
Carmel  and  Hemus  folt  it;  Athos*  tops 
Affrighted  shrunk;  and  near  the  Ethiops, 
Atlas,  the  Pyrenees,  the  Apennine, 
And  lofty  Orampius,  which  with  snow  doth  shine. 
Then  to  the  synod  of  the  spirits  he  swore, 
Man's  care  should  end,  and  time  shoold  he  no  more, 
By  his  own  self  he  swore  of  perfect  worth. 
Straight  to  perform  his  word  sent  angels  forth. 

There  lies  an  island,  where  the  radiant  Sun; 
When  he  doth  to  the  northern  tropics  run, 
Of  six  long  moneths  makes  one  tedious  day ; 
And  when  through  southern  signs  he  holds  his  way. 
Six  moneths  turaeth  in  one  loathsome  night, 
(Night  neither  here  is  fair,  nor  day  hot-bright. 
But  half  white,  and  half  more)  where,  sadly  dear. 
Still  coldly  glance  the  beams  of  either  Bear— 
The  frosty  Groen-land.    On  the  lonely  sbore 
The  ocean  in  moufitains  hoane  doth  roar. 
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And  ofcr^tombling,  tnttbling  otter  rocks^ 
Cast  ▼ariout  imiobows,  whieh  in  froth  he  chokes: 
Oulphs  all  aboat  are  shrunk  most  strangely  steep, 
Than  Nilus'  cataracts  more  rast  and  deep. 
To  the  wild  land  beneath  to  make  a  shade, 
A  mountain  lifteth  up  hi»  crested  head : 
His  locks  are  icicles,  his  brows  are  snowj 
Yet  from  hb  burning  bowels  deep  below. 
Comets,  fiu^flaming  pyramids,  are  driren,   * 
And  pitchy  meteors,  to  the  cope  of  Heaven. 
No  summer  here  the  lovely  grass  forth  brings, 
Mor  trees,  no,  not  the  deadly  cypress  springs. 
Oiferkmng  Echo,  daughter  of  the  air, 
By  human  voice  was  never  waken'd  here  r 
Instead  of  night's  black  bird,  and  plaintful  owl. 
Infernal  faries  here  do  yell  and  howl. 
A  mouth  yawns  in  this  height  so  black,  obscure 
With  vapoorSy  that  no  eye  it  can  endure : 
Great  ifitna's  oavems4iever  yet  did  make 
Such  sable  damps,  though  they  be  hideous  black ; 
Stem  horrours  here  eteraally  do  dwell. 
And  this  gulf  destine  lor  a  gate  to  Hell : 
Forth  from  this  place  of  drod,  Eartb  to  appal. 
Three  furies  rushed  at  the  angfl's  caU. 
One  with  loog  tresses  doth  her  visage  maskt 
Her  temples  clouding  in  a  horrid  cask ; 
Her  right  hand  swings  a  brandon  w  the  air. 
Which  flames  and  terronr  burieth  every  where; 
Popd^rous  with  darts,  her  left  doth  bear  a  shield. 
Where  Gorgon*s  head  loojcs  grim  in  sable  field: 
Her  eyes  blaze  fire  and  blood,  each  hair  'stills  blood, 
Blood  thrills  from  either  pap,  and  where  she  stood 
%k)od'9  liquid  coral  sprang  heir  feet  beneath ; 
Where  she  doth  stretch  her  arm  is  blood  and  death. 
Her  Stygian  bead  no  sooner  she  uprears. 
When  Earth  of  8Word8,bclm8,  lances,8traightappears 
To  be  delivered;  and  from  out  her  womb, 
In  flame-wingM  thunders,  artillery  doth  come ; 
Floods*  silver  streamy  do  take  a  blushing  dye  $ 
The  plains  with  breathless  bodies  buried  lie ; 
Rage,  wrong,  rape.  Sacrilege,  do  her  attend. 
Fear,  discord,  wrack,  and  woes  which  have  np  fnd : 
Town  is  by  town,  and  prince  by  prince  with^ood ; 
JEarth  turns  an  hideous  shaqtble,  a  lake  of  blood. 

The  next,  with  eyes  sunk  hollow  in  her  brains. 
Lean  face,  snari'd  hair,  with  black  and  empty  veins, 
Her  dry'd-up  bones  scarce  covered  with  her  skin, 
Bewraying  that  strange  structure  bi^ilt  within  -, 
Thigb-beUyless,  most  ghastly  to  the  sight, 
A  w^ted  skeleton  reseipbleth  right. 
Where  she  doth  roam  in  air  £»int  do  the  bipds. 
Yawn  do  earth's  ruthless  brood  and  harmless  lusrds, 
ll&e  wood's  wild  fbrragers  do  howl  and  roar. 
The  humid  swimmers  die  along  the  shore : 
In  towns,  the  living  do  the  dead  up  eat, 
'Then  di^  themselves,  alas !  and,  wanthig  meat. 
Mothers  not  spare  the  birth  of  their  owp  .wombs. 
But  turn  those  qesto  of  life  pi  faUl  t^mbs. 

Last  did  a  sa^&on-colQUf'd  hag  come  out. 
With  uncomb'd  hair,  brows  bandfed  all  about 
With  di^ky  ck>uds,  in  ragged  mantle  clad. 
Her  breath  with  stinking  fun^  the  air  bespread ; 
In  either  h«nd  she  hel4  a  whip,  whose  wires 
Still'd  poison,  blaz*4|  with  Pblegetbontal  fires. 
Relentless,  she  each  state,  sex,  age,  defiles. 
Earth  streams  with  gores,  l^umswithenvenom'dboils; 
Where  she  repairs,  towns  do  in  deserts  turn. 
The  living  have  no  pause  the  dead  to  mourn ; 
The  friend,  ah !  dares  not  lock  the  dying  eyes 
pf  his  belov'd;  the  wife  the  husband  flies  ^ 


Men  basilisks  to  mflfi  prove,  and  hj  breaifa, 
Than  lead  or  steel,  bring  worse  and  swifter  d«ath: 
No  cypress,  obsequies,  no  tomb  they  have ; 
The  sad  Heaven  mostly  serves  them  for  a  grave. 

These  over  Earth  tumultoously  do  run. 
South,  north,  from  rising  to  the  setting  Sun ; 
They  sometime  part,  yet,  than  the  winds  more  fleet. 
Forthwith  together  in  one  place  they  meet. 
Great  Qninsay,  ye  it  know,  Sosania's  pride, 
And  you  when  stately  Tiber's  streams  do  glide ; 
Memphis,  Partheoope^  ye  too  it  know, 
And  where  Eoripus*  seven-fold  tide  doth  flow : 
Ye  know  i^  empresses,  op  Thames,  Rhone,  Seinei 
And  ye,  fair  queens,  by  Tagus,  Danube,  Rhine; 
Though  they  do  scour  tbe  Eartb,roam  fiir  and  large. 
Not  thus  content,  the  angels  leave  their  charge : 
We  of  her  wreck  these  slender  signs  may  name. 
By  greater  they  the  judgment  do  proclaim. 

Ihis  centre's  centre  with  a  mighty  blow 
One  bniiaeth,  whose  crackM  concaves  k>uder  knr. 
And  rumble,  than  if  all  th'  artillery 
On  Earth  discbarg'd  at  once  were  in  the  sky  i 
Her  surftice  shakes,  her  mountains  in  the  main 
Turn  topsy-turvy,  of  heights  making  pJato : 
Towns  them  ingulf;  and  late  where  towers  didstand 
Now  Qought  remaineth  but  a  waste  of  sand: 
With  turning  eddies  seas  sink  under  ground. 
And  hi  their  floating  depth  are  vaKeys  found ; 
late  wh(Bre  with  foamy  crests  waves  tilted  wav<^ 
JSow  fishy  bottoms  shine,  and  mossy  caves. 
The  mariner  casts  an  amazed  eye 
On  his  wing'd  firs,  which  bedded  be  finds  Me, 
Yet  can  he  see  no  shore ;  but  whHst  be  thinks, 
What  hideous  crevice  that  huge  current  drinls, 
The  streams  rush  back  again  with  stonmng  tide^ 
And  now  his  ships  on  crystal  mountains  glide. 
Till  they  be  huri'd  for  beyond  seas  and  bop<^ 
And  settle  on  some  hill  or  palace  top ; 
Or,  by  triumphant  sprges  orer-driyen. 
Show  Earth  their  ontr%iis,and  their  keois  UieHeavea, 

Sky's  cloudy  tables  some  do  paint,  with  fights 
Of  armed  squadrons,  justling  steeds  and  |migbt% 
With  shining  crosses,  judge,  and  sapphire  throne, 
Arraigned  criminals  to  howl  and  groan,         [shine 
And  plaints  sent  forth  are  heard :  new  worlds  seen 
With  other  suns  and  moons,  lalse  stara  decline^ 
And  dive  in  seas ;  red  comets  wann  the  air. 
And  blaze,  as  other  wi^ds  were  judged  there, 
Others  the  heavenly  bodies  do  duplape. 
Make  Sun  his  stster*s  stranger  steps  to  trace; 
Beyond  the  course  of  spheres  he  drives  his  coach. 
And  iiear  the  cold  Arctorus  doth  approach ; 
The  Scythian  amaz'd  is  at  such  beams. 
The  Mauritflinian  to  see  icy  streams ; 
The  shadofTy  which  erewhile  tuin'd  to  the  west. 
Now  wheels  about,  then  reeleth  to  the  east: 
New  stars  above  tbe  eighth  Heaven  sparkle  clear. 
Mars  cbpps  with  Saturn,  Jove  claims  Mars^  sphere ; 
Shrunk  nearer  Earth,  all  blackened  now  and  brown, 
In  mask  of  weeping  clouds  appears  the  Moon. 
There  are  no  seasons,  autumn,  summer,  spring. 
All  are  stem  winter,  and  no  birth  forth  bnng: 
Red  turns  the  sky's  blue  curtain  o'er  this  glob^ 
As  to  propine  the  judge  with  purple  robe. 

At  first,  entranced,  with  sad  and  curious  ^es, 
IBarth's  pilgrims  stare  on  those  strange  prod^pes: 
The  star-gazer  this  round  finds  truly  move 
In  parts  and  whole,  yet  by  no  skill  can  prove 
The  finnament's  stayM  firmness.  They  which  drwti^ 
An  eveilastiipgneaB  in  worid's  vast  frfme, 
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Tbiok  well  some  region  where  they  dwell  may  wrack. 
But  that  the  whole  nor  time  nor  force  can  shake ; 
Yet,  frantic,  mnse  to  see  Heaven's  stately  lights, 
like  drunkards,  wayless  reel  amidst  their  heights. 
Such  as  do  nations  govern,  and  command 
Vasts  of  the  eea  and  emperies  of  land. 
Repine  to- see  their  countries  overthrown, ' 
And  find  no  foe  their  fury  to  make  known  ? 
<*  Alas  !'*  they  say,  *<  what  boots  our  toib  aad  pains, 
Of  care  on  Earth  is  this  the  furthest  gains  ? 
No  riches  now  can  bribe  our  angry  fate ; 
O  no !  to  blast  our  pride  the  Heavens  do  threat : 
In  dost  ndw  most  our  greatness  buried  fie, 
Yet  is  It  comfort  wkh  the  world  to  die." 
As  more  and  more  the  warning  signs  increase. 
Wild  dread  deprives  lost  Adam's  race  of  peace; 
From  out  their  grand-dame  Earth  theyfain  would  fly. 
But  whither  know  not.  Heavens  are  far  and  high : 
Each  would  bewail  and  mourn  his  own  distress; 
But  public  cries  do  private  tears  suppress : 
laments,  plaints,  shrieks  of  woe,  disturb  all  ears, 
And  fear  h  equal  to  the  pain  it  fears. 

Amidst  this  mass  of  cruelty  and  slights. 
This  galley,  full  of  God-de^sing  wights. 
This  jail  of  sin  and  shame,  this  filthy  stage, 
Where  all  act  folly,  misery,  and  rage ; 
Amidst  those  throngs  of  old  prepared  fbr  Hell, 
Those  numbers  which  no  Archimede  can  tell, 
A  silly  crew  did  lurk,  a  harmless  rout. 
Wandering  the  Earth,  which  Ood  had  chosen  out 
To  live  with  him,  (few  roses  which  did  blow 
Among  those  weeds  Earth's  garden  overgrow. 
A  dew  of  gold  stiiPd  on  earth's  sandy  mine. 
Small  diamonds  in  world's  rough  rocks  which  shine,) 
By  purple  tjrrants  w^lch  pursu'd  and  chas'd, 
livM  recluses,  in  lobely  islands  plac*d; 
Or  did  the  mountains  haunt,  and  forests  wild,  [mild; 
Which  they  than  towns  more  harmless  found  and 
Where  many  an  hymn  they,  to  their  Maker's  praise, 
Teaoh'd  groves  and  rooks,  which  did  resound  their 

lajrs. 
Nor  sword,  nor  famine,  nor  plague  poisoning  air. 
Nor  prodigies  appearing  every  where. 
Nor  all  the  sad  disorder  of  this  all, 
Ctmld  this  small  handful  of  the  worid  appal ; 
But  as  the  flowV,  which  daring  winter's  cold 
Runs  to  the  root,  and  lurks  in  sap  uproll'd. 
So  soon  as  the  great  planet  of  the  year 
Begins  the  Twios"dear  mansion  to  clear, 
lifts  up  its  fragrant  head,  and  to  the  field 
A  spring  of  beauty  and  delight  doth  yield : 
So  at  those  signs  and  apparitions  strange. 
Their  thoughts,  looks, gestures,  did  begin  to  change; 
Joy  makes  their  hands  to  clap,  their  hearts  to  dance. 
In  voice  turns  music,  in  their  eyes  doth  glance. 

«*  What  caUf^saythey,  •*  these  changes  else  portend. 
Of  this  great  frame,  save  the  approaching  end ! 
Past  are  the  signs,  all  is  perform'd  of  old. 
Which  the  Almighty's  heralds  us  foretold. 
Heftven  now  no  longer  shall  of  God's  great  powef 
A  turning  temple  be,  but  fixed  tower; 
Bnrn  shall  this  mortal  mass  amidst  the  air. 
Of  divine  justice  tum*d  a  trophy  fair ; 
Near  is  the  last  of  days,  whose  light  embalms 
Past  griefr,  and  all  our  stormy  cares  becalms. 
O  hi^y  day !  O  cheerful,  holy  day  I 
Which  nighfs  sad  sables  shall  not  take  away ! 
Farewel  complaints,  and  ye  yet  doubtful  thought 
Orown  now  your  hopes  with  comforts  long  time 

sBogbt; 
VOL,  V. 


Wip>d  fVomour  eyes  now  shall  be  every  tear. 

Sighs  stopt,  smce  our  salvation  is  so  near. 

What  long  we  long'd  for,  God  at  last  hath  girea. 

Earth's  chosen  bands  to  join  with  thoee  of  Uaaveau 

Now  noble  souls  a  guerdon  just  shall  find. 

And  rest  and  glory  be  in  one  combin'd ; 

Now,  more  than  in  a  mirror,  by  these  eyne. 

Even  face  to  face,  our  Maker  shall  be  seen. 

O  welcome  wonder  of  the  soul  and  sight ! 

O  welcome  object  of  all  true  delight ! 

Thy  triumphs  and  return  we  did  expect. 

Of  all  past  toils  to  reap  the  dear  effect: 

Since  thou  art  just,  perform  thy  holy  word ; 

O  come  still  hop'd  for,  come  long  wish'd  for.  Lord." 

While  thus  they  pray,  the  Heavens  in  flames  ap* 
As  if  they  shew  fire's  elemental  sphere  ;         [pear. 
The  Earth  seems  m  the  Sun,  the  welkin  gone| 
Wonder  all  hushes ;  straight  the  air  doth  groan 
With  trumpets,  which  thrice  lender  sounds  do  yieM 
Than  deaf  ning  thunders  in  the  airy  field. 
Created  nature  at  the  clangour  quakes; 
Immur'd  with  flames,  Earth  in  a  palsy  shakes, 
And  fmm  her  womb  the  dust  in  several  heaps 
Takes  life,  and  must'reth  into  human  shapes : ' 
Hell  bursts,  and  the  foul  prisoners  there  bound 
Come  howlrag  to  the  day,  with  serpents  crown'd* 
Millions  of  angels  in  tiie  lofty  height. 
Clad  in  pure  gold,  and  the  dectre  bright. 
Ushering  the  way  still  where  the  Judge  should  movesf 
In  radiant  rainbows  vault  the  skies  above ; 
Which  quickly  open,  like  a  curtain  driven, 
And  beaming  glory  shows  the  King  of  Heaven. 

What  Penian  prince,  Assjrrian  meet  renownM, 
What  Scythian  with  conqoerkig  squadrons  ciown'd. 
Entering  a  breached  city,  where  conspire 
Fire  to  dry  blood,  and  blood  to  quench  out  fire; 
Where  cutted  carcasses'  quick  members  reel. 
And  by  their  ruin  blunt  the  reeking  steel, 
Resembleth  now  the  ever-living  King  ? 
What  face  of  Troy  which  doth  with  yelling  ring, 
And  Grecian  flames  transported  in  the  air; 
What  dmdfiil  spectacle  of  Carthage  fair ; 
What  picture  of  rich  Corinth's  tragic  wrack. 
Or  of  Numantia  the  hideous  sack ; 
Or  these  together  shown,  the  image,  face. 
Can  represent  of  Earth,  and  plaintful  case. 
Which  must  lie  smoking  in  the  world's  vast  womb, 
And  to  itself  both  fuel  be  and  tomb  ? 

Near  to  that«weet  and  odoriferous  dime. 
Where  the  all-cheering  emperor  of  rime 
Makes  spring  the  cassia,  nard,  and  ftmgrsnt  balms. 
And  every  hUl  and  odlin  orowae  with  palms ; 
Where  incense  sweats,  where  weeps  the  prteious 
And  cedars  overtop  the  pine  and  fir :  [myrrh. 

Near  where  the  aged  phenix,  tir'd  of  breath, 
Doth  build  her  nest,  and  takes  new  life  in  death ; 
A  valley  into  wide  and  open  fidds 
Faritext^cth  ****** 

The  rett  is  wanting. 


HYMNS. 
L 

SAviotm  of  mankind !  Man  Emanuel! 
Who  sinless  died  for  shi,  who  vanquuh'd  Hell, 
The  first  fruits  of  the  grave,  whose  life  did  j^ 
Light  to  our  darkness,  in  whose  death  we  Kvt^ 
O  strengthen  thou  my  faith,  correct  my  wMI, 
That  mine  may  thine  obey:  protect  me  sttM^ 
Zz 
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So  that  tli«  latter  death  iflay  not  deroar 
My  soolMafd  with  thy  seal  $  sou  the  hour 
When  thou*  whose  body  tancdfied  thy  tomb, 
(Uif|iBtly  judg'd)  a  glofkras  judge  shalt  come, 
To  jiidm  tlie  world  with  juitice;  by  that  ngn 
I  may  DC  known  and  cntartain'd  for  thine. 


IL 

Hm,  whom  tiie  earth,  the  sea,  and  sky 
Worship,  adore,  and  magoify, 
And  doth  this  threefold  engine  steer, 
Mmrft  pore  ckwet  now  doth  bear: 

Whom  Sun  and  Moon,  and  cieaturas  all, 
Servfaig  at  times,  obey  his  call. 
Pouring  from  Heaven  his  sacrad  grace, 
V  th'  Tirgitt'sbowds  hath  U*en  pUtfe. 

Mother  most  blest  by  such  a  dower. 
Whose  Maker,  Lord  of  highest  power. 
Who  this  wide  world  in  hand  oontanis. 
In  thy  womb's  ark  himself  restrains. 

BlesI  by  a  message  fhxn  Heaten  brooght, 
Fertile  with  Holy  Ghost  taW  fraught. 
Of  natkms  the  desired  King, 
Within  thy  sacred  womb  doth  spring. 

Lord,  may  thy  glory  still  endorse 
Who  bom  wast  of  a  ▼trgin  pure  $ 
The  Father's  and  the  Sp*rit*s  tore^ 
Which  endless  worlds  may  not  remove. 


HI. 

Jbso,  our  prayers  with  mildness  bear, 
Who  ait  the  crown  which  Tirgins  decks. 

Whom  a  pure  maid  did  breed  and  bear. 
The  sole  example  of  her  sex* 

Thou  fieeding  there  where  lilies  spring. 
While  round  about  the  virgins  dance. 

Thy  spouse  dost  to  glory  bring, 

Aai  them  with  high  rewards  advance. 

The  virgins  follow  in  thy  ways 

Whitheiaoever  thou  dost  go^ 
They  traee  thy  steps  with  songs  of  praise^ 

And  in  sweet  hymns  thy  gfory  show. 

Cause  thy  protecting  grace,  we  pray. 

In  all  our  senses  to  abound. 
Keeping  from  them  all  harms  which  may 

Our  souls  with  foul  corruption  wound. 

Pniie,  honour,  strength,  and  glory  great. 
To  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  to  the  holy  Paraclete 
While  time  lasts,  and  when  time  is  dOne. 


IV. 

BiMiov  Creator  of  the  cUvB, 

Eternal  Light  of  foilhfiil  eyes,     , 

Christ,  wbgae  redemptkm  none  debars, 
DoflOl  our  humble  pcayen  deqpise. 


Who  for  the  state  of  mankind  griev'd^ 
That  it  by  death  destroy'd  should  be^ 

Hast  the  diseased  world  relieved. 
And  given  the  guilty  remedy. 

When  th*  evening  of  the  wofld  drew  near. 
Thou  as  a  bridegroom  deignHt  to  com* 

Out  of  the  wedding  chamber  dear. 
Thy  virgin  mother's  purest  womh: 

To  the  strong  force  of  whose  h^  reiga 
All  knees  are  bow'd  with  gesture  low. 

Creatures  which  Heav'n  on  Earth  contam 
With  lev'rence  their  solgecticm  show. 

O  holy  Lord !  we  thee  desfare. 
Whom  we  expect  to  judge  all  fonlt%. 

Preserve  us,  as  the  times  require. 
From  our  deceitful  foes'  assaults. 

Praise,  honour,  strength,  and  glory  graa^ 
To  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  to  the  holy  Paraclete, 
Whilst  time  lasts,  and  when  time  is  dons 


HYMN  FOR  SUNDAT. 

O  BLiffr  Creator  of  the  light. 

Who  briogmg  fbrth  the  light  of  day% 
With  the  fifst  work  of  splendkrar  bright 

The  world  didst  to  beginning  raise  i 

Who  mom  with  evening  join'd  in  one 
Commandedst  shotdd  be  call'd  the  day: 

The  foul  confhsion  now  is  gone ; 
O  hear  us  when  with  tears  we  pray : 

Lest  that  the  mind,  with  fears  full  fraught, 
Shoukl  lose  best  UfSe's  eternal  gains, 

While  it  hath  no  immortal  thought. 
But  is  enwrapt  in  sinful  chahis. 

O  may  it  beat  the  inmost  sky. 
And  the  reward  of  life  possev ! 

May  we  from  hurtfiil  aotioos  6y, 
And  purge  away  all  wtckednen ! 

Dear  Father,  grant  what  we  entreat. 
And  only  Son,  who  like  pow'r  hast. 

Together  with  the  Paraclete, 

Reigning  whilst  times  and  ages  last 


HYMN  FOR  MONDAY. 

GaXAT  Maker  of  the  Heav«ns  wide. 
Who,  lest  things  mix*d  should  all  confound. 

The  iloods  and  waters  didst  divide. 
And  didst  appoint  the  Btev'ns  their  bound ; 

Onlering  wliere  he^v'nly  things  shall  stay. 
Where  strciams  shall  ran  on  earthly  aeil* 

That  wateia  may  the  flames  allay. 
Lest  they  the  globe  of  Earth  should  spoiL 

Sweet  Lordi  into  our  minds  infuse 

The  gift  of  everlasthig  grace. 
That  no  old  ^Its  which  we  did  use 

Bfay  with  new  frauds  our  souls  dtfiMU. 
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May  oor  trae  fiuth  obUin  the  light. 
And  Bueh  clear  beami  our  hearts  ponesi^ 

That  it  Tain  thmgi  may  hanish  quite. 
And  that  no  ftdsehood  it  opprev. 

I>ear  Father,  grant  what  we  entreat,  he 


HYMN  FOR  TUESDAY. 
OaiAv  Maker  of  man't  earthly  reahn. 

Who  didst  the  ground  from  waters  take 
Which  did  the  troubled  land  o'erwhelm. 

And  it  immovable  didst  make ; 

That  there  young  plants  might  fitly  spring. 
While  ifrwith  golden  flow'rs  attir»d 

Might  forth  ripe  fruit  in  plenty  bring. 
And  yield  sweet  fruH  by  all  desir'd:  . 

With  fragrant  greenness  of  thy  grace; 

Our  blasted  souls  of  wounds  release. 
That  tears  foul  sins  away  may  chase. 

And  in  the  mind,  bad  motions  cease. 

May  it  obey  thy  heav'nly  voice. 
And  never  drawing  near  to  ill, 

V  abound  in  goodness  may  r^oice, 
And  may  no  mortal  sin  fulfil. 

Bear  Father,  Ac 


HYMN  FOR  WEDNESDAY. 
<l  BOLT  God  of  heavily  frame. 

Who  mak*st  the  pole*s  wide  centre  bright. 
And  painfBt  the  same  with  shining  flame. 

Adorning  it  with  beauteous  light; 

Who  framing,  on  the  fourth  of  days. 

The  fiery  chariot  of  the  Sun, 
Appoint'st  the  Moon  her  changmg  rays^ 

And  oriw  m  which  the  planets  run; 

That  tJiOQ  might'st  by  a  certain  bound 
"Twixt  n*ght  and  day  division  giake ; 

And  that  some  sure  sign  might  be  fbund 
To  show  when  months  be^nnmg  take ; 

Men's  hearts  with  fightsome  splendour  bless. 
Wipe  from  their  minds  polintmg  spots, 

Dissolve  the  bond  of  guiltiness. 
Throw  down  the  hoipe  of  sinful  bloti. 

Dear  Father,  Ibc 


HYMN  FOR  THURSDAY. 
O  coiH  whose  fbffces  fiir  extend. 

Who  creatures  which  from  waters  spring 
Back  to  the  flood  dost  partly  send. 

And  op  to  th'  air  doet  partly  bring; 

Some  in  the  waters  deeply  dlv*d. 
Some  playhig  in  the  &av*ns  above, 

Hiat  natures  from  one  stock  derived 
May  thus  to  several  dwellmgs  move: 

Upon  thy  servants  grace  bestow, 
Whoae  soub  thy  bkndy  waters  dear. 

That  they  no  smfnl  fhlls  may  know, 
Kor  heavy  grief  of  death  may  bear ; 


That  sin  no  soul  orarest  may  thrall. 
That  none  be  lifted  high  with  pride. 

That  minds  cast  downwards  do  not  fiOl, 
Nor  raised  up  may  backward  slide. 

Dear  Father,  Ac    . 


HYMN  FOR  FRIDAY. 
Goo,  fttNU  whose  work  mankind  did  wpring, 

Who  all  in  rule  dost  only  keep 
Bidding  the  dry  land  forth  to  bring 

All  kind  of  beasts  which  on  it  cnep; 

Who  hast  made  subject  to  man's  hand 
Great  bodies  of  each  mighty  thing, 

Tliat,  taking  life  from  thy  oommand. 
They  nu^t  in  order  serve  their  King; 

From  us  thy  servants.  Lord,  cspel 
Those  errours  which  uncleanness  breeds, 

Whi<;h  either  in  our  manners  dwell. 
Or  mix  themselves  amon^  our  deeds. 

Give  the  rewards  of  joyful  life ; 

The  plenteous  gifts  of  grace  hiorease ; 
Dissolve  the  cruel  bonds  of  strife  ; 

Knit  fest  the  happy  league  of  peace 

Dear  Father,  3cc 
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HYMN  FOR  SATURDAY. 

Oianmr!  O  blessed  light! 

O  Unity,  most  principall 
The  fiery  Sun  now  leaves  our  sight; 

Cause  in  our  hearts  thy  beams  to  fell; 

Let  us  with  songs  of  praise  divine 
At  mom  and  eveiung  thee  implore ; 

And  let  our  glory,  bow'd  to  thine. 
Thee  glorify  for  evermore. 

To  God  the  Father  gk)ry  great, 
.And  glory  to  his  only  Son, 

And  to  the  holy  Paraclete, 
Both  now,  and  still  while  ages  raa. 


HYMN  UPON  THE  NATIYITY. 

GaaisT,  whose  redemption  all  doth  free. 

Son  of  the  Father,  who  alone, 
Befoie  the  world  began  to  be. 

Didst  qpring  firom  him  by  means  unknown ; 

ThOQ  his  dear  brightness,  thou  his  light, 

Thoo  everlasting  hope  of  all. 
Observe  the  pray'rs  which  in  thy  sight 

Thy  servants  through  the  world  let  fkO. 

O  dearest  Saviour,  bear  in  mhid, 

Hiat  of  our  body  thou,  a  child. 
Didst  whiktm  take  the  natural  kind. 

Bora  of  the  Virgm  undefil'd. 

This  mnch  the  present  day  makes  knowq. 

Passing  the  chrcuit  of  the  year, 
niat  thott  frein  thy  high  Father's  throne 

The  world's  sole  safety  ^dst  appe^i^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


708 


DRUMMONiyS  POEMS. 


The  bigbett  Hmtcd,  tbe  earfh,  «id  terns. 
And  all  that  is  within  them  found. 

Because  be  sent  thee  us  to  ease, 

With  mirthful  songs  his  praise  resound. 

We  also,  who  redeemed  are 

With  thy  pure  blood  from  sinful  state, 
For  thu  thy  birth-day  will  prepare 

New  hymns  this  feast  to  de]d>rate. 

Glory,  O  Lord,  be  given  to  thee. 
Whom  the  unspotted  Virgin  bore; 

And  glory  to  thee.  Father,  be. 
And  th'  Holy  Ghost,  for  evermore. 


HYMN  UPON  THE  INNOCENTS. 

Hail  you,  sweet  babes !  that  are  the  flow'rs. 
Whom,  when  you  life  b^n  to  taste. 

The  enemy  of  Christ  devours. 
As  whirlwinds  down  tbe  roses  cast  e 

First  sacrifice  to  Christ  jrou  went. 
Of  ofTer'd  lambs  a  tender  sort; 

With  palms  and  crowns,  yoo  innooent 
Before  the  sacred  altar  sport. 


UPON  THE  SUNDAYS  IN  LENT. 

BTMK. 

O  If  ntciwi.  Creator,  bear 

Our  pray'rs  to  thee  devoutly  bent. 
Which  we  pour  forth  with  many  a  tear 

In  this  most  holy  fast  of  Lent. 

Thou  mildest  searcher  of  each  heart. 
Who  know'st  the  weakness  of  our  strength. 

To  us  forgiving  grace  impart. 
Since  we  return  to  thee  at  length. 

Much  have  we  sinned,  to  our  shame ; 

But  spare  us,  who  our  sins  confess  ; 
And,  for  the  glory  of  thy  nAme, 

To  our  sick  souls  aflbrd  redress. 

Grant  that  the  iesh  may  be  so  pin'd 
By  means  of  outward  abstinence. 

As  that  the  sober  watchful  mind 
May  fast  from  spots  of  all  offence. 

Grant  this,  O  blessad  TYhiity ! 

Pure  Unity,  to  this  incline— 
That  the  effects  of  fststs  may  be 

A  grateful  recompense  for  thine. 


OK  THE  ASCENSION  DAY. 

'\ ' 
O  Jbsu,  who  our  souls  dost  save. 

On  whom  our  love  and  hopes  depend ; 
God  from  whom  aU  thhiffs  being  have, 

Man  when  the  world  drew  to  an  end ; 

What  clemency  thee  vanquishM  so, 
Upon  thee  our  foul  crimes  to  take, 

And  cruel  death  to  undergo. 
That  thoa  from  death  oa  free  nnght  mike  ) 


Let  thine  own  goodnew  to  tiiee  bend. 
That  thoo  our  sins  may'st  put  to  ftigfi£  ; 

Spare  us— and,  as  our  wishes  tend, 
O  satisfy  us  with  tby  ngbt ! 

May'st  thou  our  jojrful  pleasures  be. 
Who  shall  be  our  acpeeted  gain  ; 

And  let  our  glory  be  in  thee, 
While  any  ages  shall  remain. 


HYMN  FOR  WHITSUNDAY. 

CkiAToa,  Holy  Ghost,  descend; 

Visit  our  minds  with  thy  bright  flame; 
And  thy  celestial  grace  extend 

To  fill  the  hearts  which  thou  didst  frame: 

Who  Paraclete  art  said  to  be. 
Gift  which  the  highest  God  bestows  ; 

Fountain  of  life,  fire,  charity. 
Ointment  whence  gbostly  blessing  ffowa. 

Thy  sevenfold  grace  thou  down  dost  aead, 

.Of  God's  right  band  thou  flofer  «rt ; 
Thou,  by  the  Father  promised. 
Unto  our  mouths  dost  speech  impait. 


In  our  dull  senses  kindle  light ; 

Infuse  thy  love  into  our  hearts ; 
Reforming  with  perpetual  light 

Th*  infimities  of  fleshly  parts. 

Far  from  our  dwelling  drive  our  foe. 
And  quickly  peace  unto  us  bring; 

Be  thou  our  guide,  before  to  go. 
That  we  may  shun  each  hurtful  thing. 

Be  pleased  to  instruct  our  mind. 
To  know  the  Father  and  the  Son  ; 

The  Spirit,  who  them  both  doth  bmd. 
Let  us  believe  while  ages  run. 

To  God  the  Fath^  glory  great. 
And  to  the  Son,  who  from  the  dmH 

Arose,  and  to  the  Paraclelte, 
Beyond  all  time  imagined. 


ONISB 

TRANSFIGURATION  OF  OUR  IXMIB^ 

^      TBI  SIZT1I  OP  AUOVST. 
A  HTM9. 

All  you  that  seek  Christ,  let  your  sight 

Up  to  the  heij^ht  directed  b«. 
For  there  you  may  the  sign  most  bright 

Of  everiasting  glory  see. 

A  radiant  light  we  there  behold. 
Endless,  unbounded,  lofty,  high  ; 

Than  Heaven  or  that  rude  heap  more  old 
Wherein  the  world  confused  did  lie. 

The  Gentiles  this  great  prince  embr«ce; 

The  Jews  obey  this  king's  command^ 
Promis'd  to  Abraham  and  bis  race 

A  ^letnng  while  the  world  shall  stand. 
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'^y  mouths  of  prophets  free  from  lyes, 
^^ho  semi  the  witness  which  they  bear, 

Slis  Father  bidding  testifies 

That  we  should  him  believe  and  hear. 

Glory,  O  Lord,  be  given  to  tliee, 
"Who  hast  appear'd  upon  thb  day ; 

iknd  glory  to  the  Father  be, 

And  to  the  Holy  Ghost,  for  aye. 


01«TBB 

FEAST  OP  ST.  MICHAEL  THE  ARCHANGEL. 

To  thee,  O  Christ !  thy  Father's  light, 
XJfe,  virtue,  which  our  heart  inspires. 
In  presence  of  thine  angels  bright, 
'^^e  sing  with  votc«  and  with  desires : 
Ourselves  we  mutually  invite, 
To  melody  with  answering  choirs. 

IVtth  reverence  we  these  soldiers  praise, 
"Who  near  the  heavenly  throne  abide ; 
And  chiefly  him  whom  God  doth  raise, 
His  strong  celestial  host  to  guide — 
Michael,  who  by  his  power  dismays 
And  beateth  down  the  DeviPs  pride. 


PETER, 
APrCH  THB  DENIAL  OF  Hit  HAST£B. 

LiKi.to  the  solitary  pelican. 
The  shady  groves,  I  haunt,  and  deserts  wild. 
Amongst  wood's  burgesses;  from  sight  of  man, 
From  Eailh's  delight,  from  mine  own  self  exil'd. 
Bat  that  remofse,  which  with  my  fall  began, 
Relenteth  not,  nor  is  by  change  turned  mild  ; 
But  rends  my  soul,  and,  like  a  famished  child. 
Renews  its  cries,  though  nurse  does  what  she  can. 
Look  how  the  shrieking  bird  that  courts  the  night 
In  ruin'd  wall  doth  lurk,  and  gloomy  place : 
Of  Sun,  of  Moon,  of  stars,  I  shun  the  light. 
Not  knowing  where  to  stay,  what  to  embrace : 
How  to  Heaven^s  lights  should  I  lift  these  of  mine, 
Sith  I  denied  him  who  made  them  shine ! 


ON  THB  VIRGIN  MARY. 

The  wdbl  Mary,  'midst  a  blubber'd  band 
Of  weeping  viigins,  near  nnto  the  tree 
Where  God  death  suffered,  man  firom  death  to  frae, 

Like  to  a  plaintAd  nightingale  did  stand. 
Which  sees  her  yoaaglings  reft  befinre  her  eyes. 
And  hath  nought  else  to  goaid  them,  save  her  cries: 

Love  thither  had  her  bronght,  and  misbelief 
Of  these  sad  news,  which  chai^'d  her  mind  to  fean  j 
But  now  her  eyes,  more  wretched  than  her  tears, 

Bear  witness  (ah,  too  true  I)  of  feared  grief: 
Her  doubts  made  certain  did  her  hopes  destroy, 
Abandoning  her  soul  to  black  annoy. 

I/mg  fixing  downcast  eyes  on  earth,  at  last 
She  bnging  them  did  raise  (O  torturing  sight !) 
To  view  what  they  did  shno,  thdr  sole  delight 

Imbru'd  in  his  own  blood,  and  naked  plac'd 
To  sinful  eyes ;  naked,  save  that  black  veil 
Which  Heaven  him  thronded  with,  that  did  bewail. 


It  was  not  pity,  pain,  grief,  did  possess 
The  mother,  but  an  agony  more  strange: 
Cheeks'  roses  in  pale  lilies  straight  did  chang«*; 

Her  spirits,  as  if  she  bled  his  blood,  tum'd  less; 
When  she  him  saw,  woe  did  all  words  deny. 
And  grief  her  only  sofler'd  sigh,  O  my ! 

«'  O  my  dear  Lord  and  Son  !**  then  she  began ; 
'*  Immortal  birth,  though  of  a  mortal  born ; 
Eteroal  bounty,  which  doth  Heav*n  adorn; 

Without  a  mother,  God ;  a  father,  man! 
Ah!  what. hast  thou  deserv'd?   what  hast  thou 

done, 
Thns  to  be  treat  >  Woe's  me,  my  son,  my  son  ! 

"  Who  bruis'd  thy  face,  the  glory  of  this  all  > 
Who  eyes  engor'd,  load-stars  to  paradise  ? 
Who,  as  thou  wert  a  trimmed  sacrifice. 

Did  with  that  cruel  crown  thy  brows  impale  ? 
Who  rais'd  thee,  whom  so  <rfi  the  angels  serv*d. 
Between  those  thieves  who  that  foul  death  deserv'd  t 

"  Was  it  for  this  thou  bred  wait  in  my  womb  ^ 
Mine  arms  a  cradle  serv'd  thee  to  repose  ? 
My  milk  thee  fed,  as  morning  dew  the  rose  ? 

Did  I  thee  keep  till  this  sad  time  should  coi« 
That  wretched  men  should  nail  thee  to  a  tree,  • 
And  I  a  witness  of  thy  pangs  most^be } 

"  It  is  not  bng,  the  way's  bestrewed  with  fiow'n. 
With  shooU  to  echoing  Heav^iad  monntafais  roll'd. 
Since,  as  in  triumph,  I  thee  did  behold 

In  royal  pomp  approach  proud  Sion's  tow'rs  r 
Lo,  what  a  change !  Who  did  thee  then  embrace. 
Now  at  thee  shake  their  heads,  inconstant  race ! 

"  Eternal  Father !  firom  whose  piercing  eye 
Hid  nought  is  found  that  in  this  all  is  formed. 
Deign  to  vouchsafe  a  look  unto  this  round. 

This  round,  the  stage  of  a  sad  tragedy : 
Look  but  if  thy  dear  pledge  thou  here  canst  know. 
On  an  unhappy  tree  a  shamefiil  show  ! 

'<  Ah  !  look  if  this  be  he,  Almighty  Kng, 
BefiMre  Heav'ns  spangled  were  with  stars  of  gold. 
Ere  world  a  center  had  it  to  uphold. 

Whom  from  eternity  thou  forth  didst  bring; 
With  virtue,  form,  and  light  who  did  adorn 
Sky's  radiant  globes— see  where  he  hangs  a  scorn ! 

"  Did  all  my  prayers  tend  to  this  ?  Is  this 
The  promise  that  celestial  herald  made 
At  Nazareth,  when  foil  of  joy  he  said, 

I  happy  was,  and  from  thee  did  me  bless  ? 
How  am  I  blest  ?  No^  most  unhappy  I 
Of  all  the  mothers  underneath  the  sky.    . 

**  How  true  and  of  choice  oracles  the  choice 
Was  that  blest  Hebrow,  whose  dear  eyes  in  peace  . 
Mild  death  did  close  ere  they  saw  this  disgrace, 

When  he  forespake  with  more  than  angel's  voice; 
The  Son  shouU  (malice  sign)  be  set  apart. 
Then  that  a  sword  should  pierce  the  mother's  heart ! 

"  But  whither  dost  thou  go^  life  of  my  soul  ? 
O  stay  a  litUe  till  I  die  with  thee ! 
And  do  I  live  thee  languishing  to  see  ? 

And  cannot  grief  frail  laws  of  life  oontroul  ? 
If  grief  prove  weak,  come,  cruel  squadrons,  kill 
The  mother,  spare  the  Son,  he  knows  no  ill : 
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'<  He  knows  no  ill ;  thoce  pangi,  base  i 
To  me,  and  all  the  world,  save  bim  alone  $     [due 
But  now  be  doth  not  bear  my  bitter  moan ; 

Too  late  I  cry,  too  late  I  plaints  renew : 
Pale  are  bis  lips,  down  doth  bis  bead  decline. 
Dim  turn  those  eyes  onoe  wont  so  bright  to  shine. 

«  The  Heavens  which  in  their  mansions  constant 
move. 
That  they  may  not  seem  g:uilty  of  this  crime. 
Benighted  have  the  golden  eye  of  time.      [prove. 

Ungrateful  Earth,  canst  thou  such  shame  ap- 
And  seem  unmov'd,  this  done  upon  thy  fieice  }** 
Earth  trembled  then,  and  she  did  hold  her  peace. 


DRUBfMOND'S  POEMS. 


COMPLAINT  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

Thb  mother  stood,  with  grief  conibtraded. 
Near  the  cross ;  her  tears  abounded. 

While  her  dear  son  hanged  wes, 
Through  whose  soul  her  sighs  f3ith  venting. 
Sadly  mourning  and  lamenting. 

Sharpest  potinto  of  swords  did  pass : 

O  bow  sad  and  how  distress'd 
Was  the  mother,  ever-blese'd, 

Wbp  God's  only  Son  forth  broogbt ! 
She  in  grief  and  woes  did  languish, 
Qnnhing  to  heboid  what  anguish 

To  her  noble  Son  was  wrought. 


DEDICATION  OF  A  CHURCH. 

JntosALm,  that  place  divine. 

The  virion  of  sweet  peace  is  nam'd. 

In  Heaven  her  glorious  turrets  shine. 
Her  walls  of  living  stones  are  framed ; 

While  angels  guard  her  on  each  ride. 

Fit  company  for  such  a  bride. 

She,  deck'd  in  new  attire  from  Heaven, 
Her  wedding  chamber  now  descends, 

Prepar'd  in  marriage  to  be  given 
To  Christ,  on  whom  her  joy  depends. 

Her  walU  wherewith  she  is  enclosed. 

And  streeU,  are  of  pure  gold  composed. 

The  gates,  adom*d  with  pearls  most  bright. 
The  way  to  hidden  glory  show ; 

And  thither,  by  the  blessed  might 
Of  faith  in  Jesus*  merits,  go 

All  these  who  are  on  Earth  distressM, 

Because  they  have  Christ's  name  professed. 

These  stones  the  woriimen  dress  and  beat. 
Before  they  throughly  polisb'd  arc  i 

Then  each  is  in  his  proper  seat 
EsteblishM  by  the  builder's  care. 

In  this  fair  frame  to  stand  for  ever, 

So  join'd  that  them  no  force  can  sever. 

To  God,  who  rite  in  highest  seat. 

Glory  and  power  given  be; 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Paraclete, 

Who  reign  in  equal  dignity  ; 
Whose  boundless  pow'r  we  still  adore. 
And  sing  their  praise  for  evermore. 


SONNETS  AND  MADRIGALS. 


SONNET. 

hn  Fortune  triumph  no#,  and  lo  sing, 

Sith  i  must  fall  beneath  this  load  of  care  ; 

Let  her  what  most  I  prize  of  ev*ry  thing 

Now  wicked  trophies  in  her  temple  rear. 

She  who  high  palmy  empires  doib  not  sparer 

And  tramples  in  the  dust  the  proudest  king  | 

Let  her  vaunt  how  my  bliss  she  did  impair. 

To  what  low  ebb  she  now  my  flow  doth  bring: 

Let  her  ooont  how  (a  new  Izion)  me 

She  in  her  wheel  did  torn;  how  high  or  lotr 

I  never  stood,  but  more  to  toftuM  be. 

Weep  soul,  weep  plamtfnl  sonl,  thy  sorrows  know ; 

Weep,  of  thy  tears  till  a  black  river  swell. 

Which  may  Cocytos  be  to  this  thy  EeU. 


SONNET. 


O  moBT,  clear  night,  Odark  and  gloomy  day! 
O  woeful  waking!  O  souUplearing  sleep ! 
O  sweet  conceits  which  in  my  brains  did  creep ! 
Yet  soar  oonoeiu  which  went  so  soon  away. 
A  sleep  I  had  more  than  poor  words  can  say  ; 
For,  clos'd  in  arms,  metbooght  I  did  thee  ketip, 
A  sorry  wretch  plung'd  in  misfortones  deep. 
Am  I  not  wak*d,  when  light  doth  lyea  bewray  } 
O  that  that  nig^t  had  ever  still  been  bladL  I 
O  that  that  day  had  never  yet  begun ! 
And  you,  mme  eyes,  would  ye  no  time  taw  foa  ! 
To  have  your  sun  in  such  a  zodiac : 
Lo,  what  is  good  of  life  is  bat  a  dream* 
When  sorrow  is  a  never  ebbing  rtream. 


SONNET. 

So  grievous  is  my  pain,  so  pamful  lifb, 

That  oa  I  find  me  in  the  arms  of  death; 

But,  breath  half  gone,  that  tyrant  called  Demtb, 

Who  others  kills,  restoreth  me  to  life : 

For  while  I  thhik  how  woe  shall  end  with  lifs^ 

And  that  I  quiet  peace  shall  ^y  by  death. 

That  thought  ev'n  doth  o^erpow'r  the  paina  of  death. 

And  call  me  home  agam  to  loathed  life: 

Thus  doth  mme  evil  transcend  both  life  and  drath. 

While  no  death  is  so  bad  as  is  my  life. 

Nor  no  life  such  which  doth  not  end  by  death. 

And  Protean  changes  turn  my  death  and  life : 

O  happy  those  who  in  their  birth  find  death, 

Sith  but  to  languish  Heaven  affMdeth  life. 


SONNET. 


I  cumsi  the  night,  yet  do  firom  day  me  hid^ 
The  Pandionian  birds  I  tire  with  moans; 
The  echoes  even  are  wearied  with  my  groana. 
Since  absence  did  me  fnm  my  bliss  divide. 
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Each  dream,  etch  tof,  my  reason  doth  affright ; 
And  when  remembrance  reads  the  canons  scroll 
Df  past  contentments  cansed  by  her  sight. 
Then  bitter  anguish  doth  invade  my  soal» 
While  thus  I  lire  eclipsed  of  her  li^t. 

0  me  !  what  better  am  I  than  the  mole  ? 
Or  tboae  whose  zenith  is  the  only  pole» 
Whose  hemisphere  is  hid  with  so  long  night  ? 
Save  that  in  earth  he  rests,  they  hope  for  sonj 

1  pine,  and  find  imne  endless  night  begnuk 


MADRI0AU 

Pooft  turtle,  thon  bemoans 

The  loss  of  thy  dear  love, 

And  I  for  mine  send  forth  these  smoakinggroansb 

Unhappy  widow'd  dofa  I 

While  all  about  do  sing, 

I  at  the  root,  thon  on  the  branch  aboire^ 

Efen  weary  with  ear  nsoans  the  gandy  ^ring; 

Yet  these  onr  plaints  wa  do  not  tpend  in  vain, 

Sith  sighing  z^yrs  answer  us  again. 


SONNET. 


As,  in  a  dnsky  and  tempestuous  night, 
A  star  is  wont  to  spread  her  locks  of  ^d, 
And  while  her  pleasant  rays  abroad  are  roird. 
Soma  spitefol  cloud  doth  rob  us  of  her  sight: 
Fair  soul,  in  this  black  age  so  shin*d  thou  bright. 
And  made  all  eyes  with  wonder  thee  behold ; 
Till  ugly  Death,  depriving  us  of  light, 
fai  hia  grim  misty  arms  thee  did  enfold. 
Who  more  shall  Taunt  true  beauty  here  to  see  ? 
What  hope  doth  more  in  any  hei^  remain. 
That  such  perfections  shall  his  reason  rein. 
If  beauty,  with  thee  bom,  too  died  with  thee } 
World,  plain  no  more  of  Love,  nor  count  his  harms ; 
With  his  pale  trophies  Death  has  hung  his  arms. 


MADRIOAI. 

I  FiAa  not  henceforth  death, 

Sith  after  this  departure  yet  I  breathe. 

Let  rocks,  and  seas,  and  wind. 

Their  highest  treasons  show; 

Let  sky  and  earth  combin'd 

Strive  ^if  they  can)  to  end  my  life  and  woe ; 

Silb  gnef  cannot,  me  nothing  can  o'erthrow; 

Or,  if  that  aught  can  cause  my  fotal  lot. 

It  will  be  when  I  bear  I  am  forgot 


MADRIGAL. 

TanroNs,  which  bonndii^  dire 

Through  Neptnne's  liquid  phun. 

Whan  as  ye  shall  arrirc 

With  tilting  tides  where  silver  Ora  plays, 

And  to  your  king  his  wat'ry  tribute  pays. 

Tell  how  I  dying  live. 

And  bum  in  midst  of  all  tha  coldest  Baiot 


POLEMO'MIDDINIA 
nrna  vrrAKVAM  rr  msBaiuif • 

NmraAB,  quas  colitia  highissima  monta  Fifoei, 
Sen  vos  Pittenwema  tenant,  sen  Crelia  crofta, 
Sive  Anstraea  domus,  ubi  nat  Haddocus  in  undis, 
Codlineusque  ingens,  ubi  Fleuocaet  Skettapererrant 
Per  oostam,  et  scopniis  Lobster  monifootus  in  udia 
Creepat,  et  in  madiis  ludit  Whitenius  undis : 
Et  vos  Skipperii,  soliti  qui  per  mare  breddum 
Valde  procttl  lanchare  foris,  itemmque  redire^ 
Linquite  skeilatas  botas,  sliippasque  picatas, 
Wbistlantesque  simul  fechtam  memorate  bloodcam, 
Fechtmm  terribilem,  quam  marvellaverat  omnis 
Banda  Deum,qiioque  NjrmpbarumOockelsbelcaram 
Bfaia  ubi  sheepifoda,  atque  ubi  Solgoosifora  1 
Swellant  in  pelago,  cum  Sol  bootatus  iM*»"mi 
Postabat  radi»  msMlidis  et  shouribus  atris. 


Quo  viso  ad  focht«  noisam  cecidere  volucres 
Ad  terram,  cecidere  grues,  pfish  plashque  dedeie 
SolgoosK  in  pelago  prope  littora  Bmntiliana } 
Sea-sutor  obstopnit,  summiqne  in  margine  saxi 
Scartavit  prelostre  caput,  wingasque  flapavit; 
Qnodque  magis,  alte  volitans  Heronius  ipse 
Ingeminans  dig  dag  mediis  shitavitin  nndis. 

Namone  a  prinoipio  Storiam  tellabimns  oomem, 
Muckrelium  iogcatem  tuibam  Vitarva  per  agios 
NeberasB  marchare  focit,  et  dixit  ad  illos, 
**  Ite  hodie  armati  greppi%  dryvate  cabalkis 
NebermB  per  crofta,  atque  ipsas  ante  fenestras. 
Quod  si  forte  ipsa  Nebema  venerit  extra, 
Warrantabo  omnes,  et  vos  bene  defendebo." 

Hie  aderant  Qeordy  Akinhedius,  et  little  Johnny 
Et  Jamy  Richeos,  et  stout  IGchd  Hendeisoons, 
Qui  jolly  tryppas  ante  alios  dansare  solebat, 
Et  bobbare  bene,  et  lassas  kissare  booaeas; 
Duncan  Olyphautus,  valde  stalvartus,  et  ejus 
Filhis  eldestus  jdyboyns,  atque  oldmoodns. 
Qui  pleugham  longo  gaddo  dryvare  solebat; 
Et  Rob  Oib  wantonns  homo,  atque  Oliver  Hutchin, 
Et  ploncky-fac'd  Watty  Strang,  atque  in-kneed  Al- 
sinder  Atken  [mum, 

Et  Willy  Dick  heavy.«itus  homo,  pigerrimus  om- 
Qui  tulit  in  pileo  magnum  rubramque  fovorom, 
Valde  lethos  pugnare,  s«d  hnnc  Corogrevius  heioa 
Nootheadum  vocavit,  atque  ilium  fordt  ad  arma. 
Insuper  hie  aderant  Tom.  Taylor,  et  Hen.  Wat- 

sonus, 
Et  Tomy  Oilchristus,  et  fod  Jot^  Robinsonus 
Andrew  Alsbenderus,  et  Jamy  Tomsonus,  et  unus 
Norland-bomus  homo,  vaMe  valde  Anticovenaoter, 
Nomine  Oordonus,  valde  blackmoudus,  et  alter 
(Ddl  stick  it  ignoro  nomen)  slavry  beardius  homo 
Qui  pottas  digbUvit,  et  asns  jecerat  extra. 

Deniqoe  pras  rdiquis  Geordeum  a&tur,  et  inquit, 
Georde  mi  formane,  inter  stoutiasimus  omnea, 
Hucadeaetcrook-aaddeloa,hemmasque,creilesque, 
Brechemmesque  simul  omnes  bindato  jumentis; 
AmblenteflM|ue  meum  naggum,  lattumque  maritl 
Cursorem,  et  rdiquos  trattantes  sumito  aveitis. 
In  cartis  yokkato  omnes,  extrahlto  mnckam 
2;^  P«r  «t  riggas,  atque  ipsas  ante  fenestras 
NeberosB,  et  aliqdd  sin  ipsa  contra  kiqoator. 
In  sydn  tu  pone  manus,  et  didto  fort  jade. 

Nee  mora,  formannus  cunctos  flaakavit  averos 
Workmaonosqua  ad  workam  omnes  vocarit,  et  m 
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Extempb  caitas  bene  fillavere  jigantes : 
Whittlavere  viri,  workhorsoaque  ordine  nrieros 
Brivavere  foras,  dooec  iterumque  iterumque 
FactaTere  oipnes,  et  sic  turba  horrida  mustrat. 
Hand  aliter  qaam  si  cam  multis  Sploola  troupis 
Proudos  ad  Ostendam  marcbasaet  foftiter  uibeoi. 
Interea  ante  alios  Dux  Piper  laius  heros 
PrsBcedeiis,  magnamquegerens  cumbardine  iqrpam 
Incipit  Uariai  cooctis  sooare  bateUum. 
TiiiicN«bemafttreiisyettam  ipsa  egressa,  vidensqae 
Muck-caitas  transira  viam,  vaide  angria  facta 
Non  tttlit  affvootam  tantain,  ▼erum,  agmine  facto, 
CooTocat  exteiapio  BarowmaoDos  atque  Ladosos, 
Jackmaonamqiie,  HiremannoB,  PleoghdriTsters  at- 
que Pleaghmaimos, 
Tannlantesque  simal  reekoso  ex  kitcbine  boyos, 
HuQC  qai  dirtifisraB  tersit  cam  disbclouty  disbos, 
Huoc  qui  ^pruelias  scivit  beoe  lickcre  pletta% 
Et  saltpaanifumos,  et  widebricatos  fisheros, 
HellMque  etiam  salteros  daxit  ab  antris, 
Goalbeagbos  nigri  giroaotes  more  Divelli, 
lifegiuurdamque  sibi  sssTas  vocat  improba  lassas^ 
Maggeam  magis  docum  milkare  eowseas, 
Et  doctam  sweepare  flooras,  et  sternere  beddas, 
Quseque  novtt  spinnare,  et  longaa  duoere  tbreedas; 
Nanscam,  claves  bene  quss  keepaverat  omnes, 
Yellantemqae  Elpen,  longobardamque  Anapellam, 
Fartantemque  simu)  Oyliam,  gUedamque  Katyiam 
Egregie  indutam  blacko  caput  sooty  clouto ; 
MafflOUMiroque  simal  vetalam,  que  sciverat  apte 
Infantum  tenerms  blande  oscularierarsas; 
Qussque  lanam  cardare  solet  greasy-fingria  Betty. 

Tum  demum  bungrseos  ventres  Neberna  grudis 
FaraUv  et  guttas  rawsuinibus  implet  amaris» 
Postea  newbamuD  ingentem  dedit  omnibus  haustum, 
-StaggraTere  omncs,  grandesque  ad  sydera  riftas 
Barmifumi  attollunt,  et  sic  ad  prssUa  marcbant. 
Nee  mora,  marchavit  ftwM  loogo  online  turma. 
Ipsa  prior  Neberna  suis  stout  facta  ribaldts, 
Rustaeum  manibus  gestana  ftiribunda  gulaeum: 
Tandem  Muckreilios  vocat  ad  pelUmelUa  flaidos. 
«  Ite,  ait,  ugliei  Felkyws,  si  quis  modo  postbac 
Muckifer  bas  nostras  tentet  crossare  fenestra!^ 
Juro  quod  ego  ejus  kmgum  extrababo  Jbbrapelium, 
Et  totam  rivabo  faciem,  luggasqne  gulseo  boc 
Ex  capite  cuttabo  forox,  totumque  ridebo 
Heartbloodum  fluere  in  terram."  Sic  verba  ilnivit 
Obstupuit  Vitarva  diu  dirtfluida,'sed  inde 
C6oragium  accipiens,  Muckreilios  ordine  cunctos 
Middini  in  medio  hciem  tamare  coeg^t. 

O  quatem  prinio  fleuram  gustasaes  in  ipso 
Battclii  onsetto !  Pugnat  Muckreilius  Heras 
Fortiter,  et  Muckam  per  posteriora  cadentem 
In  oreilibus  sboolare  ardet    Sic  dirto  volavit. 

O  quale  boc  burly  burly  fuit,  si  ibrte  ndisaes 
Pypantes  aisas,  et  flavo  sanguine  breeckap 
Pripantes,  hominumque  heartas  ad  pnelia  faintas ! 


O  qualjs  firy  fary  fuit,  aamqne  alleri  aeam 
Ne  vei  Ibotbreddum  yerdb  yieldare  vot^iat. 
Stout  erat  ambo  quidem,  valdeque  bardbearlaea- 

terva! 
Tum  vero  e  medio  Mockdryvster  pronlit  onus 
Gallantaeus  homo,  et  gr^pom  niinalar  ia  ipsaai 
Nebemam,  (quoniam  misere  sealdavent  omaes} 
Dirtavitqiie  totam  petieotam  gutture  tbieko, 
Pearlineasque  ^us  skirtas,  sillumque  go«iueain». 
Vasquineamque  rubram  Mucksberda  begaciaveL. 
Et  tunc  ille  rait  valde  faintbeartus,  et  ivit 
'  Valde  procul,  metuens  shottam  woundumque  pro- 
fund  am. 
Sed  nee  valde  proeul  fuerat  revengia  in  ilium  j 
Extempio  Gilbea  ferox  invasit,  et  ejus 
In  fsciem  gimavit  atrox,  et  Tigrida  &cta 
Bublentem  grippans  berdara,  sic  dixit  ad  illuai : 
,  Vade  domum,  ftltbaee  nequam,  ant  te  interiiciaba. 
Tunc  cum  gerculeo  magnum  fecit  GiUy  vfaip- 

pum, 
Ingentemque  manu  sheidam  levavit,  et  oomem 
Oallantsei  bominis  gasbbeardan  besmeamvit; 
Sume  tibi  boc,  inquit,  sneezing  valde  operativaB, 
Pro  pnemio^  Swingere,  tao ;  tum  deoique  fleido 
Ingentem  Gilly  wampbra  dedit,  validamque  ne- 

vellam, 
Ingeminatque  itemm,  donee  bb  fecerit  tgnem 
Ambobus  fugere  ex  ocnlis  ;  sic  Gylla  triumpbaL 
Obstupuit  bombaizdns  boox),  backumque  repente 
Tumavit  velati  nasus  bloodasset ;  et  O  fy ! 
Ter  quater  exclamat,  et  6  quam fSoede  iMiisii! ! 
Disjuniumque  omne  evomuit  valde  haqgriosluiBO, 
Lausavitque  supaa  atque  infra,  oaiaerabile  visa, 
Et  luggas  necko  imponens,  sic  cncunrit  abseas; 
Non  audens  gimpare  iterum,  ne  worsa  tolisset. 

H»c  Neberna  videns  yeUavit  tmpia  vertia, 
Et  fy,  fy !  exclamat,  prope  nunc  victoria  lostaest 
Nee  mora,  terribilem  fillavit  dira  canonwa, 
Elatisque  hippis  magno  cum  mormoiv  fiutsm 
Barytonam  emisit,  veluti  Moosmcgga  cracasaeL 
Tum  vero  quackarunt  bostes,  flightamque  repeate 
Sumpserunt,  retrospexit  Jackmannos,  et  ipse 
Sbeepbeadtts  metuit  souitumque  ictuini|oe  buled. 

Qaod  si  king  Spanius,  Philippus  v  mine,  septem 
Hisce  coosimiles  habuisset  forte  canopes 
Batterare  Sluissam,  Slutssam  dungasaet  in  asBOL 
Aut  si  tot  magnus  Lodovicus  forte  dedisset 
Ingentes  fartas  ad  mcenia  Montalbana, 
Ipsam  continuo  townam  dungasaet  in  yerdam: 

Exin  Comgrevius,  wracco  omnia  tenders  videsi, 
Gottsiliumque  menm  si  non  atocipitts,  iaqnit, 
Pttlcbras  scartabo  facies,  et  voa  worriabo: 
Sed  needk)  per  seustram  broddatos,  inqoe  privatss 
Partes  stobbatus,  greitans,  lookansque  grivate, 
Barlafiimel  clamat,  et  dixit,  O  Deus !  O  Gud! 
Quid  nultls  ?  »c  fraya  fuil^  sic  goiia  peracta  o^ 
Una  nee  interea  spillata  est  droppa  craociSi 


END  OF  VOL.  V. 


Printed  bj  c.  WMttm^kam, 
10S»  eoBwaUlHraet. 
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